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To  the  Right  Honourable 
Charles,  Lord  Vifcount  Tow nshekdj 

Late  one  of  his  Majefty's  Ptincipal  Secretaries 
of  State,  and  Knight  of  the  Mod  Noble  Order 
of  the  Garter,  &c« 

M  V   L  o  R  D, 

1r  Beg.  leave  to  publifli  the  following  poems  under  yotir 
'*  patron  age  :  A  prefent,  I  confefs,  unworthy  of  it, 
and  of  little  value,  excepting  what  gratitude  gives  it : 
But,  I  fear,  it  n^ay  be  efteemed  a  boaft  rather  than  an 
acknowledgement,  or  at  beft,  an  oftentatidus  kind  of 
gratitude,  to  tell  the  world  that  I  have  received  the 
higbed  obligations  from  the  Lord  Townfhend  :  It  is  an 
honour  to  be  regarded  by  a  perfon  of  fo  diftinguiihed  a 
charafter ;  I  am  proud  of  it,  and,  not  being  of  a  nature 
to  be  content  with  a  filent  gratitude,  am  not  deterred 
from  owning  it,  though  it  be  liable  to.  be  mifcalled 
vanity. 

You  have,  my  Lord,  the  happinefs  to  enjoy  what  that 

great  ftatefman  Walfingham,  who  held  the  fame  ofBce 

which  you  fill  with  fo  much  honour,  frequently  wiflied, 

B  t  but 
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but  never  obtained  ;  a  retirement  from  bufinefs  in  tlie 
declenfion  of  life,  to  enjoy  age  in  peace  and  tran- 
quillity :  this  lad  a£lion  fpeaks  you  truly  great ;  for 
that  perfon  who,  by  a  voluntary  retreat,  couid  indul- 
trioufly  renounce  all  the  grandeur  of  the  worldy  mull 
evidently  have  a  foul  above  it. 

Tully  in  his  Tufculum  vras  never  more  happy,  tha 
the  Xu>rd  Townfhend  in  his  Rainham, 


-Where  majeftically  plaii^ 


•*  Pure  Nature  reigns,  where  varied  views  from  views 

**  DifFuHve  profpe^ls  yield  ♦  :  here  (hagg'd  with  woods, 

*'  Here  rich  with  harveft,  and  there  white  with  flocks, 

**  And  all  the  gay  horizon  fmiles  around 

•*  Full  of  thy  Genius  I    Lo  !   between  yon  groves 

••*  The  dome  with  eafy  g^ndeur,  like  the  foul 

•*  Of  its  great  mafter,  rifing  overlooks 

•*  The  fubjeft  regions,  and  commands  the  charms 

•*  Of  many  a  pleafinglandikip,  to  the  eye 

•*  Delightful  change !   here  groves  of  loftieft  fhade     • 

*<  Wave  their  proud  tops,  and  form  of  ftatelieft  viev 

•«  A  fylvan  theatre  •  while  Nature*s  hand 

«*  Pours  forth  profufe,  o'er  hill,  o*er  vafe,  o*er  lawn, 

•*  Her  choiccft  blefTings  i   See  !  where  yonder  lake 

•«  Spreads  its  wide  liquid  plain :  now  ftands  unmov\{ 

*«  Pure  as  th'  expanfe  of  heaven,  and  heaven  reflefti 

^'  From  its  broad-glittering  mirrour ;  now  with  waves 

•  See  Mr.  Thomfon's  excellent  poems. 

"  Curl'J 
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*<  -Curl'd  gently  by  the  breeze,  falutes  the  flowers 

«^  Xbat  grace  Us  banks !  in  ftate  the  fnowy  fwans 

*«  Arch  their  proud  necks,  and  fowls  of  various  plum© 

**  Innumcrous,  native  or  exotic,  cleave 

*'  The  dancing  wave  !   while  o*er  th'  adjoining  lav^m 

«*  Obverted  to  .the  fouthern  funs,  the 'deer 

<«  Wide-fpreading  graze,  or  ftarting  bound  away 

<*  In  crouds,  then  turning,  filent  ftand,  and  gaze! 

*'  Such  are  thy  beauties,  Rainham,  fuch  the  haunts 

«*  Of  angels,  in  primseval  guiltlefs  days, 

«*  When  man  imparadis'd  conversed  with  God." 

This,  my  Lord,  is  but  a  faint  piflure  of  the  place 
of  your  retirement,  which  no  one  ever  enjoyed  more 
elegantly:  no  part  of  your  life  lies  heavy  upon  youj 
there  is  no  tineafy  vacancy  in  it  j  it  is.all  filled  up  with 
ftudy,  exercife,  or  polite  amufement :  here  you  /hine  ia 
the  moft  agreeable,  though  not  moft  ftrongand  dazzling 
light :  In  your  public  ftation  you  commanded  admira- 
tion and  honour;  in  your  private,  you  attracl  love  and 
clteem  :  The  nobler  parts  of  your  life  will  be  the  fub- 
\e6i  of  the  hirtorian ;  and  the  actions  of  the  great  ftat^f- 
man  and  patriot,  will  adorn  many  pages  of  our  future 
annals  :  but  the  aifcflionate  father,  the  indulgent  maf- 
ter,  the  condefcending  and  benevolent  friend,  patron, 
and  companion,  can  only  be  xJefcribed  by  thofe  wh9 
have  the  pleafure  and  happinefs  to  fee  you  a6l  in  all 
thofe  relations  :  I  could  with  delight  enlarge  upon  tliis 
•amiable  part  of  your  chara6ler ;  but  am  feniible  that  no 
^  B  3  portion 
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portion  of  your  time  is  fo  ill  fpent  as  in  reading  w&at 
write.    I  will  therefore  only  beg  the  hoB«ar  to  fobfcribe 
myfclf. 


My   L  o  r  Dy 

Your  Lordfliip*$  moft  obliged. 


Pulham  in  Norfolk, 
1739- 


.  And  moft  obedient  fervant. 


WILLIAM  BROOMI. 
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T  AM  very  feniiblc  that  many  hard  ctrcumftaiKea 
-*     attend    all    authors :    if  they  write   ill,    they  arc 
fure  to  be  ufed  with  contempt  ^  if  well,  too  often  with 
envy.     Some  meti,  even  while  they  improve  themfelvea 
with  the  fentiments  of  others,  rail  at  their  benefa^ors^ 
and  while  they  gather  the  fruit,  tear  the  tree  that  bore 
it.     I  mud  confefs,  that  mere  idlenefs  induced  me  to 
write  }  and  the  hopes  of  entertaining  a  few  idle  men,  to 
publilh.     I  am  not  fb  vain  as  not  to  thinly  there  are 
many  faults  in  the  enfning  poems ;  all  human  works 
muft  fall  ihort  of  perfedlion,  and  therefore  to  acknow* 
ledge  itj  is  no  humility  :  however,  I  am  not  like  thofc 
authors,  who,  out  of  a  falfe  modefty,  complain  of  the 
imperfe^ions  of  their  own  works,  yet  would  take  it 
very  ill  if  the  world  ihould  believe  them  :  I  will  not 
add  hypocrify  to  my  other  faults,  or  aA  fo  abfurdly  as 
to  invite  the  reader  to  an  entertainment,  and  then  tell 
him  that  there  is  nothing  worth  his  eating;    I  have 
furniihed  out  the  table  according  to  my  beft  abilities,  if 
not  with  a  fplendid  elegance,  ^et  at  leaft  with  an  in- 
nocent variety. 

But  fmce  this  is  the  laft  time  that  I  (hall  ever,  pef'^ 

haps,  trouble  the  world  in  this  kind,  I  will  beg  leave  to 

fpeak  fomething  not  as  a  poet,  but  a  critic  ;  that  \i  my 

credit  Ihould  fail  as  a  poet,  I  may  have  recourfe  to  my 

B  4  remarks 
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remarkt  upon  Homer,  and  be  pardoned  for  my  induftiy 
as  the  annotator  in  part  upon  the  Iliadi  and  entirdy 
upon  the  Odyffey. 

I  will  therefore  offer  a  few  things  Upon  criticifm  in 
general,  a  ftudy  very  necefTary,  but  fallen  into  contempt 
through  the  abufe  of  it.    At  the  reiloration  of  leamingi 
it  waft  particularly  neceflUry  $  authors  had  been   long 
burred  in  obfcurity,  and  confequently  had  contraAed 
fome  nift  through  the  ignorance  and  barbarifm  of  pre- 
ceding ages  t   it  w.as  therefore  very  requifite  that  they 
fhould  be  polifhed  by  a  critical  hand,  and  reftored  to 
their  original   purity  i    In  this  confifts  the  office  of 
critics  )  but,  inftead  of  making  copies  agreeable  to  the 
manufcripts,  they  have  long  inferted  their  own  conjec- 
tures ;  and  from  this  licence  arife  moft  of  the  various 
readings,  the  burthens  of  modern  editions  t   whereas 
books  ai-e  like  pi6lures,  they  may  be  new  varnifked,  but 
not  a  feature  is  to  be  altered }  and  every  ftroke  that  is 
thus  added,  deftroys  in  fomc  degree  the  refemblance  j 
and  the  original  is  no  longer  an  Homer  or  a  Virgil,  but 
a  mere  ideal  perfon,  the  creature  of  the  editor's  fancy. 
Whoever  deviates  from  this  rule,  does  not  corre^J,  but 
corrupt  his  author  i   and  therefore  frnce  moft  boorks 
worth  reading  have  now  good  impreflions,  it  is  a  folly 
to  devote  too  much  time  to  this  branch  of  criticifm ;   it 
is  ridiculous  to  make  it  ,the  fupreme  bufmefs  of  life  to 
repair  the  ruins  of  a  decayed  word,  to  trouble  the  world 
with  vain  niceties  about  a  letter,  or  a  fyllable,  or  the 
tranfpontion  of  a  phrafe,  when  the  prcfent  reading  is 
(kiHciently  latelligible*    Tlicfe  IcArned  triflers  are  mere 

weeders 
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^weedei't  of  an  author)  they  colle£l  the  weeds  for  their 

own  ufe,  and  permit  others  to  gather  the  herbs  and 

flowers  I  it  would  lie  of  more  advantage  to  mankind^ 

Mrhen  once  an  author  is  faithfully  puhJifhedi  to  turn  our 

thoughts  from  the  words  to  the  fentiments,  and  make 

them  more  eafy  and  intelligible.     A  (kill  in  verbal 

criticifin  is  in  reality  but  a  (kill  in  gueiling,  and  confe- 

quently  he  i«  the  beft  <ritic  who  gue/Tes  beft  t  a  mighty 

attainment  1  And  yet  with  ;what  pomp  is  a  trivial  altera* 

tion  uftiered  into  the  worM  I   Such  writers  are  like  Ca« 

ligula,   who  raifed  a  mighty  army,  and  alarmed  the 

whole  worldi  and  then  led  it  to  gather  cockle-flieiis. 

In  (hort,  the  queftion  is  not  what  the  author  might  have 

faid,  but  what  he  has  a6lually  faid )  it  is  not  whether  a 

different  word  will  agree  with  the  fenfe,  and  turn  of  the 

.period,  but  whether  it  was^ifed  by  tlie  author;  if  itwas^ 

it  has  a  good  title  ftill  to  maintain  its  .poft,  and  the  au« 

thority  of  the  manufcript  ought  to  be  followed  rather 

than  the  fancy  of  the  editor  s   for  can  a  modern  be  ^ 

better  judge  of  the  language  of  the  pureftof  the  anticnis, 

than  thofe  antients  who  wrote  it  in  the  greateft  purity  ? 

Dr  if  he  could,  was  "ever  any  author  fo  happy,  as  always 

to  choofe  the  moft  proper  word  ?  Experience  (liews  the 

impoilibility.     Befides,  of  what  ufe  is  verbal  criticifin 

when  once  we  have  a  faithful  edition  ?   It  cmbanailes 

the  reader  inftead  of  giving  new  light,  and  hinders  his 

proficiency  by  engrofling  his  time,  and  calling  ufF  the 

attention  from  the  author  to  the  editor  s  it  encreafcs  the 

expence  of  books,  and  makes  us  pay  an  high  price  for 

triflcSj  and  often  for  abfurdities.    I  will  only  add^  with- 
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Sir  Henry  Savillcy  that  various  le6lions  are  now  grown 
fo  voluminous,  that  we  begin  to  value  the  iirft  editions 
of  books  as  moft  corre£l»  becaufe  If  aft  corre^ed. 
There  are  other  critics  who  thijik  themfelves  obliged 

to  fiw  no  impeifeftions  in  their  author  t  from 
Critics         ^^^  moment  they  undertake  his  caui«,  they 

look  upon  him,  as  a  lover  upon  his  miflreis, 
he  has  no  faults,  or  his  very  faults  improve  into  beau- 
ties :  this,  indeed,  is  a  well-natured  error,  but  iliJl 
blanieable,  becaufe  it  mifguides  the  judgment.  Such 
critics  a6l  no  lefs  erroneoufly,  than  a  judge  who  fliould 
rcfolve  to  acquit  a  perfon,  whether  innocent  or  gfuiJty, 
who  comes  before  him  upon  his  trial.  It  is  fre<2uent 
for  the  partial  critic  to  praife  the  work  as  he  likes  the 
author ;  he  admires  a  book  as  an  antiquary  a  medal, 
folely  from  the  impreflion  of  the  name,  and  not  from 
the  intrinfiC  value  j  the  copper  of  a  favourite  writer  fliall 
be  more  efteemed  than  the  fineft  gold  of  a  lefs  acceptable 
author:  for  this  reafon  many  perfons  have  chofen  to 
publifh  their  works  without  a  name,  and  by  this  me- 
thod, like  Apelles,  who  ftood  unfeen  behind  his  bwn 
Venus,  have  received  a  praife,  which  perhaps  might 
have  been  denied  if  the  author  had  been  viiible. 

But  there  are  other  critics  who  a£l  a  contrary  part, 

and  condemn  all  as  criminals  whom  they  try : 

Of  envious  they  dwell  only  on  the  faults  of  an  author, 

ana  mau-  ^^^  endeavour  to  raife  a  reputation  by  dil- 

C10US  crt"  , 

tics*  praifing  every  thing  that  other  men  praife ; 

they  have  an  antipathy  to  a  ftiining  chara^er, 

like  fome  animals,  that  hate  the  fun  only  becaufe  of  its 

bright- 
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Isrigfatners :  it  is  a  crime  with  them  to  excel ;  they  are  a 
kind  of  Tartars  in  learning,  who  feeing  a  perfon  of 
diftinguifhed  qualifications,  immediately  endeavour  t0 
kill  him,  in  hopes  to  attain  juft  fo  much  merit  as  they 
deftroy  in  their  adverfary.  I  never  look  into  one  of 
tbefe  critics  but  he  puts  me  in  mind  of  a  giant  in  ro- 
mance :  the  glory  of  the  giant  conlifts  in  the  number 
of  the  limbs  of  men  whom  he  has  deftroyed  ;  that  of 
the  critic  in  viewing 

"  —  Disje^li  membra  Poetae.**  Hor. 

If  ever  he  accidentally  deviates  into  praifc,  he  does  ic 
that  his  enfuing  blame  may  fall  with  the  greater  weight) 
he  adorns  an  author  with  a  few  flowers,  as  the  antientt 
thofe  vi6lims  which  they  were  ready  to  facriiice:  he 
ftudies  criticifm  as  if  it  extended  only  to  difpraife ;  a 
pra£lice,  which,  when  mod  fuccefsful,  is  leafl  deiirable. 
A  painter  might  juftly  be  thought  to  have  a  perverfe 
imagination,  who  (hould  delight  only  to  draw  the  de- 
formities and  diftortions  of  human  nature,  which,  when 
executed  by  the  moft  mafterly  hand,  flrike  the  beholder 
with  moft  horror.  It  is  ufual  with  envious  critics  to 
attack  the  writings  of  others,  becaufe  they  are  good  ) 
they  conflantly  prey  upon  the  faireft  fruits,  and  hope  to 
fpread  their  own  works  by  uniting  them  to  thofe  of 
their  adverfary.  But  this  is  like  Mezentius  in  Virgil, 
to  join  a  dead  carcafs  to  a  living  body ;  and  the  only 
cifeft  of  it,  to  fill  every  well-natured  mind  with  detefta- 
tion  :  their  malice  becomes  impotent,  and,  contrary,  to 
their  dtfign,  they  give  a  teftiraony  of  their  enemy'* 
5  merit, 
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merky  and  /hew  him  to  be  an  hero  by  turning  aJl  their 
weapons  againft  him  :  fuch  critics  are  like  dead  coals, 
they  may  blacken,  but  cannot  bum.  Thefe  writers 
bring  to  my  memory  a  palTage  in  the  Iliad,  where  all 
the  inferior  powers,  the  Plebs  Superum,  or  rabble  of 
the  iky,  are  fancied  to  unite  their  endeavours  to  pull 
Jupiter  down  to  the  earth  t  but  by  the  attempt  they 
only  betray  their  own  inability  5  Jupiter  is  ftill  Jupiter, 
and  by  their  unavailing  efforts  they  manifeft  his  Aipe- 
riority. 

Modefty  is  eifential  to  true  critic ifm  t   no  man  has  a 
title  to  be  a  didVator  in  knowledge,  and  the  fenfe  of  our 
•own  infirmities  ought  to  teach  us  to  treat  others  ^with 
humanity.     The  envious  critic  ought  to  confider,  that 
if  the  authors  be  dead  whom  he  cenfures,  it  is  inhu- 
manity to  trample  upon  their  afhes  with  infolence  j  that 
it  is  cruelty  to  fummoh,  implead,  and  condemn  them 
with  rigour  and  animofity,  when  they  are  not  in  a  capa- 
city to  anfwer  hisunjufl  allegations  :  If  the  authors  be 
alive,    the  common  laws  of  fociety  oblige  us  not  to 
commit  any  outrage  againft  another's  reputation  j  we 
ought  modedly  to  convince,  not  injuriouHy  infult  5  and 
contend  for  truth,   not  victory:    and  yet  the  envious 
critic  is  like  the  tyrants  of  old,  who  thought  it  not 
enough  to  conquer,  unlefs  their  enen)ie8  were  made  a 
public  fpt6laclc,    and   dragged   in   triumph   at    their 
chariot-wheels :    but  what   is  fuch  a  triumph  but   a 
barbarous  infult  over  the  calamities  of  their  fellow- 
creatures  ?  The  noife  of  a  day,   purchafed  with  the 
Ukikry  of  nations  ?  However,  I  would  not  be  thought 
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to  be  pleading  for  an  exemption  from  cnticifm ;  I 
would  only  have  it  circumrcribed  within  the  rules  of 
candour  and  humanity  :  writers  may  be  told  of  their 
errors,  provided  it  be  with  the  decency  and  tendemefs 
of  a  friend,  not  the  malice  and  paflion  of  an  enemy  5 
boys  may  be  whipped  into  fenfe,  but  men  are  to  be 
guided  with  reafon. 

If  we  grant  the  malicious  critic  all  that  he  claims, 

and  allow  him  to  have  proved  his  adverfary*s  dulneft, 

and  his  own  acutenefs,  yet,  as  long  as  there  is  virtue  in 

the  world,  modeft  dulnefs  will  be  preferable  to  learned 

arrogance  :  Dulnefs  may  be  a  misfortune,  but  arrogance 

)s  a  crime ;   and  where  is  the  mighty  advantage,  if, 

while  he  drfcovers  more  learning,  he  is  found  to  have 

]er$  virtue  than  his  adverrai7  ?   And  though  he  be  a 

better  critic,  yet  proves  himfclf  to  be  a  worfe  man  ? 

Befides,  no  one  is  to  be  envied  the  fkill  in  finding  fuch 

faults  as  others  are  Co  dull  as  to  miftake  for  beauties* 

What  advantage  is  fuch  a  quickCghtednefs  even  to  the 

poflcflbrs  of  it  ?   It  makes  them  difficult  to  be  pleafed^ 

and  gives  them  pain,  while  others  receive  a  pleafure  t 

they  refcmble   the  fecohd-fightcd  people  in  Scotland,, 

who  arc  fabled  to  fee  more  than  other  perfons  5  but  all 

the  benefit  they  reap  from  this  privilege,  is  to  difcover 

obje6ls  of  horror,  ghofts,  and  apparitions. 

But  it  is  time  to  end,  though  I  have  too  much  reafon 
to  enlarge  the  argument  for  candour  in  criticifm, 
through  a  confcioufnefs  of  my  own  deficiency  :  I  have 
in  reality  been  pleading  my  own  caufe,  that  if  I  appear- 
too  guilty  to  obtain  a  pardon,  I  may  find  fo  much 
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merc^  from  my  judges,  as  to  be  condemned  to  Mht 
without  inhumanity :  But  whatever  be  the  fate  of  thefe 
works,  they  have  proved  of  ufe  to  me,  and  been  an 
agreeable  amufement  in  a  conftant  folitude.  Providence 
has  been  pleafed  to  lead  me  out  of  the  great  roads  of 
life,  into  a  private  path ;  where,  though  we  have  leiitire 
to  chufe  the  fmootheft  way,  yet  we  are  all  fure  to  meet 
many  obftacles  in  the  journey :  I  have  found  poetry  an 
innocent  companion^  and  fupport  from  the  fatigues  of 
it  J  how  long,  or  how  fhort,  the  future  ftages  of  it  are 
to  be,  as  it  is  uncertain,  fo  it  is  a  folly  to  be  over-foli- 
citous  about  it ;  he  that  lives  the  longed,  has  but  the 
fmall  privilege  of  creeping  more  leifurely  than  others  to 
his  grave  $  what  we  call  living,  is  in  reality  but  a 
longer  time  of  dying  :  and  if  thefe  verfes  prove  ai 
fiiort-lived  as  their  author,  it  is  a  lofs  not  worth  re^ 
gretting  s^  They  only  die,  as  they  were  bom,  in  ob- 
fcurity^ 


Poem* 


OEM 

B    Y 

Dr*    BROOME. 


HABBAKKUK,   Chap.  m.  Paraphrafed* 
An  Ode,  written  in  1710,  as  an  Exercife. 


w. 


HEN  in  a  glof lotis  terrible  arrays 
From  Paran's  towering  height  th*  Almighty  took  h!$ 
Borne  on  a  cherub's  wings  he  rode,  C^^yi 

Intolerable  day  proclaimed  the  God  $ 
No  earthly  cloud 
Could  his  effulgent  brightnefs  fliroud : 
Glory,  and  majefty,  and  power, 
March'd  in  a  dreadful  pomp  before  ; 
Behind,  a  grim  ai^d  meagre  train, 
Pining'  ficknefs,  frantic  pain, 
Stalked' widely  on !  with  all  the  difma!  band, 
Which  heaven  in  anger  fends  to  fcourge  a  guilty  ]aiid» 

With  terror  cloatVd,  he  downward  flew, 
And  wither'^d  half  the  nations  with  a  view ; 
Through  half  the  nations  of  th'  aftonifliM  earth 

He  fcattefd  war,  and  plagues,  and  dearth ! 

Anl 
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And  >«hen  he-fpoke, 
The  everlafting  Kills  from' their  foundations  fhook  j 
The  trembling  mountains,  by  a  lowly  nodj 

With  reverence  ftruck,  confcfs'd  the  God  s 
On  Sion's  holy  hill  he  took  his  ftand, 
Grafping  omnipotence  in  bis  right  hand  f 

Then  mighty  earthquakes  rockM  the  gproundy. 
And  the  fun  darken'd  as  he  frown'd  ; 
He  dealt  affiidlion  from  his  van, 
*   And  wild  confufion  from  his  rear ; 
They  through  the  tents  of  Cuflian  ran» 
The  tents  of  Cuflian  quak'd  with  fear. 
And  Midian  trembled  with  defpair. 
•  I  fee  !   his  fword  wave  naked  in  the  air  j 
It  (beds  around  a  baleful  ray, 
The  rains  pour  down,  the  lightnings  play^ 
And  on  their  wings  vindifltve  thunders  bear. 

When-  through  the  mighty  floods 

He  led  the  murmuring  croud. 
What  aird  the  rivers  that  they  backward  fled  ? 

Why  was  the  mighty  flood  afraid  ? 
March'd  he  againft  the  rivers  ?  or  was  he. 

Thou  mighty  flood  !  difpieas*d  at  thee  ^ 


Variation. 

•  I  fee  his  fword  wave  with  redoubled  ire. 
Ah  !  has  it  fet  the  very  clouds  on  fire  ? 
1  he  clouds  burft  down  in  deluges  of  fhowers  ; 
Fierce  lightning  flames,  vindt£Uv«  thunder  roars. 
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f  The  flood  beheld  from  far, 
The  deity  in  all  his  equipage  of  war  j 
And  \o !  at  once  it  biirfts  !   in  diverfe  falls 
On  either  hand  !   it  fwells  in  cryftal  walls  ! 
Th*  eternal  rocks  difclofe  !  the  tofling  waves 
Ru(h  in  loud  thunder  from  a  thoufand  caves  ! 
Why  tremble  ye,  O  !  faithlefs,  to  behold 

The  opening  deeps  their  gulphs  unfold  ? 
Enter  the  dreadful  chafms  *  'tis  God,  who  guides 
Your  wondrous  way !  the  God  who  rules  the  tidies  t 
And  )o  !  they  march  amid  the  deafening  roar 
Of  tumbling  feas  f   they  mount  the  adverfe  fnore ! 
Advance,  ye  chofen  tribes  !— Arabia's  fands 

Lonely,  uncomfortable  lands ! 
Void  of  fountain,  void  of  rain, 

Oppofe  their  burning  coafts  in  vain  ! 
See  I  the  great  prophet  (land, 

Waving  his  wonder-working  wand  ? 

He  ftrikes  the  ftubbom  rock,  and  lo"^! 
The  ihibbom  rock  feels  the  Almighty  blow  j 
His  ftony  entrails  burft^  and  nifhihg  torrents  flow. 

•  Then  did  the  fun  his  fiery  courfers  ftay. 
And  backward  held  the  falling  day; 

Variation. 

•  Ah,  what  new  fcenes  unfold,  what  voice  I  hear  i 
Sun,  ftand  thou  ftillj  thou  moon,  thy  courfe  forbears 
Ah,  •  .  •  .  fun,  thy  wheels  obedient  ftay, 
Doubling  the  fplencbojrs  of  the  wondrous  day.' 

C  The 
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The  nimble- footed  minutes  ceas*d  to  mn^ 

And  urge  the  lazy  hours  on. 
Time  hung  his  unexpanded  wings^ 
And  all  the  fecret  fprings 
That  carry  on  the  year. 
Stopped  in  their  full  career : 
Then  the  aftonifh''d  moon. 
Forgot  her  going  down  ; 

And  paler  grew. 
The  difhial  fcene  to  view. 
How  through  the  trembling  Pagan  nation. 
The  Almighty  ruin  dealt,  and  ghaftly  defolation* 

But  why,  ah !  why,  O  Sion,  reigns 
Wide  wafting  havoc  o'er  thy  plains  ? 
Ah  !  me,  deftruftion  is  abroad  ! 
Vengeance  is  loofe,  and  wrath  from  God  ! 
See  !  hofts  of  fpoilers  feize  their  prey  ! 
See  !  flaughter  marks  in  blood  his  way  ! 


The  nimble-footed  minutes, ceafe  to  run. 

And  urge  the  lazy  hours  on, 
Time  hangs  nis  unexpanded  wings. 

And  all  the  fecret  fprings 

That  carry  on  the  year 

Stop  in  their  full  career  $ 

At  once  th'  aftonifli'd  moon 

Forgets  her  going  down. 

And  p&lcr  grows, 
To  view  th'  amazing  train  of  woes ; 
"While  through  the  trembling  Pagan  nation, 
Th*  Almighty  ruin  deals,  and  ghaftly  defolatioii. 

Sec' 
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See  !  how  embattled  Babylon 
Like  an  unruly  deluge  rufhes  on  1 

Lo  1  the  field  with  inillions  fwarras  f 
I  hear  their  ihouts !  their  clalbing  arms ! 
Now  the  conflifling  hofts-engage. 
With  more  than  mortal  rage  I— 
Oh  !  heaven  !  I  faint——  I  die !— - 
The  yielding  powers  of  Ifrael  fly !  ■      ■ 
Now  banner'd  hofts  furround  the  walls 
Of  Sion  !  now  flie  (inks,  (he  falls  !— - 
Ah !  Sion,  how  for  thee  I  mourn  ! 

What  pangs  for  thee  I  feel ! 
Ah  !  how  art  thou  become  the  Pagans'  fcorn. 

Lovely,  unhappy  Ifrael  ! 

A  ihivering  damp  invades  my  heart, 
A  trembling  horror  ihoots  through  every  part  5 

My  nodding  frame  can  fcarce  fuftain 

Th'  oppreflive  load  I  undergo  : 

Speechlefs  I  figh !  the  envious  woe 
Forbids  the  very  pleafure  to  complain  : 

Forbids  my  faultering  tongue  to  tell 
What  pangs  for  thee  I  feel. 

Lovely,  unhappy  Ifrael ! 

Yet  though  the  fig-tree  ihould  no  burthen  bear. 
Though  vines  delude  the  promife  of  the  year  | 
Yet  though  the  olive  Ihould  not  yielil  her  oil. 
Nor  the  parch'd  glebe  reward  the  pesfant's  toil. 
Though  the  tirM  ox  beneath  his  labours  fall, 
And  herds  in  n)iUion8  peri(h  fron;k  the  ^all  | 
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Yet  ftiall  my  grateful  firings 
For  evei*  praife  thy  name. 
For  ever  thee  proclaim, 
Thee  everiafting  God,  tlie  mighty  king  of  kings. 


To  BELINDA,  on  hcrSicknefs  and  Recovc 

Q  U  R  E  never  pain  fuch  beauty  wore, 
*^0r  look'd  fo  aoiiable  before  I 
You  giaces  give  to  a  difcafe. 
Adorn  the  pain,  and  make  it  pleafej 
Thus  burning  inccnfe  (beds  perfumes. 
Still  fragrant  as  it  ftill  confumes. 

Nor  can  even  fickncfs,  which  difarms 
All  other  nymphs,  deftroy  your  charms  j 
A  thoufand  beatities  you  can  fpare. 
And  flill  be  faireft  of  the  fair. 

But  fee !  the  pain  begins  to  fly, 
Thoagh  Venus  bled,  (lie  could  not  die  ;. 
See!  the  new  Phoenix  poijit  her  eyes» 
And  lovelier  from  her  aihes  rife  i 
Thus  rofes,  when  the  ftorm  is  o'er. 
Draw  beauties  from  th'  inclement  fhower. 

Welcome  ye  hours  »  which  thus  repay 
What  envious  ficknefs  ftole  away  ! 
Welcome  as  thofe  which  kindly  brings 
And  ufher  in  the  joyous  fpiing  j 
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That  to  the  fmlling  earth  rcftore 
The  beauteous  herb,  and  hloopiing  flower* 
And  give  her  all  the  charms  fhe  loft 
By  wintery  ftorms^  and  hoary  froft  ! 

And  yet  how  well  did  (he  fuftain. 
And  greatly  triumph  o'er  her  pain  ! 
So  HowerSf  v.'hen  blading  winds  invade^ 
Breathe  fweet,  and  beautifully  fade. 

Now  in  her  cheeks,  and  radiant  eyes. 
New  blufliesglow,  new  lightnings  rifcj 
Pchold  a  thoufand  channs  fuccecd. 
For  which  a  thoufand  hearts  muft  bleed  ! 
Brighter  from  her  difeafe  flie  (hines. 
As  fire  the  precious  gold  refines.        ^ 

Thus  when  the  filent  grave  becomes 
Pregnant  with  life,  as  fruitful  wombs  ; 
When  the  wide  feas,  and  fpacious  ^arth, 
Refign  us  to  oiir  fecond  birth  ; 
Our  moulder'd  frame  rebuilt  aflumes 
New  beauty,  and  foi'  ever  blooms  5 
And)  crown'd  with  youth's  immortal  pride, 
We  aiigcls  rile,  who  moi'tals  dy'd. 
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To  B  EL  I^N  D  A,   On  her  Apron  embroJdcrec 
with  Arms  and  Flowers. 

•  'Tp  H  E  liftening  trees  Amphion  drew 

■*•     To  dance  from  hills,  where  once  they  gjrcwi 
But  you  exprefs  a  power  more  great. 
The  flowers  you  draw  not,  but  create. 

Behold  your  own  creation  rife, 
An'd  fmile  beneath  your  radiant  eyes  ! 
'Tis  beauteous  all !  and  yet  receives 
From  you  more  graces  than  it  gives. 

But  fay,  amid  the  fofter  charms 
Of  blooming  flowers,  what  mean  thefc  anns  > 
So  round  tlie  fragrance  of  the  rofe. 
The  pointed  thorn,  to  guard  it,  grows. 

But  cruel  you,  who  thus  employ 
Both  arms  and  beauty  to  deftroy  I 
So  Venus  marclres  to  the  fray 
In  armour,  formidably  gay. 


Variation. 

•  The  lovely  Flora  paints  the  earth. 
And  calls  the  morning  flowers  to  birth  i 
But  you  difplay  a  power  more  great  j 
She  calls  forth  flowers,  but  you  cicate. 
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It  M  a  dreadful  pleafmg  fight ! 
The  flowers  attra6^»  the  arras  affright  ^ 
The  flowers  with  lively  beauty  bloom» 
The  arms  deaounce  an  inilant  doom. 

7}iut  when  the  Britons  in  array 
Their  enfigns  to  the  fun  difplay. 
In  the  fame  flag  are  lilies  fhown» 
And  angry  lions  fternly  frown  ; 
On  high  the  glittering  ftandard  flies, 
And  conquers  all  things— like  your  eyes. 

Part  of  the  XXXVIII  and  XXXIX  Chapters  of 
JOB. 
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^'^f  O  W  from  the  fplendors  of  his  bright  abode 

On  wings  of  all  the  winds  th'  Almighty  rode, 
And  the  iQud  voice  of  thunder  fpoke  the  God. 
Cherubs,  and  feraphs  from  coeleftial  bowers. 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand !   bright,  ethereal  powers ! 
Miniftrant  round,  their  radiant  files  unfold> 
ArmM  in  eternal  adamant,  and  gold  L 
Whirlwinds  and  thundrous  ftorms  his  chariot  drew 
"^Tween  worlds  and  worlds,  triumphant  as  it  flew  t 
He  flrctchM  his  dark  pavilion  o'er  the  fJoods, 
Bade  hills  fubfide,  and  reinM  th'  obedient  c]cuds> 
Then  from  his  awful  gloom  the  godhead  fpoke. 
And  at  his  voice  affrighted  nature  fhcok. 

C4^  Vaia 
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Vain  man !  who  boldly  with  dim  reafon"'s  ray 
Vies  with  his  God,  and  rivals  his  full  day! 
•  But  tell  me  now,  fay  how  this  beauteous  frame 
Of  all  things,  from  the  womb  of  nothing  came  j 
When  nature's  Lord  with  one  Almighty  call 
From  no- where  rais'd  the  world's  capacious  ball  ? 
Say  if  thy  hand  direfts  the  various  rounds 
Of  the  vaft  earth,  and  circumfcribes  the  bounds  ? 
How  oibs  opposM  to  orbs  amid  the  (ky. 
In  concert  move,  and  dance  in  harmony  ? 
What  wondrous  pillars  their  foundations  hear 
When  hung  fclf-balancM  in  the  fluid  air  ? 
Why  the  veft  tides  fomctimes  with  wanton  play 
In  fliiniiTg  mazes  gently  gll'.le  away  ; 
Anon,  why  fwelling  with  impetuous  ilores 
Tumultuous  tumbling,  thunder  to  the  (bores  ? 
By  thy  command  does  fair  Aurora  rife, 
And  gild  with  purple  beams  the  blufiiing  fkics  ; 
The  warbling  lark  falutcs  her  chcarful  ray, 
And  welcomes  with  his  fong  the  rifing  day  i 
The  rifing  day  ambrofial  dew  diftik, 
Th'  ambrofial  dew  with  balmy  odour  fills 
The  flowers,  the  flowers  rejoice,  and  nature  (imiles. 


V  A  R  I.A  T  I  o  N.      >,• 

•  But  tell  me,  mortal,  when  th'  Almighty  faid, 
Be  made,  ye  worlds  !  how  worlds  at  once  were  made; 
When  hofts  of  angels  wrapt  in  wonder  fung 
His  praife  as  order  from  diforder  fpningj 
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"Why  night,  in  faWe  rob*d,  as  day-light  fades. 
O'er  half  the  nations  draws  her  awful  (hades  ? 
Now  peaceful  nature  lies  diflFus*d  in  eafe ; 
A  folemn*  ftillnefs  reigns  o'er  land  and  feas. 
*  Sleep  flieds  o'er  all  his  balm  !  to  flecp  refignM, 
Birds,  beafts  lie  hulh'd,  and  bufy  human-kind. 
No  air  of  breath  difturbs  the  drcwzy  woods. 
No  whifpers  muhntir  from  the  fil«nt  floods  \ 
The  moon  (beds  down  a  filver-ftreaming  light. 
And  glads  the  melancholic  face  of  night : 
Now  clouds  fwift-fkimming  veil  her  fullted  ray, 
f  Now  bright  (he  blazes  with  a  fuller  day  ; 
The  (fars  in  order  twinkle  in  the  ikies, 
And  fall  in  filcnce,  and  in  filence  rift  : 
Till,  as  a  giant  ftrong,  a  bridegroom  gay, 
The  fun  fprings  dancing  through  the  gates  of  day  : 
He  fhakes  his  dewy  locks,  and  hnrls  his  beams 
O'er  the  proud  hills,  and  down  the  glowing  ftrcams  : 
His  fiery  courfers  bound  above  the  main. 
And  whirl  the  4:ar  along  the  ethereal  plain; 


Variations. 

•  No  more  the  monfters  of  the  defert  roar. 
Doubling  the  terrors  of  the  midnight  hour. 
ThefbwT,  the  fiihes,  to  repofe  refign'd. 
All,  all  lie  hufti'd,  and  buly  human-kind. 
The  fainting  muVmur  dies  upon  the  floods, 
•  And  fighing  breezes  lull  the  drowzy  woods, 

-f  Now  bright  ihc  blazes,  and  fupplies  the  day. 

*     The 
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The  fiery  couriers  and  the  car  dlfplay 

A  dream  of  glory,  and  a  ftood  of  day. 

Did  e'er  thy  eye  defcei^d  into  the  deep. 

Or  haft  thou  feen  where  infant  tempefts  deep  ? 

Was  e'er  the  grave  or  regions  of  the  night. 

Yet  trod  by  thee,  or  openM  to  thy  fight  ? 

Has  death  difclosM  to  thee  her  gloomy  ftate,  n 

The  ghaftly.  forms,  the  various  woes  that  wait  ( 

In  terrible  array  before  her  awful  gate  ?  \ 

Know' ft  thou  where  darknefs  beai's  eternal  fway. 

Or,  where  the  fource  of  everlafting  day  ? 

Say,  why,  the  driving  hail  with  miking  found 

Pours  from  on  high,  and  rattles  on  the  ground  ? 

Why  hover  fnows,  down -wavering  by  degrees. 

Shine  from  the  hills,  or  glitter  from  the  trees  ? 

Say,  why,  in  lucid  drops,  the  balmy  rain 

With  fparkling  gems  impearls  the  fpangled  plain  f 

Or,  gathering  in  the  vale,  a  current  flows. 

And  on  each  flower  a  fudden  fpring  beftows  ? 

Say,  why  with  gentle  fighs  the  evening  breeze 

Salutes  the  flowers,  or  murmurs  through  the  trees  I 

Or  why  loud  winds  in  ftorms  of  vengeance  fly^ 

Howl  o'er  the  main,  and  thunder  in  the  iky  } 

Say,  to  what  wondrous  magazines  repair 

The  viewlefs  beings,  when  ferene  the  ai^  f 

Till,  from  their  dungeons  loos'd,  they  roar  aloud. 

Upturn  whole  oceans,  and  tofs  cloud  on  cloud. 

While  waves  encountering  waves  in  mountains  drivesi 

Swell  to  the  iiarry  vault,  and  daih  tlie  heaven. 

S  Know'ft 
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Know'ft  thou,  why  comets  threaten  in  the  air,  ^ 

Heralds  of  woe,  deftru£lion,  and  defpair,  C 

The  plague,  the  fword,  and  all  the  forms  of  war  ?    ^ 

On  ruddy  wings  why  forky  lightnjng  flies. 

And  rolling  thunder  grumbles  in  the  ikies  ? 

Say,  can  thy  voice,  when  fultry  Sirius  reigns. 

And  funs  intcnfely  glowing  cleave  the  plains, 

Th'  exhauded  urns  of  thirfty  fprings  fupply. 

And  mitigate  the  fever  of  the  iky  ? 

Or,  when  the  heavens  are  charg'd  with  gloomy  clouds^ 

And  half  the  ikies  precipitate  in  floods, 

Chace  the  dark  horror  of  the  ilorm  away, 

Reftrain  the  deluge^  and  reilore  the  day  ? 

By  thee  does  fummer  deck  herfclf  with  charms. 

Or  hoary  winter  lock  his  frozen  arms$ 

Say,  if  thy  hand  inftruft  the  rofe  to  glow. 

Or  to  the  lily  give  unfuUied  fnow  ? 

Teach  fruits  to  knit  from  bloflfoms  by  degrees* 

Swell  "into  orbs,  and  load  the  bending  trees, 

Whofe  various  kinds  a  various  hue  unfold. 

With  crimfon  bluih,  or  burniih  into  gold  ? 

Say,  why  the  fun  arrays  with  ihining  dyes 

The  gaudy  bow  that  gilds  the  gloomy  ikies  ? 

He  from  his  urn  pours  forth  his  golden  ilreams. 

And  humid  clouds  imbibe  the  glittering  beams  j 

Sweetly  the  varying  colours  fade  or  rife. 

And  the  vaft  arch  embraces  half  the  ikies. 

Say,  didil  thou  give  the  mighty  feas  their  bars, 

FUl  air  with  fowl,  or  light  up  heaven  witli  flars, 

Whofe 
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Whofe  thoufand  times  ten  thoufand  lamps  di(play 
A  friendly  radiance,  mingling  Xs^y  with  ray  ? 
•Say,  canft  thou  rule  the  courfers  of  the  fun. 
Or  la/h  the  lazy  fign,  Bootes,  on  ? 
Doft  thou  inftruft  the  eagle  how  to  fly. 
To  mount  the  viewlefe  winds,  and  tower  the  iky  ? 
On  founding  pinions  borne,  he  foars,  and  fhrouds 
His  prond  afpiring  head  among  the  clouds  j 
Strong-pouncM,  and  fierce,  he  darts  upon  his  prey,  *) 
He  fails  in  triumph  through  the  ethereal  way,  t 

Bears  on  the  fun,  and  ball:s  in  open  day.  ^        \ 

Does  the  dread  King,  and  terror  of  the  wood. 
The  lion,  from  thy  hand  expeft  his  food  ? 
Stung -with  keen  hunger  from  his  den  he  comes. 
Ranges  the  plains,  and  o>r  the  foreft  roams  j 

•  He  fnuflfis  the  trade  of  hearts,  he  fiercely  roars, 
Doubling  the  horrors  of  the  midnight  hours  j 
With  iullen  majefty  he  ftalk's  away, 

And  the  rocks  tremble  while  he  feeks  his  prey  : 
Dreadful  he  grins,  he  rends  the  favagc  brood 
With  unfheath'd  paws,  and  churns  the  fpouting  blood. 
Doft  thou  with  thunder  arm  the  generous  horfc. 
Add  nervous  limbs,  or  fwiftnefs  for  the  courfe  ? 
Fleet  as  the  wind,  he  fhoots  along  the  plain, 
And  knows  no  dieck,  nor  hears  the  curbing  rein  ; 

Variation. 

*  He  mocks  the  beating  ftortns  and  wintery  (howers, 
Making  night  hideous,  as  he  fternly  roars. 

5  His 
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His  fiery  eye-balls  formidably  bright^ 
Dart  a  fierce  glory,  and  a  dreadful  light, 
PleasM  vsth  the  clank  of  arras,  and  trumpets  found, 
He  boui^xU,  and  prancing  paws  the  trembling  ground; 
He  fnufFs  the  promised  battle  from  afar, 
Ndghs  at  the  captaina,  fliouts,  and  thunder  of  the  war  i 
Rouz'd  with  the  noble  din  and  martial  fight. 
He  pants  with  tumults  of  fcvcre  delight  s 
His  fprightly  blood  an  even  courfe  difdains. 
Pours  from  his  heart,  and  charges  in  his  veins ; 
He  braves  the  fpear,  and  mocks  the  twanging  bow. 
Demands  the  frght,  and  rufhes  on  the  foe. 

MELANCHOLY:    an    ODE, 
Occafioned  by  the  Death  of  a  belored  Daughter,  17*$. 

A  D  I E  U  vain  mirth,  and  noify  joys  ! 
■**'  Ye  gay  defires,  deluding  toys  ! 
Thou,  thoughtful  Melancholy,  deign 
To  hide  me  in  thy  penfive  train  I 

If  by  the  fall  of  murmuring  floods. 
Where  awful  fhadea  embrown  the  woodSy 
Or  if  where  winds  in  caverns  gFoan, 
Thou  wandered  iilent  and  alone ; 

Come,  blifsful  mourner,  wifely  fa^. 

In  foiTow^'s  garb,  in  fable  clad. 

Henceforth,  thou  Care,  my  hours  employ  f  ' 

Sorrow,  be  thou  bcnceforih  my  joy  t 

By 


30  BROOME'S    POEMS. 

By  tombs  where  ibilen  fpirits  ftklk> 
Familiar  with  the  dead  I  walk  } 
While  to  my  (ighs  and  groans  by  tums^ 
From  graves  the  midnight  echo  mourns. 

Open  thy  marble  jaws,  O  tomb. 
Though  earth  conceal  me  in  thy  womb  f 
And  you,  ye  worms,  this  frame  confound* 
Ye  brother  reptiles  of  the  ground. 

O  life,  frail  offspring  of  a  day ! 
^Tis  puff'd  with  one  (hort  gafp  away ! 
Swift  as  the  Aiort-livM  flower  it  flies, 
It  fprings,  it  blooms,  it  fades,  it  dies* 

With  cries  we  ufher  in  our  birth. 
With  groans  reiign  our  tranfient  breath  : 
While  round,  flern  minifters  of  fate, 
Pain,  and  difeafe,  and  forrow  wait. 

While  childhood  reigns,  the  fportive  boy 
^  Learns  only  prettily  to  toy  5 
And  while  he  roves  from  play  to  play. 
The  wanton  trifles  life  away. 

When  to  the  noon  of  life  we  rife^ 
The  man  grows  elegant  in  vice ; 
To  glorious  guilt  in  courts  he  climbs. 
Vilely  judicious  in  his  crimes. 

When  youth  and  (Irength  in  age  are  loft, 
Man  feems  already  half  a  ghoil  $ 
Withered,  and  wan,  to  earth  he  bows, 
A  walking  hofpital  of  woes* 


\ 
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0 1   happinefs,  thou  empty  name ! 
Say,  art  thou  bought  by  gold  or  fame  ? 
What  art  thou,  gold,  but  (hining  earth  ? 
Thou  common,  fame,  but  commen  breath  f 

If  virtue  contradi6l  the  voice 
Of  public  fame,  applaufe  is  noife  $ 
Ev'n  victors  are  by  conqueft  curft. 
The  braveft  warrior  is  the  worit. 

Look  round  on  all  that  man  below 
Idly  calls  great,  and  all  is  (how ! 
All,  to  the  coffin  from  our  birth. 
In  this  vaft  toy-(hop  of  the  earth. 

Come  then,  O  friend  of  virtuous  wot. 
With  folemn  pace,  demure,  and  flow  t 
Lo !  fad  and  A^rious,  I  purfue 
Thy  fteps — adieu,  vain  world,  adieu! 
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DAPHNIS     AND    LYCIDAS. 

A  PASTORAL. 

They  fmg  the  different  Succefs  and  Abfence  a^ 
their  Loves. 

To  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lord  Vifcocnt 
T  o  w  N  s  H  E  N  D,  of  Rainham  in  Norfolk. 

—  "  Sylvae  funt  Confule  dignae/*  Virg. 

D  A  P  H  N  I  s. 

TT  O  W  calm  the  evening  1   fee  the  falling  day 

•*•  -■■   Gilds  every  mountain  with  a  ruddy  ray  I 

In  gentle  fighs  the  foftly  whifpering  breeze 

Salutes  the  flowers,  and  waves  the  trembling  trees ; 

Hark  !  the  night-warbler,  from  yon  vocal  boughs. 

Glads  every  valley  with  melodious  woes ! 

Swift  through  the  air  her  rounds  the  fwallow  takesy 

Or  fportive  fkims  the  level  of  the  lakes. 

The  timorous  deer,  fwift- darting  as  they  graze. 

Bound  off  in  crouds,  then  turn  again,  and  gaze. 

See  !  how  yon  fwans,  with  fnowy  pride  elate, 

Arch  their  high  necks,  and  fail  along  in  ftate  \ 

Thy  frifking  flocks  fafe-wandering  crop  the  plain. 

And  the  glad  feafon  claims  a  gladfome  ftrain. 

Begin     '        Ye  echoes  11  (ten  to  tlie  fong. 

And,  with  its  fweetnefs  pleas'd,  each  note  prolong  t 

L  Y  C  1  D  AS. 
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L  Y  C  I  D  A  S. 

Jlng,  Mufc— and  O  !  may  Townfhend  deign  to  view 
^hat  the  Miife  fmgs,  to  Townfhend  thfs  is  due  1 
W^ho,  csrrying  with  him  nil  the  world  admires. 
From  all  the  world  iHuf^nondy  retires; 
And  calnrily  wandering  in  his  Rainham  rovet 
By  lake,  or  fpring,  by  thicket,  lawji,  or  groves  r 
Where  verdant  hills,  or  vales,  wliere  fountains  ftray. 
Charm  every  tliought  of  idle  pomp  away; 
Uncnvy'd  views  the  fplendid  toils  of  ilate. 
In  private  happy,  as  in  public  great. 

Thus  godlike  Scipio,  on  whofe  cares  reclin*d 
The  burthen  and  rcpofe  of  half  mankind, 
Left  to  the  vain  their  pomp,  and  calmly  ftrayM, 
The  world  forgot,  beneath  the  laurel  (hade  | 
Nor  longer  would  be  great,  but^  void  of  ftrife^ 
Closed  in  foft  peace  his  eve  of  glorious  life. 

Feed  round,  my  goats  5  ye  Iheep,  in  fafety  graze  j 
Ye  winds^  breathe  gently  while  I  tune  my  lays. 

The  joyous  fpring  draws  nigh  !  amhroHal  (howerf 
Unbind  the  earth,  the  earth  unbinds  the  flowers^ 
The  flowers  blow  fweet,  the  daffodils  unfold 
The  fpreading  glories  of  their  blooming  gold, 

D  A  P  K  N  I  S. 

As  the  gay  hours  advance,  the  blofibms  (hoot» 
The  knitting  blofToms  harden  into  fruit. 
And  as  the  autumn  by  degrees  enfuesj 
The  mellowing  fruits  difplay  their  ftresky  hues* 

D  t  Y  C  Z  D  A  S, 
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L  Y  C  X  D  A  S« 

When  the  winds  whiftlc,  and  the  tempeft  roars. 
When  foaming  billows  lafh  the  founding  ihorca^ 
The  bloomy  beauties  of  the  paftures  die» 
And  in  gay  heaps  of  fragrant  ruin  lie. 

D  A  p  M  N  I  s. 

Severe  the  ftorms  I  when  fhudderi^ig  winter  binda 
The  earth!  but  winter  yields  to  vernal  winds. 
O !  Love,  thy  rigour  my  whole  life  deforms,  ; 

More  cold  than  winter,  more  fevere  than  (lorma  ! 

L  Y  c  I  0  AS. 
Sweet  >s  the  fpring,  and  gay  the  fummer  hourly 
When  bat«ny  odours  breathe  from  painted  flowcftf 
But  neither  fweet  the  fpring,  nor  fummer  gay^ 
When  /he  I  love,  my  charmer,  is  away. 

D  A  p  ir  N  I  8. 
To  favage  rocks,  through  bleak  inclement  ikia. 
Deaf  as  thofc  rocks,  from  me  my  fair*one  lliea  i  I 

0  !  virgin,  ceafe  to  fly  I  th*  inclement  Air 

May  hurt  thy  charms  1— but  thou  haA  chanas  t« 
fpare! 

L  YC  I  D  AS. 

1  love,  and  ever  fhall  my  love  remain, 
The  faircft,  kindeft  virgin  of  the  plain  i*^ 
Willi  e-qxial  paflion  her  joft  bofom  glowsi 

Fetls  the  fweet  pains,  and  (halts  the  heavenly  woet. 

D  A  P  U  N  1  S. 
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•  D  A  P  H  N  I  S. 

With  a  feignM  pafllon,  (he  I  love,  beguiles. 
Ami  gnyly  faire  tine  dear  JMTembler  finiles  $ 
But  let  hm*  (Ull  thoft  bled  deceits  employ, 
Still  may  (ke leigiH  suid cheatmeinto  joy  1 

L  Y  C  I  D  A  8. 

On  yonder  bank'  the  yielding  nymph  rcclInM, 
<>odt !   how  trnnfporttd  I»  aod  ihe  how  kind  ! 
There  rife,  ye  flowers,  and  there  your  pride  difplay, 
There  fljcd  your  odours  where  the  fair-one  lay  t 

D  A  P  H  N  It* 

Once,  ki  my  fatr-one  in  the  rofy  bower 

In  gentle  (lumbers  pa fs'd  the  noon-tic^  hour, 

Soft  I  approached,  and  rapturM  with  the  blift 

At  UHure  gar'd,  theif  ftole  a  fileht  kifs  ; 

She  wakM  ;  when  eonfcious  fmiles,  but  ill  repreftt 

Spoke  no  difdain  !— Waa  ever  fwrain  fo  bled  ? 

L  Y  c  I  D  A  6. 

With  fragrant  applies  from  th«  bending  bough 
In  fportiuy  oh^rmel'  gav«  her  iWain  a  blow  i 
The  fair  otfendcr,  of  my  wirath  afraid, 
Flc((,  tili  I  ieiiM  and  kift'd  the  blooming  maid  t 
She  fmil'd,  and  vow'd  if  tkus  her  crimes  I  pay. 
She  would  offend  a  thoufand  times  a  day  ! 

D  A  p  H  N  X  s. 
O'er  the  deep  mountain,  and  the  pathlefs  roeadf 
Ki'om  »y  embrace  the  lovely  fcorner  fled ; 

Da  But 


I 
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But  tumbling  in  the  fllghti  by  chance  ih«  f«ll| 
t  faw-'but  what— her  lover  will  not  toll  I 

L  Y  C  t  D  A  fe« 

From  me,  my  fa)r-otii  fledf  diflembllftg  pt^y§ 
And  In  the  dirk  coticealM  the  wnnton  lay  | 
But  laugh'di  and  (hewM  by  the  dircAing  found 
She  only  hid|  in  fecrct  to  be  found* 

D  A  f  n  H  1  9. 

Far  hence  to  happier  climes  Bellndi  ftrayt^ 
But  in  my  breaft  her  lovely  image  ftayi  i 
0 1  to  theft  plalne  agalni  bright  nymphi  rtjMlri 
Or  from  my  breaft  far  hence  thy  image  btnr  1 

*^     L  Y  c  t  n  A  «• 
Come»  Delia»  comt»  till  Delia  blefs  thcA  feata* 
Hide  me,  ye  grovesi  within  your  dark  retreate  t 
In  hollow  groanii  ye  windii  around  me  blowl 
Ve  bubbling  fountain»i  murmur  to  my  wm  I 

D  A  1*  M  H  t  a< 
Where'er  Belinda  rovee,  ye  Zephyn»  play  t 
Where'er  (lie  treadi»  ye  flowerii  adorn  the  way  t 
From  i\iltry  (bnsi  ye  grovei,  my  charmer  keep  1 
Ye  bubbling  fountains,  murmur  to  her  flecp  I 

L  Y  c  1  n  A  8« 
tf  ftreams  Anooth -wandering,  Delia,  yield  delight, 
If  tilt  \rny  ro(V,  or  lily,  pleaie  thy  fight  | 
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Stnooth  (Ireaini  hire  WflniUrf  here  the  roffi  glow. 
Here  the  proud  Uliet  r\ik  to  Hiflde  thy  brow  ! 

D  A  P  M  N  1  ». 

Aid  mOf  ye  Murcii  while  I  loud  proclnltn 
Whiat  Jove  in()iirei|  end  Ting  Belinda*!  tiftmc  i 
Wnft  jfi  yr  breeieei  to  the  hilli  iiroundi 
Anil  /)>ort|  ye  echoM»  with  the  fatourite  foundt 

L  Y  c  I  D  A  s« 

Thy  Dflme,  my  Deltii  /hall  improve  my  fbng» 
The  pleefing  labour  of  my  ravifhM  tongtie  i 
Her  name  to  heaven  propitioui  2Scphyr»  hcntf 
And  breathe  It  to  her  kindred  angels  there ! 

D  A  r  H  N  1  •« 

B%it  Ae  1  the  night  di/))layi  her  ftarry  train^ 
Koft  filver  dewe  impearl  the  glittering  plain  | 
An  awful  horror  filli  the  gloomy  wuodi, 
Ain\  bluifti  mlfti  rife  from  the  fmoaking  floodi  | 
•  llnde,  Ditphniii  haAe  to  fold  thy  woolly  carri 
1  he  deepening  fliadei  Imbrown  th*  unwholelume  air. 

V  A  ft  t  A  T  t  0  N. 

*  Haftei  tyddai,  to  fold  ftc« 
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The    First    0I>E    op    HORACE,. 

Translated. 

T^yT-ffiCEN  A  S,  whofe  high  lincnge  ^rings^' 
■^^-^  From  a  Jt>ng  race  of^aBcientfcingtt 
PatroTij  and  ftiend  !  thy  honoiirM  name 
At  once  i&  my  defence,  and  fame*. 

There  are^  who  with  fond  tranfpert  p^tie 
The  chariot  thundering  in  the  race  j 
Where  conqueft  won,  and.palms  beibw^d^. 
Lift  the  proud  mortal  to  a-God. 

The  man,  who  courts  the  people's  voice» 
And  doats  on  oiHces  and  noife  ; 
Or  they,  who  till  the  peaceful  fields, 
And  reap  what  bounteous  nature  yieJd§, 
Unmov'd,  the  merchant*S  weJilth  behold,. 
Noi'  hazard  happinefs  for  gold  ; 
Untempted  by  whole  worlds  of  gain 
To  ftem  the  billowa  of  the  marn. 

The  merchant,,  when  the  J^orm  invades,. 
Envies  the  quiet  of  the  Aiades  j 
But  foon  relaunches  from  the  Aiorc, 
Dreading  the  crime  of  being  poor  f 

Some  carelefs  wafte  the  mirthful  diif 
'^enerous  wines,  and  wanton  play,-, 
t  of  the  genial  hour, 
;,  or  rill,  or  (hade,  or  bower. 

9o«e 
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Some  hear  with  joy  the  clanging  jar 
Of  trurapctii  that  aJarm  to  war» 
>Vhile  matrons  tremble  at  the  breath 
'^Miat  calU  their  font  to  armi  and  cfeath. 

The  fportfrnany  trainM  in  ftormi,  defiei 
nrhe  chilling  bjaft,  and  freeaing  (kiaa  t 
Unmimtful  of  hia  bride,  in  vain 
Soft  beauty  pleada  I  along  the  plain 
'X'he  ftag  he  chaceti  or  begoilei 
The  furioui  boar  into  hia  toili. 

For  •  you  the  blooming  ivy  growi. 
Proud  to  adorn  your  learned  browi  ( 
Patron  of  Ictteri  you  arife. 
Crow  to  a  God,  and  mount  the  (kiei. 

Humbly  in  breezy  (hadei  I  ftray 
Where  Sylvani  dance,  and  8atyri  play  \ 
Contented  to  advance  my  claim, 
Only  o*er  men  without  a  name  { 
Tranfcribing  what  the  Mufes  fwg 
llannonioui  to  the  pipe  or  fit  ing. 

But  if  indulgently  you  deign 
To  rink  me  with  the  Lyric  train, 
Alufc  the  towering  Mufe  /hall  ri(e 
On  bolder  wingi,  and  gain  the  Ikiea. 

*  Te  Doflarum  Hedeiv,  ftct 

D  4  An 
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An  EpiftletomyFricndMr.ELijAH  Fen  to  x,  i 
Author  of  Mariamne^  a  Tragedy,    1726. 

"ITITHY  art  thou  flow  toftvikc  th'  harmoniotisihfl!, 
^  ^     Averfe  to  fing,  who  lciu>w*ft  tp  fing  fo  well  f 
If  thy  proud  Mufe  the  tragic  bulkin  wear«> 
Great  Sophocles  scvive»  and  re-appears  s 
While  regularly  bold,,  fhe  nobly  fings 
Strains,  worthy  to  detain  the  ears  of  kings  f 
If  by  thy  hand  th'  •  Homeric  lyre  be  ftrung. 
The  lyre  return*  fnch  founds  as  Homer  fung^^t 
The  kind  compiilfion  of  a  friend  abey^ 
And  though  reiufclant,  fwcH  the  lofty  layj 
Then  liftening  groves  once  more  (hall  catch  the  found". 
While  Grecian  Mufes  (ing  on-Britifli  ground. 

Thus  calnr  and  filent  thy  own  f  PjK>tens  roves 
Through  pearly  mazes,  antV  through  coral  proves  ^ 
But  when,  emerging  f«'om  the  azure  ntain, 
Coercive  bands  th'  nnwilling  God  conflraini 
Thin  heaves  his  bofym  with  prophetic  fires. 
And  his  tongue  fpeaks  fublime,  what  heaven  inrpiMt. 

Envy,  'tis  true,  vrith  barbarous  rage,  invades 
What  ev'n  fierce  lightning  flares,  tlie  laurel  (had»s  ^ 


•  Mr.  Fcnton  tranflated  fonr  books  of  the  OdynVy. 
t  See  the  Ikiry  of  Pfo»«u$,  OdyflVy,  lib.  4.  tranllat- 
•d  by  Mr.  Ftnron. 

a  And 
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And  critics,  bias'd  by  miftaken  rulet, 

Like  TlirkiH)  xealots,  reverence  none  but  fooli* 

But  praile  from  fuch  injurious  tongues  is  /haine> 

They  rail  the  happy  author  into  fame  y 

Thus  Phoebus  throngh  the  zodiac  takes  his  way^ 

And  rifes  amid  monfters  into  day  1 

Oh  rilcncrs  of  mankind  f  when  writing  well 

Becomes  a  crime,  and  danger  to  excel ! 

While  noble  fcorn,  my  friend,  fuch  infults  fees, 

And  flies  from  towns  to- wilds,  from  men  to  trees^ 

Fcee  from  the  luft  of  wealth,,  and  glittering  fnaresr 
That  make  th*  unhappy  dcat  in  love  withtcarcsi 
Me  humble  joys  in  calm  retirement  pleafe, 
A  filent  happinefs,  and  learned  eale. 
Deny  me  grandeur,  heaven,  but  goodnefs  grajsfr! 
A  king  is  lefs  illuftrious  than  a  faint » 
Hail,  h«ly  virtue  T  come,,  thou  heavenly  gueft, 
Come,  fix  thy  pleafmg  empire  in  my  breaft  ! 
*  Thou  know'ft  herinflnence,  friend !  thy  chearAiI'mers 
Proclaims  the  innocence  and  peace  withhrj 
Such  joys  as  none  but  font  of  virtue  know, 
Shine  in  thy  face,  and*  in  thy  bofom  glow. 

So  when  the  holy  mount  the  prophet  trod, 
And  tallt*d  familial*  as  a  Friend  with  God ; 


VAK.IATieN« 

*  Thou  feerft  her  power,  my  fnendj  &;c« 

Celcftia^ 
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Celeftial  radiance  every  feature  ihed, 

And  ambient  glorier  dawn*d  around  his  head. 

Sure  what  tV  unthinking  Great  miftaken  call 
Their  happinefs,  is  folly,  foUy  all ! 
Like  lofty  mountains  in  the  clouds  they  hide 
Their  haughty  heads,  but  fwcll  with  barren  pride ^ 
And  whiie  low  vales  in  uleful  beauty  lie. 
Heave  their  proud  naked  fummits  to  the  fky  t 
In  honour^  as  in  place,  ye  great,  tranfcend  !  1 

An  angel  fal'n,  degenerates  to  a  fiend  ;  i 

Th*  all-chearing  fun  is  honourM  with  his  flirines,     | 
Not,  that  he  moves  aloft,  but  that  he  fhines  :  I 

"Why  flames  the  ftar  on  Walpole's  generous  breafl  ?  ) 
Not  that  he  *s  higheft,  but  becaufe  he  ^s  beft,  >| 

Fond  to  oblige,  in  bleiRng  others,  bleft.  J I 

How  wondrous  few,  by  avarice  uncontrord^ 
Have  virtue  to  fubdue  the  thirft  of  gold  I 
,  The  ihining  diit  the  fordid  wretch  enfnares 
To  buy,  with  mighty  trea Cures,  mighty  cares  t 
Blindly  he  courts,  mifguided  by  the  will, 
A  fpecious  good,  and  meets  a  real  ill ; 
So  when  Ulyfles  ploughed  the  furgy  main  5 
"When  now  in  view  appearM  his  native  reign. 
His  wayward  mates  tir^olian  bag  unbind. 
Expelling  trcafures,  but  out  ruHiM  a  wind; 
The  fudden  hurricane  in  thunder  roars. 
Buffets  the  bark,  and  whirls  it  from  the  (hores. 

O  heaven  !  by  what  vain  pafHons  n>an  is  fwayM, 
Proud  of  his  reafon,  by  his  will  betrayed ! 

Blindly 
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Slindly  he  wanders  in  purfuit  of  vice, 
^nd  hates  confinrmenty  though  in  paradife  | 
T>oonv''d,  when  enlarg'*d,  inftead  of  Eden's  bowers, 
^Tk>  rove  in  wilds,  and  gather  thorns  for  flowers} 
Between  tfa'  extremes^  cKreS  he  fees  the  way. 
Yet  wilful  fwerves,  perverfely  fond  to  ftray  ! 

Vi^hilft  niggard-fouls- indulge  their  craving  thirft, 
IJich  .without  bounty,  with  abundance  curft  j 
The  Rrodigal  pujrfues  expenfive  vice, 
J^nd  buys  diftionour  at  a  naighty  price  5 
On  beds  of  ftate  the  fplendid  glutton  deeps, 
AVhrtftftarving  merit  unregarded  weeps  : 
His  ill^placM  bounty,  while  fcorn'd  virtue  grieves^ 
A  dog,  a  fawning  fycaphant,  receives  5 
And  cringing  knaves,  or  haughty- ftrumpejs,  fhare 
What  would  make  forrow  fmile,.and  chear  defpair. 

Then  would'ft  thou  freer  where  fortune  fpreads  tJB^ 
iails  f 
Go,  flatter  vice !  for  feldom  flattery  fails  : 
Soft  through  the  ear  the  pleaHng  bane  diftills  : 
Delicious  poifun  !  in  perfumes  it  kills  I 
Be  all,,  but  virtuous  s  O  !  unwife  to  live 
Unfaftiionably  good,  and  hope  to  thrive  !  " 
Trees  that  aloft  with  proudeft  honours  rife, 
Root  bell -ward,  and  thence  flourifh  to  the  (kles.'- 

O  happier  thou,  my  friend,  with  eafe  content,  • 
Bleft  with  the  confcieace  of <a  life  well  ipent  I 
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Falfe  thing  I  thy  malfce  I  defy  I 
Beaux  vow  I  'm  fair— who  never  lye  | 
More  brittle  far  than  brittle  thou, 
Would  every  grace  of  woman  grow. 
If  charms  fo  great  fo  foon  decay, 
The  bright  pofleffion  of  a  day ! 
;£ut  this  I  know,  and  this  dec1are» 
That  thotx  art  falfe,  and  I  am  fair. 

The  glafs  was  vex'd  to  be  bely'djr 
JVnd  thut  with  angry  topereply'd  i 

No  more  to  me  of  falfehood  talk, 
Sut  les^vc  your  oatmeal  and  your  chalk ! 
^Tis  true,  you  Ve  mcagi'e,.pale,  and  waa^ 
The  reafon  is,  you  Ve  Tick  for  man.— 

*  While  yet  it  fpoke,  Ophelia  frown'd. 
And  da^M  th'  offender  to  the  ground ;  • 
With  fury  from  her  arm  it  flcd^ 
And  round  a  glittering  ruin  fpread  ; 
When  lo  !  the  parts  pale  looks  difclofe. 
Pale  looks  in  every  fragment  rofc  i 
Around  the  room  infteaci  of  one. 
An  hundred  pale  Ophelia^s  Hione ; 
Away  the  frighted  virgin  flew, 
And  humbled,  from  herfelf  withdrew. 

The    MORAL. 
Ye  beaux,  who  tempt  the  fair  and  young, 
With  fnuff,  and  nonfenfc,  dance,  and  foiig  j 
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"e  men  of  compHment  and  lace  1 

ehold  thit  image  in  the  glafei 

!^he  wondrous  force  of  flattery  proy^« 

^o  cheat  fond  virgtni  into  love  i  . 

Though  pale  the  cheek,  yet  fwear  it  gbwt 

Vith  the  vermilion  of  the  roib  i 

^aife  them— for  praife  it  alwaye  true. 

Though  with  both  eyes  the  cheat  they  view| 

^'oni  hateful  trathe  the  virgin  flies  | 

iut  the  falfe  fex  is  caught  with  lyes. 

^  Poem  on  the  Seat  of  War  in  Flandbui, 

chiefly  with  relation  to  the  Sieges  : 

With  the  Praife  of  Pcac?  and  Retirement* 

Written  in   1710, 

(<  SecelTus  mei  non  defidtis  noraen»  fed  tranquillitatif 
« accipiant.**  Plxn. 

TTAFjPYa  thou  Flandria,  on  who(e  fertile  plains, 
■*•  •*  In  wanton  pride  luxurious  plenty  reigns  j 
Happy  I  had  heaven  beftowM  one  blcHing  more. 
And  placM  thse  diftant  from  the  Gallic  power ! 
But  now  in  vain  thy  lawns  attra£l  the  view, 
They  but  invite  the  vi^or  to  fubiUic  1 
War,  horrid  war,  the  fyivan  fcene  invades, 
And  angry  trumpets  pierce  the  woodland  /hades  | 
Here  ihattcrM  towersi  \uo\m\  works  of  many  an  age^ 
Lie  dreadful  monuments  of  human  rage  ^ 

a  There 
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There  palaces  and  hallowM  domes  di^lay 
Majcftic  ruinsy  awful  in  decay  I 
Thy  very  duft»  tkoogh  undiftinguiihM  trod*  ] 

ComposM,  perhapSt  foine  hero»  great  and  good,       ? 
Who  nobly  for  his  country  loft  hU  blood  !  j 

Ev'n  with  the  grave,  the  haughty  fpoilers  war. 
And  death^s  dark  manfions -wide  difclofe  to  air: 
O'er  kings  and  faints  infulting  Aa]k>  nor  dread 
To  fpurn  the  a(hes  of  the  gknrioas  dead* 

See  1  the  Britannic  lions  wave  in  airl 
See  !  mighty  Marlbrough  breathing  death  and  war ! 
From  Albion's  ihores,  at  Anna's  high  commands* 
The  dauntlefs  hero  pours  his  martial  bands : 
As  when  in  wrath  ftern  Mars  the  thunderer  fends 
To  fcourge  his  foes?  in  pomp  the  God  defcends. 
He  mounts  his  iron  car :  with  fui-y  bums  i 
The  car  fierce-rattling  thunders  as  it  tnms* 
Ofoomy  he  grafps  his  adamantine  ihield, 
And  fcatters  armies  o'er  th*  enfanguin'd  £e]d  t 
Wjth  delegated  wrath  thus  Marlborough  glows. 
In  yengeance  rufhing  on  his  country*s  foes. 
See !  round  the  hoftlle  towers  embattled  ftands 
His  bannef  d  hoft»  embodied  bands  by  bands  ! 
Hark  !  the  fhrill  trumpet  fends  a  mortal  found* 
And  prancing  horfes  (hake  the  folid  ground  j 
The  furly  drums  beat  terrible  afar, 
"With  nil  the  dreadful  mufic  of  the  war  | 
From  the  drawn  fwords  effulgent  flames  ari/e, 
Flafli  o*er  the  plains,  and  lighten  to  the  ikies  | 

The 


On  tub  Seat  of  WAR  in  FLANDERS.    49 
Xhe  heavens  above,  ^hc  field? .and  floods  beneath,   . 
Olare  formidably  bright,  and  ihinc  with  death  j  ^     ^ 
In  fiery,  ^orjns  defcends  a  murderous  ihowQr,  « 

Thick  fiaib  the  lightnings,  fierce  the  thunders  liOar.^ 
As  whea  in  wrathful  mood  Almighty  Jove  ,  .  ^. 
Aims  his  d^c  bolts  red-hiflii>gjfi;om  above.j;. ,.  :,,,  ;^ 
Through  the  fing'd  ak,  ..\vith  PfK^fifted.fwajr^;..  [  f 
The  fbrky,  vengeance  jr^xids  its  j|ajning  way.j^  . 

And  while  the  firmament  with  thunder  roars, ' 
From  their  foundations  IftiVli  i»ip€i*ial  towers  | 
So  rnih  th6  globes  with  many^  fiery  round,  ^ 

Tcsrr  up  the  rock,  or  rfcnd'th(f  ^dfaft'  mound :   ' 
Death  fhakes  aloft  her  dart,  aiHl  Ver  her  pr^y 
Stalks  with  dire  jpy,  ami  m^rk^  in  blood  her.wajrj 
Moufit9^.f(S  of  heroes  flain  dpform  the  ground^         7 
The  fhape  of  roan  half  buryM  in  the  wound  j 
And  lo  I  wl^ile  in  the  fhock  of  war  they  clofe^  „  ..  t 
While  fwofids  meet  fwords,  aftd'fo,es  ,encoun.ter  foes^ 
Th/B  treacherous  earth  beneath  their  footfteps  cleaves. 
Her  entrails  tremble,  and  her  bqfom  heaves  | 
Sudden  in  burfts  of  fixe  erupti6n>  rife,       -     .  ^       , 
And  whirl  tKe  torn  battalions  to' the  fkies. 

Thus  earthquakes,  rumbling  \yit^  a  thundering  found, 
Shake  the  firm  world,  and  rend  the  cleaving  ground  5 
Rockk,  hills,  and  groves,  are  toft  into  the  fky,        .    , 
And  in  one  mighty  ruin  nations  die. 

See !  through  th^  encumbered  air  the  ponderous  bomb 
Bears  magazines  of  death  within  its  wo^b, 

E  The 
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ThV  glowing  orb  <]i!*rtlays  a  Maiing'traiAv 
And  dhrts  brigfi't  boriot"  through  th'  ethereal  pkm; 
*  It  mounts  tcm'pcftiious,  and  with  hideoat  (bond 
t'^hei&ls  down  Ae  heavens,  and  thunders  ©"^thegrot 
Th'  impriTon'd  deaths  rufti  dVeadful  ma  blaze, 
And  moW  a  thoufanid 'lives,  a  thoufancf  "ways  ; 
t  Earth  floats  witl?WAd(!,  whr!e  fynzdih^  fhahcs  v: 
From  pllkces,  ailil'Womes;'  atiVl  kindle  half  the  (kies. 

Thu»  ternbl^y  in  9»rr  ^«.i;OQMtft  rolI» 
And  (hoot  RkaligAai|t. gleams  from  pole  tapole, 
*Twef  n  worlds  and  3fioj^)ds  they  move,  andfirom  theirt 
Shake  the  blu^  pla^i^^r  the  peftUence,  ^n4  war. 

•But  who  is  he,  whoKtirn  beftrides  thitf  plnhi. 
Who  drives  triumphirht  o'er  huge  hilfs  of'M^f 
Serene,' while. cnginK^i'rom  the  hoftiie  toiw^ 
Rain  from  their  bra^eA'mouths  an  iron  (faA6wret*? 
While  turbid  fiery  frtioke  obfcures  the  ^jK,'* 
*fews  through  the^ferhfiil  breach  his  dHfierate  war" 
Sure  Jove  defccndlng  joins  the  martial  toiV, 
Or  is  it  Marlbbrou|ft, '  or  the  great  Argyle^ 
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•  Ev'n  the  ftern  fouls  of  heroes  feel  dtfmay  j 
Proud  temples  nod,  afpiring  towers  give  way. 
Dreadful  it  mounts,  tempettuous  in  its  flight. 
It  fuiks,  it  falls,  earth  groans  beneath  its  weight- 
Th'  ImprifonM  deaths  rufh  out  in  fmoke  and  fire, 
The  mighty  bleed,  heaps  crufli'd  on  heaps  expire. 

f  The  barriers  buril,  wide-fpreading  flames  arife. 

Thu> 
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Thus  when  tlie  Grecians,  furious  to  deftroy, 
.everd  the  ftru^urcs  of  imperial  Troy  5 
lere  angry  Neptuile  hurl'd  his  vengeful  maccj 
There  Jove  o'erturn'id  it  from  its  inmoft  bafe  5 
Priough  brave,  yet  vanqulfn'd,  fhe  confefs'd  the  odds^ 
-ler  fons  were  heroes,  but  they  fought  with  God«4 

Ah!  what  new  horrors  rife ?  in  deep  array 

The  fquadrons  form  J  aloft  tlic  ftandards  play  \ 

The  captains  draw  the  fword  !-  on  every  brow- 

OeterminM  valour  lours  I  the  trumpets  blow ! 

>ee  !   the  brave  Briton  delves  the  cavem'd  grounj 

rhrpugh  the  hard  entraHs  of  the  ftubborfi  moulid  V 

A.nd,  undtfmay'd  by  death,  the  foe  invades 

Through  dreadful  horrors  of  infernal  (hades! 

In  vain  thcwalTs  broad  bafe  deep-rooted  lies. 

In  vain  an  hundred  turrets  threat  the  fkies  I 

I 

Lo  !  while  at  eafe  the  bands  immurM  repofe^ 

Nor  carelefs  dream  of  fubterranean  foes, 

Like  the  Cadmxan  hoft,  embattled  fwarms 

Start  from  the  earth,  and  claih  their  founding  arms» 

And,  pouring  war  and  (laughter  from  beneath, 

Wrap  tower&,  walls,  men,  in  fire,  in  blood,  in  death* 

So  fome  fam'd  torrent  dfves  withm  the  cave* 
Of  opening  earth,  ingulph'd  vAxh  all  hist  waves  | 
High  o'er  the  latent  ftream  the  (hepherd  feed* 
His  wandering  flock,  and  tunes  the  fprightly  reed  1 
Till  from  fome  rifted  chafm  the  billows  rife, 
And  foaming  burft  tumultuous  to  the  (kies  j 

E  %  That 
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Then  roaring  dreadful  o^er  the  deluged  plain. 
Sweep  herds  and  hinds  in  thmndcr  to  the  main. 

Bear  me,  ye  friendly  powers,  to  gentler  fcenes. 
To  fhady  bowers,  and  never-fading  greens  J 
Where  the  flirill  trumpet  never  founds  alarms. 
Nor  martial  din  is  heard,  nor  cUHi  of  arms ; 
>HaiI  ye  (oft  feats !  ye  limpid  fprings  and  floods  ! 
Ye  flowery  meads,  ye  vales,  and  woods  I 
Ye  limpwl  floods,  that  ever  murmuring  flow  \ 
Ye  verdaut  meads,  where  flowers  eternal  blow ! 
Ye  fiady  vaJes,  whtre  zephyrs  ever  play  ! 
Yq  )¥ood<i  where  little  warblers  tune  their  lay  I 

Here  grant  me,  heaven,  to  end  my  peaceful  days. 
And  fteal  myfelf  from  life  by  flow  decays  ; 
Draw  health  from  food  the  temperate  garden  yields. 
From  fruit,  or  herb,  the  bounty  of  the  fields  j 
Nor  let  die  loaded  table  groan  beneath 
lain  animals,  the  horrid  feafl  of  death  : 
STith  age  unknown  to  pain  or  forrow  bleft, 
7d  the  dark  grave  retiring  as  to  rfeft  5 
While  gently  with  one  figh  this  mortal  frame 
jfitTotving  turns  to  afhes  whence  it  came. 
While  my  freed  foul  departs  without  a  groan, 
Anc^  joyful,  wings  her  flight  to  worlds  unknown. 

Ye  gloomy  grots  \  ye  awful  folemn  cells, 
W*h*ere*holy  thoughtful  Contemplation  dwells. 
Guard  nie  from  fplendid  cares  and  tirefome  ftate. 
That  ponipous  rrifery  of  being  great  ? 
'Happy  !  if  by  the  wife  and  karn'd  belov'd  j 
But  bappieil  above  all  if  felf-approv*d! 

Con- 
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Content  with  cafe,  ambitious  to  defpife 

Illuftrious  vanity,  znd  glorious  vice ! 

Come  thou  chafte  maid,  here  ever  let  me  dray. 

While  the  calm  hours  ileal  unperceivM  away  j 

Here  court  the  Mufes,  while  the  fun  on  high 

Flames  in  the  vault  of  heaven,  and  fires  the  (ky ; 

Or  while  the  ttight*8  dark  wings  this  globe  furround. 

And  the  pale  moon  begins  her  folemn  round ; 

Bid  my  free  foul  to  ftarry  orbs  repair, 

Thofe  radiant  worlds  that  float  in  ambient  air. 

And  with  a  regular  confuiion  ftray 

Oblique,  dire6l,  along  th*  aerial  way  t 

Or  when  Aurora,  from  her  golden  bowers. 

Exhales  the  fragrance  of  the  balmy  flowers, 

Reclin*d  in  filence  on  a  mofly  bed, 

Confult  the  learned  volumes  of  the  dead  t 

FalPn  realms  and  empires  in  defcription  view. 

Live  o^er  paft  times,  and  build  whole  worlds  anew. 

Or  from  the  burfting  tombs  in  fancy  raift 

The  fons  of  fame,  who  liv'd  in  ancient  days  t 

And  lo !  with  haughty  ftaik  the  warrior  treads  !  * 

Stern  legiflators  frowning  lift  their  heads  ! 

I  fee  proud  vigors  in  triumphal  cai-s, 

Chiefs,  kings,  and  heroes,  feamM  with  glorious  fears  1 

Or  liften  till  the  rapturM  foul  takes  wings, 

While  Plato  reafons,  or  v/hilc  Homer  fings. 

Charm  me,  ye  facred  leaves  •,  with  loftier  themes. 
With  opening  heavens,  and  angels  robeM  in  flames : 

The  Holy  Scriptures, 

E  3  Ye 
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Ye  reftlefs  pailions,  while  I  read,  Ve  aw'd  : 

Hail  ye  myfterious  oracles  of  God  ! 

Here  I  behold  how  infant  time  began. 

How  the  duft  movM  and  quickea'd  into  man  ; 

Here  through  the  floweiy  wa^ks  of  Eden  rove. 

Court  the  foft  breeze,  or  range  tlie  fpicy  grove  j. 

There  tread  on  hallowM  ground  where  aogeli'tiod. 

And  reverend  patriarchs  talkM  as  i'liendsurithKlod; 

Or  hear  the  voice  to  flu/ftfeettttg^pnipliets  gineo,-  -     • 

Or  gaze  on  viftons  from  the  throne  of  heaVta^  -< 

But  nobler  yet,  far  nobkr  fceoes  advance  ! 
Why  leap  the  mouafains  ?  why  the  forefts  dance  ? 
Why  flaijies  glory  from  the  golden  ipheres  ? 
Rejoice,  O  earth,  a. God,  a  God  appears  !     . 
A  God,  a  God,  defcending  angels  ling. 
And  i^ighty  Seraphs  fliout.  Behold  your  King ! 
IJail  .virgin-born  I  lift,  lift  ye  blind  your  eyes  ! 
Sing  O  !  yc  dumb  !  and  O !  ye  dead  arife ! 
Tremble  ye  gates  of  hell  I  in  noblcft  drains 
Tell  it  aloud,  ye  heavens  !  the  Saviour  reigns  ! 

Thus  lonely,  thoughtful,  may  I  run  the  race 
.  Of  tranfient  life.  In  no  unufeful  eafe  I 
Enjoy  each  hour,  nor,  as  it  fleets  away. 
Think  life  too  ihort,  and  yet  too  long  the  day  ) 
Of  right  obfervant,  while  the  foul  attends 
Each  duty,  and  makes  heaven  and  angels  friends. 
And  thou,  fair  peace,  from  the  wild  floods  of  war 
Come  dove-like,  and  thy  blooming  olive  bear  $ 

Tell 
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Tell  me,  ye  vi^ors>  what  ftrange  charms  ye  find 
In  conqueft,  that  dcflru6lion  of  mankind  1 
Uttenvy^dVAa^  3^o«r  laurels  «ver  grow,    « 
Thai  never- fldui-ifli  bar  in  human  v»o(c, 
Jf  nevcp«airth  tiie  wrcarii  timmphal  bears,  . 
Till  ilffnch'd  ift  her9e^  bloody.  J^  orphans  u>aa« 

Let  Ganges  from  a:fat  t6  ihroglitcr  trJiin 
His  fable  warriois  on  tl^'  embattled  plain  j 
Let  Volga's  fons  in  iron  fquadrons  rife, 
•  And  pduriti  millions  from  herTrozen  fkie'^';' 
Thou,  gentle  Thames,  flow  thpvi.in  p§acefuji|<-?a«|^s. 
Bid  tl^y  bold  fons  reftrain  their  martial  fiajrie$  'j\  * 
In  thy  own  laurePs  (hade  great  Marlborough-  ftayjj 
There  charm  tlie  thoughts  of  conquered  worlds  *viray; 
Guardiajp  of  England  !  born  to  fcourge  hei*foes,, , 
Speak*  and  thy  word  gives  half  the  woiddjrepQfe  p 
Sink  down,  ye  hill«,  eternal  rocks  fubfidej  . 
Vanifti  ye  forts,  tliou  ocean  drain  thy  tide. 3 
We  fafety  boaft,  defended  by  thy  fame,  , ; 

And  armies— in  the  terror  of  thy  name  ! 
Now  fix  o'er  Anna's  throne  thy  viftor  blade^  ... 
War  be  thou  chain'd  !  ye  dreams  of  blood  be  ftay^d  I 
Though  wild  ambition  her  Juft  vengeance  feels. 
She  wars  to  fave,  and  where  (he  ftrikes,  ihe  heals*. 

,  .  .So  iPallas  with  her  javelin  fmote  the  ground. 
And  peaceful  olives  flouriih'd  from  the  wound. 


To 
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To  the  Right  Honourable  Charles  lA>rd 
CoBNWALLis,  Baron  of  Eye,  Warden, 
Chief  Juftice,  and  Juftice  in  Ey^c  of  ail  His 
Majefty's  For^s,  Chafes,  Parks  and  Warrens 
on  the  South  Side  of  Trent. 


-cTapoy  TO/    TKTO  yii^UfJLi 


M»n/^et- •  Odyffcy,  Lib.  15. 

i^Thou  whofe  virtues  fthftify  thy  ftatc, 
^-^  O  great,  without  tlie  vices  of  the  great ! 
Form*d  by  a  dignity  of  mind  to  pleafe, 
To  think,  to  a£l  with  elegance  and  cafe  !•  ' 
Say,  wilt  thou  liften  while  I  tune  the  ftring. 
And  finrgto  thee,  who  gav*ll  me  cafe  to  /ing  f 
Unikiird  in  verfe,  I  haunt  the  filent  grove. 
Yet  lowJy  fhcpherds  fing  to  mighty  Jove  j  '  ' 

And  mighty  Jove  attends  the  fliepherds  vows. 
And  gracious  what  his  fuppliants  afk  beftows  x 
So  by  thy  f?ivour  may  the  Mufe  be  crown'd. 
And  plant  her  laurels  in  more  fruitful  ground  ; 
The  grateful  Mufe  fhall  in  return  beftow 
Her  ipreading  laurels  to  adorn  thy  brow. 

Addition. 

*  Firm  to  thy  king,  and  to  thy  country  brave } 
Loyal,  yet  free  %  a  fubje£l,  not  a  (lave  | 
8ay,  &c. 

Thus 
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•   Thus,  guarded  hf  the  tree  of  Jove,  a  floticr 
Shoott  from  the  earth,  nor  feart  tfa*  iarlrmfiit  flioitr  | 
And,  when  the  fury  of  the  ftonn  it  laid,  ^t\ 

Repays  with  fweets  the  hofpitahle  (hade. 

Severe  their  lot,  who  when  they  long  endure 
The  wounds  of  fortune,  late  receive  a  cure ! 
Like  fliips  in  ftonns  o*er  liquid  mountains  toll^ 
Ere  they  are  fav'd  muft  almoft  firft  be  loft ; 
But  you  with  fpeed  forbid  diftrefs  to  grieve  s 
He  gives  by  halves  *,  who  heiiutes  to  give. 

Thus  when  an  angel  views  mankind  diftreft^ 
He  feels  compaflion  pleading  in  his  breaft  $ 
Inftant  the  heavenly  guardian  cleaves  the  flues. 
And,  pleasM  to  fave,  on  wings  of  lightning  flies,  f 


Additiov. 

f  Few  know  to  a(k,  or  decently  receive  $ 
And  fewer  ftill  with  dignity  to  give  t 
If  earnM  by  flattery,  gifu  of  higheft  price 
Are  not  a  bounty,  but  the  pay  of  vice. 
Sortie  wildly  laviih,  yet  no  friend  obtain  ; 
Nor  are  they  generous,  but  abfurd  and  vain. 
Some  give  with  Airlv  pride  and  boifterous  hands. 
At  Jove  pours  rain  in  thunder  o^r  the  lands. 
When  merit  pleads,  you  meet  it  and  embrace. 
And  give  the  favour  hi  (Ire  by  the  ^race } 
So  Phoebus  to  his  warmth  a  glory  joins, 
Bleiling  the  world,  and  while  he  blefles  fliines. 

*  The  Lord  Comwallig,  in  a  moft  obliging  man- 
ner, recommended  the  author  to  the  re^ory  of 
IHilham. 

Some 
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Soriftc  th€  vain  pro»ifee  of  cotjrti  betray. 
And  gayly  ^^ying,  tbey  are  pleasM  to  ftray  | 
The  flattering  noth'^tig  ftill  <lehid««  their  eyey. 
Seems  ever  near,  y«t  ever  diftant  flics  i 
As  perXpe£lives  prefent  tber  ob)e^  nigb> 
Though  far  removed  from  the  miftaking  eye  j 
AgaiiA  our  reafon  fondly  we  belie ve, 
AHlft  the  frauds  and  teach  it  to  deceive  $ 
As  the  faint  traveller,  when  night  invades. 
Sees  a  falfe  light  relieve  the  an:>bient  Hiades, 
Pleas'd  he  beholds  the  bright  delufion  play. 
But  the  falfe  guide  fhines  only  to  betray : 
Swift  he  purfues,  yet  ftill  the  path  miftakes, 
O'er  dangerous  mar/hes,  or  through  thorny  brakes  j 
Yet  obftinate  in  wrong  he  toils  to  ftray, 
"With  matiy  a  weary  ftride,  o'er  many  a  painful  ^wy. 
So  man  purfues  the  phantom  of  his  brain, 
And  buys  his  djfappointment  with  his  pain  i  • 
At  length  when  years  invidioufly  deftroy 
The  power  to  tafte  the  long-expe£^ed  joy, 
Then  fortune  envious  flieds  her  golden  (howers. 
Malignly  fmiles,  and  curfes  him  with  ilores* 

Thus  o'er  the  urns  of  fiends  departed  weep 
The  mouiTiful  kindred,  and  foad  vigils  keep  $ 
Anibrofial  ointnnents  o'er  their  aflies  ihed. 
And  fcatter  ufelefs  rofes  on  the  dead  i 
And  when  no  more  avail  the  world's  dJightSy 
TKe  fpicy  odours,  and  the^foleinn  rites  5 

The 
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"With  fruitlefs  pomp  thejrdeck  th^  feofeleis  tcijnb9> 
And  wade  profufely  floods  of  vain  pexfuntes. 


Th  e     R.O  S  E-B  U  D: 
To  the   Rigiit.  Honourable  the  Lady  }  ^Ht 

WHARtOt«r; 

OUEEN  irf"  fragitmce,  iovely  Rofr» 
The  beauties  of  thy  leaves  difdoie ! 
The  winter 's  paft,  the  tempefts  fty,    . 
Soft  gales  breathe  gently  through  the  Hcyi 
"  The  lark  fwect  warbling  on  thb  wing 
Salutes  the  gay  return  of  fpring  : 
The  filver  dews,  the  vernal  Ihowers, 
Call  forth  a  bloomy  wafte  of  flowers  ; 
The  joyous  flelds,  the  fliady  woods, 
Are  cIoathM  with  green,  or  fwell  width  bud$  j 
Then  hafle  thy  beauties  to  difclofc. 
Queen  of  fragrance,  lovely  Rofe  ! 

ThoU;  beauteous  flower,  a  welcome  gueft» 
Shalt  flourifh  on  the  fair-one^s  breaft, 
Shalt  grace  her  hand,  or  deck  her  hair. 
The  flower  moft  fweet,  the  nymph  moiV  fair  ( 
Breathe  foft,  ye  winds  !  be  cali^^  ye  (kjes  ! 
Arife  ye  flowery  i-^ce,  arife  I 

And 
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s.  And  haftc  thy  "beauties  to  difclofe. 
Queen  of  fragrance,  lovely  Rofe ! 

But  thou,  fair  nyroph,  thyfelf  furvey 
In  this  fweet  offspring  of  a  day  | 
That  miracle  of  face  muft  fail. 
Thy  charms  are  fwcet,  but  charms  ai-e  frail  i 
Swift  as  the  fliort-lhrM  flower  they  fly. 
At  morn  they  bloom,  at  evening  die  : 
Though  ficknefs  yet  a  while  forbears, 
Yet  time  deftroys  what  ficknefs  fpares  j 
Now  Helen  lives  alone  in  fame. 
And  Cleopatra 's  but  a  name  5 
Time  muft  indent  that  heavenly  brow, 
And  thou  muft  be,  what  they  are  now. 

This  moral  to  the  fair  difclofe, 
Q^een  of  fragrance,  lovely  Rofe. 

BELINDA    at  the  B  A  T  H. 

TTHTHILE  in  thefe  fountains  bright  Belinda  laves, 

^^     She  adds  new  virtues  to  the  healing  waves  j 
Thus  ip  Bcthefda's  pool  an  angel  flood. 
Bad  the  foft  waters  heal,  and  bleft  the  flood  { 
But  from  her  eye  fuch  bright  deftruftion  flies. 
In  vain  they  flow  !  for  her,  the  lover  dies. 

No  more  let  Tagus  boa(t,  whofe  beds  unfold 
,A  fliining  trcafurc  of  all-conqucring  gold  I 

No 
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No  more  the  *  Po !  whofe  wandring  waters  ftray 
In  maiy  errors,  through  the  ftarry  way  i 
Henceforth  thefe  fprings  fuperior  honours  (hare, 
There  Venus  laves,  but  my  Belinda  here. 

THE        COY. 

An        O    D    E. 

LOVE  is  a  noble  rich  repaft^     
But  feldom  (honid  the  lover  tafte  | 
"When  the  kind  fair  no  more  retrains. 
The  glutton  furfeitSy  and  difdains. 

To  move  the  nymph,  he  tears  beftows. 
He  vainly  fighsj  he  felfely  vows  5  * 

The  tears  deceive,  the  vows  betray. 
He  conquers,  and  contemns  the  prey. 

Thus  Ammon*s  fon  with  fierce  delight 
Smird  at  the  terrors  of  the  fight  5 
The  thoughts  of  conqueft  charm'd  his  eyes. 
He  conquer'd,  and  he  wept  the  prize. 

Love,  like  a  profpeft,  with  delight 
Sweetly  deceives  the  diftant  fight. 
Where  the  tirM  travellers  fdrvey, 
O'er  hanging  rpcks,  a  dangerous  way. 


Ye 


•  it Erldanjim  cemes  in  parte  locatum 

cceli."*  TuU.  in  Arateia. 

<«  Gurgite  fiderco  fubterluit  Oriona."   Claud. 
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Charms,  fuch  as  hers;  inimitably  great,    • 
He  ooty  can  exprefs^  that  can  create. 
Could'd  thou  extract  the  whitenefs  cf  thefnow, 
'  Or  of  its  coiaarr  rob  the  iieavenly  bow,  -  . 
Y«fr-would  her  beauty  triumph  o'er  thy  ikill. 
Lovely  in  thee,  herfelf  more  lovely  ftill !. 

'     Thus  in  the  limpid  fountain  we  'defcry 
The  faint  reftmblance  of  the  glittering  fky  j 
Another  fun  diiplays  bis  leilenM  beams, ' . 
Another  heaven  adori^s  th*  enlightned  ^ams  j 
But  though  the  fcene  be  fair,  yet  high  aboim^ 
Th'  exalted  Ikies  in  nobler  beauueStmov^s- : 
There  the  true  heaven's  eternal  Ua>f*  dAfplay^. 
A  deluge  of  inimitable  day,.  '.;<;.., 

To  Mr.  P  0  P  fe,   on  his  Works;  ^726, 

LET  vulgar  fouls  triumphararches  raife, 
And  fpeaking  mafbletb  retdfd  thefirpraifc ;    * 
Or  carve  with  fruitlefs  toil,  to  fame  unknown. 
The  mimic  feature  on  the  breathing  ftoiie'j 
Mere  mortals,  fubjeft  to  death's  *fota!  fwa/,* 
Keptiles  of  earth,  and  beings  of  a  4ay  ! 
'Tis  thine,  on  every  heart  to  grave  thy  praife, 
A  monument  which  worth  alone  can  raife  j 
Sure  to  furvive,  when  time  fhall  whelm  in  duft,  ^ 
The  arch,  the  marble,  and  the  mimic  buft  j 
Nor  till  the  volumes  of  th'  expanded  iky 
Blaze  in  one  flame,  fhalt  Thou  and  Homer  i^ie  ; 

$  When 
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Whtn  fink  together  In  the  world's  laft  fires 
What  heaven  created,  and  what  heaven  infpires. 

If  aught  on  earth,  when  once  thi«  breath  is  fled^ 
AVith  human  ti'anfport  touch  the  mighty  dead  | 
Sbakefpeare  rejoice  !  hts  hand  thy  page  refines^ 
Now  every  fcene  with  native  brightnefe  fhines^ 
Juft  to  *tby  fame,  he  gives  thy  genuine  thought. 
So  Tully  publiihM  what  Lucretius  wrote  ; 
Prun'd  by  his  care,  thy  laurels  loftier  grow. 
And  bloom  afreih  on  thy  immortal  brow^ 

Thus  when  thy  draughts,  O  Raphael,  time  invades. 
And  the  bold  figure  from  tbe  canvas  fades  j 
A  rival  hand  recalls  fromievery  part 
Some  latent  grace,  and  equals  art  with  artj 
Tranfported  we  fui-vey  the  dubious  ftrife. 

While  the  fair  image  ftarts  again  to  life. 
t 
How  long  untun'd  had  Hcmer's  facred  lyre 
Jarr^l  grating  difcord,  all  extin^l  his  fire  ? 
This  you  belield  j  and,  taught  by  heaven  to  fing, 
Caird  the  loud  mufic  from  the  founding  ilringj   - 
Now  wakM  from  {lumbers  of  three  thoufand  years^ 
Once  more  Achilles  in  dread  pomp  appears. 
Towers  o'er  the  field  of  death  5  as  fierce  he  turns. 
Keen  fiafh  his  arms,  and  all  \he  hero  burns  j 
His  plume  nods  horrible,  his  helm  on  high 
With  cheeks  of  iron  glares  againft  tbe  Iky  j 
With  martial  ftalk,  and  more  than  mortal  might, 
Ue  Arides  along,  he  meets  the  Gods  in  fiight  ^    . 

F  ^  Then 
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Then  tbe  pale  Titans,  chained  on  burning  fiores. 
Start  at  the  din  that  rends  th'  infernal  (horesj 
Tremble  the  towers  of  heaven  5  earth  rocks  her  coafls> 
And  gloomy  Pluto  Oiakes  with  all  his.ghofts. 
To  every  theme  refponds  thy  various  lay, 
Here  pours  a  toiTent,  there  maeanders  play  $ 
Sonorous  as  the  ftorm  thy  numbers  rife, 
Tofs  the  wild  waves,  and  thunder  in  the  Ikies ;  . 
Or  fofter  than  a  yielding  virgin's  figh, 
The  gentle  breezes  breathe  away,  and  die. 
How  twangs  the  bow,  when  with  a  jarring  fpring 
The  whizzing  arrows  vanish  from  the  ftring  ! 
When  giants  drain  fome  rock's  vaft  weight  to  fliove. 
The  flow  verfe  heaves,  and  the  clogg'd  words  fcarcemove; 
But  when  from  high  it  rolls,  with  many  a  bound. 
Jumping  it  thundering  whirls,  and  rufhes  to  the  ground : 
Swift  flows  the  verfe  when  winged  lightnings  fly. 
Dart  from  the  dazzled  view,  and  flafli  along  the  flcy  s 
Thus,  like  the  radiant  God  who  flieds  the  day. 
The  vale  you  paint,  or  gild  the  azure  way ; 
And,  while  with  every  theme  the  verfe  complies. 
Sink,  without  groveling;  without  raflinefs,  r(($. 

Proceed,  great  bard,  awake  th'  harmonious  firings 
Be  ours  all  Homer,  ftill  Ulyfles  fing  ! 
Ev'n  I,  the  meaneft  of  the  Mufes  train, 
InflamM  by  thee,  attempt  a  nobler  ftrain  ; 
Adventurous  waken  the  *  Maeonian  lyre, 
Tun'd  by  your  hand,  and  flng  as  you  infpire  % 

*  The  author  tianflated  eight  books  of  the  Ody fley. 
7  So 
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So  arm'd  by  gi-eat  Achilles  for  the  fight, 
Patroclus  conquered  m  Acbalits*  might ; 
Like  theirs  our  frieDdihip  1  and  I  boafl  my  name 
To  thine  united,  for  thy  friend^ip*s  fame. 

How  long  Ulyfles,  by  unikilful  hands 
Stript  of  his  robes,  a  beggar  trod  our  lands. 
Such  as  he  wanderM  o'er  his  native  coaft. 
Shrunk  by  the  *  wand,  and  all  the  hero  loft  ; 
O^r  his  fmooth  (kin  a  bark  of  wrinkles  fpread. 
Old  age  difgracM  the  honours  of  his  head  ; 
Nor  longer  in  his  heavy  eye-bail  fliin'd 
The  glance  divine  forth-beaming  from  the  mind  s 
But  you,  like  Pallas,  eirery  limb  infold 
With  royal  robes,  and  bid  him  Ihtne  in  gold  j 
Touch'd  by  your  hand,  his  manly  frame  improve* 
With  air  divine,  and  like  a  Ged  he  moves. 

This  labour  paft,  of  heavenly  fub|e5ls  fmg. 
While  hovering  angels  liften  on  the  wing  i 
To  hear  from  earth  fuch  heart- felt  raptures  rife. 
As,  when  they  {mg,  fufpended  hold  the  ikies : 
Or,  nobly  rifing  in  fair  virtue's  caufe. 
From  thy  own  life  tranfcribe  th'  unerring  law^s  j 
Teach  a  bad  world  beneath  her  fway  to  bend. 
To  verfc  like  thine  fierce  favages  attend. 
And  men  more  fierce  I  When  Orpheus  tunes  the  lay^ 
Ev'n  fiends  relenting  hear  their  rage  away. 

•  See  the  x6th  Odyfley,  ver,  x8^,  and  476. 

F  %  Part 
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Part  of  the  T  E  N  T  H  B  o  o  K  of  the  Iliads  of 

H  O  M  B  R. 

In  the  Stile  of   Milton. 

•VJ  O  W  high  advanc'd  the  nijght,  o'er  all  the  hoft 
-*-^    Sleep  ihed  his  fofteft  balm  j  reftlefs  alone 
Atrides  Jay,  and  cares  revdlv'd  on  cares. 

As^hen  with  rifing  vengeance  gloomy  Jove 
Pours  down  a  watery  deluge,  or  in  ftorms 
Of  hair  or  fnow  commands  the  |;oary  jaws 
Of  war  to  roar  ;  through  all  the  .kindling  ikies. 
With  flaming  wings  on  lightnings  lightnings  playj: 
So  while  Atrides  meditates  the  war. 
Sighs  after  fighs  burft  from  his  manly  breaft. 
And  ihake  his  inmod  foul :  round  o'er  the  fields 
To  Troy  he  turns  his  eyes,  and  round  beholds 
A  thoufand  fires  blaze  dreadful ;  through  his  cars 
Pafll's  the  direful  fymphony  of  war. 
Of  fife,  or  pipe,  and  the  loud  hum  of  hofts 
Strikes  him  difmay'd  :  Now  o'er ithe  Grecian  tents 
His  eyes  he  rolls  f  now  from  his  royal  head 
Kends  the  fair  curl  in  facrifice  to  Jove, 
And  his  brave  heart  4ieaves  with  imperial  woes. 

Thus  groans  the  thoughtful  king,  at  length  refolves 
To  feek  the  Pylian  fage,  in  wife  debate 
To  ripen  high  defigns,  and  "from  the  fword 
Preferve  his  banded  legions  :  Pale  and  fad 
Uprofe  the  monarch :  inftant  o'er  his  breatl 
"  A  robe  he  threw,  and  on  his  royal  feet 

7  Glittered 
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GHtterM  th*  embroidered  fandals  ;  o'er  his  back 
A  dreadful  omament,  a  lion'^s  rfK)ils, 
With  hideous  grace  down  to  bis  ankles  hung. 
Fierce  in  his  hand  he  grafpM  a  glittering  fpear. 

With  equal  care  was  Menelaus  tofs'd. 
Sleep  from  his  temples  fled,  his  generous  heart 
Felt  all  his  people's  woes,  who  in  his  caufe 
Stem'd  the  proud  main,  and  nobly  flood  in  arms 
Confronting  death  :  A  ]eopard*s  fpotted  fpoils 
Terrific  clad  hi»  limbs,  a  brazen  helm 
Beam'd  on  his  head,  and  in  his  hand  a  fpear. 
Forth  from  his  tent  the  royal  Spartan  ftrode 
Te  wake  the  king  of  men  ;  him  wak'd  he  found 
Clafping  his  poli(h'd  arms;  with  ridng  joy 
The  heroes  meet,  the  Spartan  thus- began: 

Why  thus  in  arms,  ray  prince  ^  fend'ft  thou  fome  fpy 
To  view  the  Trojan  hoft  ?  alas  !'  I  fear 
Left  the  nioft  dauntlefs  fons  of  glorious  war 
Shrink  at  the  bold  defign  !'  this  taik  demands' 
A  foul  refolv'd,  to  pafs  the  gloom  of  night. 
And  'midft  her  legions  ftarch  the  powers  of  Troy, 

O  prince,  he  cries,  in  this  difaftrous  hour 
Greece  all  our  counfel  claims,  now,  now  demands 
Our  deepcft  cares  !  the  power  omnipotent 
FrovHis  on  our  arms>  but  fmiles  with  afpt^l  mild 
On  He£lof  s  incenfe  :  Heavens  1  what  fon  of  fame,; 
Renown'd  in  ftory,  e'er  fuch  deeds  atchiev'd 
fn  a  whole  life,  as  in  one  glorious  day 
This  favourite  of  the  ikies  ^  and  yet  a  man! 

F  3^  A  mortall 
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A  mortal  1  bom  to  die  1  but  fuch  his  deeds 
As  future  Grecians  (hall  repeat  with  tears 
To  children  yet  unborn,— But  hafte,  repair 
To  Ajax  and  Idomeneus  j  we  wake 
Ourfelf  the  Pylian  fage  j  to  keep  the  guards 
On  duty,  be  his  care ;  for  o^er  the  guards 
His  fon  prefides  no6lurnal,  and  in  arms 
His  great  compeer,  Meriones  the  bold. 

But  fay,  rejoins  the  prince,  tbefe  orders  borne. 
There  fliall  I  ftay,  or,  meafuring  back  the  /hores» 
To  thee  return  ?— No  more  return,  replies 
The  king  of  hofts,  left  treading  different  ways 
We  nieet  no  more  t  for  through  the  camp  the  way* 
Lie  intricate  and  various,  but  aloud 
Wake  every  Greek  to  martial  fame  and  arms, 
Teach  them  to  emulate  their  godlike  fires ; 
And  thou  awhile  forget  thy  royal  birth. 
And  (hare  a  foldier's  cares  :  the  proudeft  king 
is  but  exalted  dud ;  and  when  great  Jove 
Caird  us  to  life,  and  gave  us  royal  power. 
He  gave  a  fad  preheminence  of  woes. 

He  fpoke,  and  to  the  tent  of  Neftor  turn« 
His  ftcp  majeflic  :  on  his  couch  he  found 
The  Kbary  warrior  j  all  around  him  lay 
His  arms,  the  ihield,  the  fpears,  the  radiant  helm«> 
And  fcai-f  of  various  dye ;  with  thefe  array'd. 
The  reverend  father  to  the  field  bf  fame 
Led  hie  bold  files  ;  for,  with  a  brave  difdain. 
Old  as  he  was,  he  fcorn'd  the  cafe  of  age* 
«  Sudden 
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•    Sudden  the  monarch  darts,  and  half  uprais*d« 
Thus  to  the  king  aloud  ;  What  art  thou,  fay  ? 
Why  in  the  camp  alone  ?  while  others  flccp. 
Why  wandered  thou  obfcure  the  midnight  hours  ? 
Seek'^d  thou  fome  centinel,  or  abfent  friend  ? 
Speak  indant  1  ^—-Silent  to  advance,  is  death  ! 

O  pride  of  Greece,  the  plaintive  king  retoms^ 
Here  in  thy  teot  thou  Agamemnon  viewed, 
A  prince,  the  mod  unhappy  of  mankind; 
Woes  I  endure,  which  none  but  kings  can  feci,     ' 
Which  ne^r  will  ceafe  until  forgot  in  death  s 
Penfive  I  wander  thixnigh  the  damp  of  night. 
Through  the  cold  damp  of  night  \  didrefs'd !  alone  ! 
And  deep  is  grown  a  dranger  to  my  eyes : 
The  weight  of  all  the  war,  the  load  of  woes 
That  preffts  every  Greek,  united  falls 

On  me the  cares  of  all  the  hod  are  mine  ♦ 

Grief  difcompofes,  and  diftra£\s  my  thoughts  j 
My  reftlefs  panting  heart,  as  if  it  Itrove 
To  force  its  prifon,  beats  again d  my  fides  ! 
My  drength  is  fall'd,  and  even  my  feet  refufe 
To  bear  fo  great  a  load  of  wretchtdnefs  ! 

But  if  thy  wakeful  cares  (for  o'er  thy  head 
Wakeful  the  hotirs  glide  on)  have  aught  matured 
Uleful,  the  thought  unfold  \  but  rife,  my  friend, 
ViHt  with  me  the  watches  of  the  night  5 
Led  ttr'd  they  ileep,  while  Troy  with  all  her  war 
Hangs  o*er  our  tent's,  and  now,  perhaps  ev^n  now 
Arms  hcrprotid  bands.    Ariie,  my  friend,  arifei'  * 
F4  T# 
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To  whom  the  Pyllan  :  Think  not,  mighty  king,. 
Jove- ratifies  vain  Heftor's  haughtyviews  j 
A  fudden,  fad  rcverfe  of  mighty  woes 
Waits  that  audacious  vi6lor,  when  in  arms 
Preadful  Achilles  Ihines.     But  now  thy  fteps 
Neftor  attends  :  Be  it  our  care  to  wake 
Sage  Ithacus,  and  Diomed  the  brave, 
Meg^e  the  bold,  and  in  the  race  renowned 
Oilean  Ajax  ;   To  the  iliips  that  guard 
Outmofl  the  camp,  fome  other  fpced  his  way 
To  r^ife  ftern  Ajax. and  the  Cretan  king. 
But  love,  nor  reverence  to  the  mighty  name 
Of  Menrelaus,  nor  thy  wrath,  O  king, 
<ShaIl  flop  my  free  rebuke  :•   Sleep  is  a  crime 
When  Agamemnon  wakes,  on  him  it  lies 
To  fliar«  thy  martial  toils,  to  court  the  peers- 
To  a£l  the  men  :  this  hour  cUims  all  our  caresv 

Keferve,  rejoins  the  king,  for  future  houns 
Thy  generous  anger :  Seems  the  royal  youth 
Remifs  ?  'tis  not  through  indolence  of  foul# 
But  deference  to  our  power  $  for  our  commands 
He  waits,  and  follows  when  we  lead  the  way* 
This  night,  difdaining  reft,  his  fteps  he  bent 
To  our  pavilion ;  now  th'  illuftrious  peers 
Rai^*d  at  hi»  call,  a  chofen  fynod  ftand 
Before  the  gates  ^  hafte,  Neftor,  hafte  away. 

To  whom  the  fage  well  pleas'd  :  In  fuch  brave  hands 
No  Greek  will  envy  power  t  with  loyal  joy 
Subje^ls  obey,  when  men  of  worth  command. 

He 
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He  added  not,  but  o*ei-  his  manly  hmfk 
Flung  a  rich  robe ;  beneath  his  royal  feet 
The  glittering  fandals  flione  :  a  foft,  large  veft. 
Florid  v^ith  purple  wool,  his  aged  limbs 
Graceful  adornM  s  tipt  with  a  ftar  of  brais 
A  ponderous  lance  he  grafp^d,  and  fkrode  away 
Ta  wake  fage  Ithacus  :  alcud  his  veice 
He  raisM ;  his  voice  was  heard,  and  from  his  tent 
Inftant  UlyiTes  fpvung;  and  why,  hecry*d. 
Why  tlius  abroad  in  the  chill  hours  of  Bi^t  i 
What  new  diftrefs  invades  ?— Forgive  my  cares> 
Rcply'd  the  hcary  fage  -y.  for  Greece  I  wake^ 
Greece  and  her  dangers  bring  ine  to  thy  tent; 
But  hade,  our  wakeful  peers  in  council  meet. 
This,  this  one> night  determines  flight  or  war. 

Swift  at  the  word  he  fth^d  his  ample  ihield. 
And  ftrod^  along ;  and  now  they  bend  their  way 
To  wake  the  brave  Tydides  :  him  they  found 
StretchM  on  the  earth,  array^'d  in  (hining  arms. 
And  round,  his  brave  companions  of  the  war  s 
Their  fliields  fuilain*d  their  heads,  ere6l  their  fpetrs 
Shot  through  th'  illumined  air  a  ftreaming  ray, 
Keen  as  Jove's  lightning  wing'd  athwart  the  fkies. 
Thus  ilept  the  chief :  beneath  him  on  the  ground 
A  favage  bulPs  black  hide  was  rolPd,  his  head 
A  fplendid  carpet  bcre  :  the  fliimbering  king 
The  Pylian  gently  with  thefe  words  awakes : 

Rife,  fon  of  Tydeus  !   ill,  a  whole  night's  reft 
;Suiis  with  the  brave  I  and  ileep'ft  thou»  while  proud  Troy 

llangs. 
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Hangs  o'er  our  tents,  and  from  yon  joining  hill 
Prepares  her  war  ?  Awake,  my  friend,  awake ! 

Sudden  the  chief  avoke,  and  mildly  gave 
This  foft  reply :   O.l   cruel  to  thy  age. 
Thou  good  old  man  !  ne'er  wilt  thou,  wilt  thou  ceafe 
To  burthen  age  with  cares  ?  Has  Greece  no  youths 
To  wake  the  peers  ?  unweary'd  man,  to  bear 
At  once  the  double  load  of  toils,  and  years  ! 

'Tis  true,  he  cry'd,  my  fubjefts  and  my  fons 
Might  eafe  a  fire,  and  King ;  but  reft 's  a  crime 
When  on  tlw  edge  of  fate  our  country  ftands  : 
Ere  yet  a  few  hours  more  have  run  their  courfe. 
Important  fpace  !   Greece  triumphs,  or  Greece  falls ! 
But,  fince  an  old  man's  care  thy  pity  moves, 
Hafte  generous  youth,  widi  fpeed  to  council  call, 
Meges  the  brave,  and  in  the  race  renown 'd 
O'ilean  Ajax  i—— Strait  the  chief  obey'd. 
Strait  o'er  his  fhoulders  flung  the  (baggy  fpoils 
Of  a  huge  tawny  lion  ;  with  dii^e  grace 
Down  to  his  feet  they  hung:  fierce  in  his  hand 
He  grafp'd  a  glittering  fpear,  and  join'd  tV  e  guards. 
Wakeful  in  arms  they  fate,  a  faithful  band. 
As  watchful  dogs  prote6l  the  fleecy  train» 
When  the  flern  lion,  furious  for  his  prey, 
Kuflies  through  craihing  woods,  and  on  the  fold 
Springs  from  fome  mountain's  brow,  while  mingled  cries 
Of  men  and  houtids  alarm ;  to  every  found 
Faithful  they  turn  ;  fo  through  the  gloom  of  wight 
They  caft  their  view,  and  caught  each  noife  of  Troy« 

Now 
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Mow  met  tb*  illuftricms  fynod,  down  they  fate, 
I>own  on  a  fpot  of  ground  unftainM  with  blood 
Where  vengeful  Heftor  from  the  flaughtcr  ftay'd 
His  murderous  arm,  when  the  dark  veil  of  night 
Sabled  the  pole :  To  whom  thus  Neftor  fpoke  : 

Lives  there  a  Ton  of  fame  £9  Bobly  brave. 
That  Troy-ward  dares  to  trace  the  dai:^;efous  wajv 
To  feize  fome  ftraggliag  f oe  ?  or  learn  what  Troy 
!Kow  meditates  >  to  pour  the  flood  of  war 
Fierce  on  our  fleet,  or  back  within  her  walls 
Lead  her  proud  legions  i  O  ]  what  fame  would  crown 
The  hero  thus  triumphant,  praisM  o*er  earth 
Above  the  Tons  of  men !  And  what  rewards 
Should  he  receive !  From  every  grateful  peer 
A  fable  ewe,  and  lamb,  of  higbeft  worth 
Memorial,  to  a  brave,  heroic  heart 
The  nobleft  prize  1  and  at  tlie  focial  feaft 
Amongft  the  great,  be  his  the  feat  of  fame, 

AbaihM  they  fate,  and  ev'n  the  brave  knew  fear. 
Not  fo  Tydides  :  unappall'd  he  rofe. 
And  nobly  fpoke  !  My  foul !  O  !  reverend  fagc, 
Fires  at  the  bold  defign  ;  through  yon  black  hoft 
Venturous  I  bend  my  way ;  but,  if  his  aid 
Some  warrior  lend,  ny  coun^e  might  arile 
To  nobler  heights  :  the  wife  by  mutual  aid 
In  dm  A  the  wife,  and  brave  men  Are  the  brav^ 

J 

Fierce  at  the  word  upftarted  from  the  ground 

The  ftern  Ajaces,  fierce  bold  Merion  role, 
And  Thrafymcdcs,  fons  of  %var  :  nor  fate 

The 
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The  royal  Spartan,  nor  great  Neftor*s  heir. 
Nor  greater  Ithacus  j  his  manly  heart 

Sweird  at  the  view  of  fame. Elate  with  joy 

Atrides  iaw,  and  O  !  thou  beft  of  friends. 
Brave  Piomed,  he  cries,  of  all  the  peers 
Chufe  thou  the  valianteft ;  when  merit  pleads. 
Titles  no  deference  claim  ;  high  birth  and  ftate 
T«  Talour  yidd,  and  worth  is  more  than  power. 

Thus,  fearing  for  his  brother,  fpoke  the  king,. 
Not  long  I  for  Diomed  difpels  his  fears. 

Since  free  my  choice,  can  I  forget  my  friend. 
The  man,  for  wifdom's  various  arts  renown'd  j 
The  man,  whofe  dauntlefs  foul  no  toils  difmay,. 
Ulyffcs,  Ibv'd  by  Pallas  ?  throngh  his  aid 
Though  thoufand  fires  oppofe,  a  thousand  fires 
Oppofe  in  vain  j  bis  wifdom  points  the  way. 

Nor  praife,  nor.  blame,  the  hero  ftrait  replies  j. 
You  fpeak  to  Greeks,  and  they  UlyfTes  know  j 
But  hafte,  fwift  roll  the  hours  of  nighty  the  mom 
Already  haftens  to  difplay  her  beams. 
And.  in  the  vault  of  heaven  the  ftars  decay. 

Swift  at  the  word  they  flieath  their  manly  limb» 
Horrid  in  arms,  a  two-edgM  fword  and  (hield 
Neftor*8  bold  fon  to  ftern  TydiHes  gave ; 
A  tougfa  bull's  hide  his  ample  helmet  formM, 
No  cone  adom'd  ft,  and  no  plumy  creft 
"WavM  in  the  air ;  a  quiver  and  a  bow. 
And  a  huge  faulchion  great  UlyfTes  bears^ 

The 
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The  gift  of  Meiion  :  on  bis  head  an  helm 
Of  leather  nodded,  firm  within,  and  bound 
With  many  a  thong  j  without,  in  dreadful  row» 
The  fnowy  tuflcs  of  a  huge  favage  boar 
Grinn'd  horrible  ;  thus  arm'd,  away  they  ftalk 
Undaunted  :  o'er  their  heads  the  martial  maid 
Sends  on  the  right  an  her'n  5  the  ambient  gloom 
Conceals  him  from  the  view,  but  loud  in  air 
Ttey  hear  the  clangor  of  his  founding  wings.  , 
Joyful  the  profperous  fign  Ulyffes  hailM, 
And  thus  to  Pallas  :  O^pring  of  dread  Jove, 
Who  husls  the  burning  bolts  :  O  guardian  power 
Prefent  in  all  my  toils,  who  vieweft  my  way 
Where'er  I  move,  now  thycoeleftial  aid. 
Now,  goddefs,  lend  !  may  deeds  this  night  adorn, 
Dteds  that  all  Troy  may  weep^  may  we  return 
In  fafety  by  thy  guidance,  heavenly  maid  ! 

Tydides  caught  the  word,  and  O !  he  crks^ 
Virgin  armipotent,  now  grant  thy  aid. 
As  to  my  fire  t  He  by  the  gulphy  flood 
Of-^eep  ^fopus  left  th'  embattled  bands 
Of  Greece  in  arms,  and  to  imperial  Thebes 
Bore  terms  of  peace ;  but  as  from  haughty  Thcbeg 
Alone  he  journey 'd,  deeds,  heroic  deeds. 
His -arm  atchiev'd,  for  Tydeus  was  thy  care: 
Thus  guard  his  offspring,  O  1   fteni  queen  of  arTns, 
S»'lhall  an  heifer  on  thy  altars  bleed 
Young  and  untam'd,  to  thee  her  blood  1  pour, 
And  point  her  lunar  horns  with  bumiftrd  gold. 
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Thus  pray  t!i«  chiefs,  and  Pallas  bears  their  prayer  ^ 
Then,  like  two  lions  through  the  fliades  of  night, 
Dayntlefs  they  ftricte  along ;  and  hold  their  way 
Through  blood,  and  mangled  limbs,  o'er  arms  and 
death. 
.  •  Nor  pafs  they  far,  e'er  the  fagacious  eye 
Of  Jthacus  diicerns  a  diftant  foe 
Coafting  from  Troy,  and  thus  to  Diomed  i 

See  !  o^r  the  plain  fbme  Trojan  bends  this  way 
Perhaps  to  fpoil  the  (lain  !  or  to  our  hoft 
Comes  he  a  fpy  ?  Beyond  us  o'er  the  field 
"'TIS  heft  he  pafs,  then  fudden  from  behind 
Rufh  we  precipitant :  but  if  in  flight 
His  a£livc  feet  prevail,  thy  fpcar  employ 
To  force  him  on  our  lines,  left  hid  in  fliades. 
Through  the  duflc  air  he  re-efcape  to  Troy. 

Then  couching  to  the  ground,  ambuih'd  they  lay 
Behind  a  hill  of  (lain :  onward  the  fpy 
IncefTant  mov'd ;  He  pafs'd,  and  now  aro(e 
The  fierce  purfuers.    Dolon  heard  the  found 
Of  trampling  feet,  and  panting,  liftening  ftood  ; 
Now  reach'd  the  chiefs  within  a  javelin's  tlirow. 
Stern  foes  of  Dolon  !   fwift  along  the  fliores 
He  wing'd  his  flight,  and  fwift  along  the  fliores 
They  flill  purfued  s  as  when  two  ikilful  hounds 
Chace  o'er  the  lawn  the  hare  or  bounding  roe. 
Still  from  the  flieltertng  brake  the  game  they  turn, 
Sti-etch  every  aerve,  and  bear  upon  tl.e  prey  1 

•V.  339. 

So 
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So  ran  the  chief s,  and  from  the  bail  of  Troy 
XurnM  the  fwift  foe  i  now  nigh  the  fictt  ittty  Hsw, 
Now  almoft  mingled  with  the  guards  when  lo ! 
7he  martial  goddeft  breath*d  heroic  Garnet 
Fierce  on  Tydidet*  fooi  s  the  hero  feared 
Left  fome  bold  Greek  iboold  interpose  a  womid. 
And  raviih  half  the  glories  of  the  nigbc 
Furious  he  ihook  his  lance^  and,  Sund,  he  cry^d. 
Stand,  or  thou  dyeil  s  then  ffemly  from  hi*  arm 
Launched  the  wild  fpear ;  wilfol  the  javelin  trfdf 
But  whizzing  o*er  his  iboulder^  deep  in  earth 
Stood  quivering,  and  he  quaking  ftop*d  aghaH; 
His  teeth  all  chattered,  and  his  Hack  kneef  knock*d) 
He  feem'd  the  bloodlefs  image  of  pale  fear« 
Panting  the  fpy  they  feiae?  who  I  bus  with  tears 
Abje£l  intreats  :  Spare  nie,  O  !  fpare,  be  cries. 
My  hoary  fire  your  mercy  iViall  repay. 
Soon  as  he  hears  I  draw  the  Tttal  air. 
With  ample  wealth,  with  fteel,  with  braiii,  with  goIcL 

To  whom  Uly/Tes  artfully :  Be  bold  t 
Far  hence  the  thought  of  death  !  but  inftant  fay 
Why  thus  alone  in  the  ftill  hours  of  night 
While  every  eye  is  closed  ?  to  fpoil  the  flain 
Com'ft  thou  rapacious  ?  or  fome  nightly  fpy 
By  He^or  fent  ?  or  has  thy  venturous  mind 
Impeird  thee  to  explore  our  martial  bands  ? 

By  He5lor  fent,  and  by  rewards  undone. 
Returns  the  fpy,  (ftill  as  he  fpoke  he  fhook) 
I  come  unwilling  1  the  refulgent  car 

He 
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He  promIsM,  and  immortal  fteeds  that  bear 
Td light,  the  great  Achilles  :  thus  betray M, 
Through  the  dun  fhades  of  night  I  bend  my  way 
Unprofperons,  to  explore  the  tented  hoft 
Of  adyerfc  Greece,  and  learn  if  now  they.fl^and 
Wak*tf"ul"Dlfi  guard,  or  vanquifhM  l)y  our  arms 
Precipitant  dtfert  the  Ihores  of  Troy, 

Tq  whom  with  fmi4e«  of  fcorn  the  fage  return«  : 

Bold  were  thy  aims,    O  youth  !   But  thofe  proud 

fteeds, 

Reftive,  difdain  the  rule  of  vulgar. ha^ids.; 

Scarce  ev^n  the  goddefs-born,  when  the  loud  din 

Of  battle  roars,  fubdues  them  to  the  rein 

ReluSant:  But  this  night  where  Heftor  fleeps 

Faithful  difclofc  •.  Where  ftand  the  vyairior's  fteeds  ? 

Where  lie  his  arms  and  implements  of  war? 

What  guards  are.  kept  no6lurna4?  Say,  what  Troy 

Now  meditates  ?  to  pour  the  tide  of  fight . 

Fierce  on  our  fleet,  or  back  within  her  walls 

Transfer  the  war  ?         To  thefe  demands,  he  cries. 

Faithful  my  tongue  (hall  ipcak  :  The  peers  of  Troy 

Heclor  in  council  meets  :   round  Ilus'  tomb 

Apart  from  noife  they  ftand  :  no -guards  furround 

The  fpacious  hoft  :  where  through  the  gloom  yon  fires 

Blaze  frequent,  Trojans  wake  to  guard  their  IVoy  j 

Secure  th'  auxiliars  lleep,  no  tender  cares 

•Of  .wife  or  fon  difturb  their  calm  repofe, 

-Safe  deep  their  wives  and  fons  on  foreign  ^ores* 

* 

"      •      *         But 
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But  fay,  apart  encamp  th*  auxiliar  bands. 
Replies  the  fage,  or  join  the  powers  of  Troy  ? 

Along  the  fea-beat  fliores,  returns  the  fpy. 
The  Leleges  and  Carians  firetch  their  £les ; 
Near  thefe  the  Caucons,  and  Pelafgian  train. 
And  Pceons,  dreadful  with  t^  battle-bow. 
Extended  lie  ;  on  the  Thymbrcean  plain 
The  Lycians  and  the  Myfians  in  array 
Spread  their  deep  ranks  :  There  the  Maeonian  bands. 
And  Phrygians,  range  the  iiery  deeds  of  war. 
But  why  this  nice  enquiry  ?  If  your  way 
Venturous  you  bend  to  fearch  the  hoft  of  Troy, 
There  in  yon  outmoft  lines,  a  recent  aid. 
The  Thracians  lie,  by  Rhefus  led,  whofe  fteeds 
Outfhine  the  fnow,  oatHy  the  winged  winds. 
With  glittering  filver  plates,  and  radiant  gold 
His  chariot  flames,  gold  forms  his  dazzling  arms. 
Arms  that  may  grace  a  God !— but  10  your  tents 
Unhappy  me  convey  j  or  bound  with  chains, 
Faft  bound  with  cruel  chains,  fad  on  the  fliores 
Here  leave  me  captive,  till  you  fafe  return. 
And  witnefs  to  the  truth  my  tongue  unfolds. 

To  whom  ftem-frowning  Diomed  replies. 
Though  every  fyllable  be  ftamp*d  with  truth, 
Dolon,  thou  dy'ft  t  would'ft  thou  once  more  return 
Darkling  a  fpy,  or  wage,  a  nobler  foe. 
New  war  on  Greece  ?  Traytor,  thou  dy'ft,  nor  more 
New  war  thou  wagcft,  nor  returned  a  ipy. 

G  Hi 


He'fpoke  terri6c  c  and  as  Doloii  raisM 
Suppliant  his  humble  hands,  the  trenchant  blade 
Sheer  through  his  neck  defcends ;  the  funous  b\csw 
Cleaves  the  tough  nerves  in  twainj  down  drops  tbe 

heady 
And  mutters  unintelligible  founds. 
Strait  they  defpoil  the  ftsid,  the  wolfs  grey  hide 
They  feize,  tlie  helm,  the  fpear,  and  battle>bow  t 
Thefe  as  they  drop*d  with  gore^  on  high  in  air 
triyifes  rais'd,  and  to  the  Martial  Maid 
Thus  lowly  confecrates  t  Stern  power  of  war. 
Virgin  armipotent,  receive  thefe  arms. 
Propitious  to  my  vows,  thee,  goddefs,  thee 
Chiefly  I  call :  Direfl  our  profperous  way 
To  pierce  the  Thracian  tents«  to  ieize  the  fteeds 
Of  Rhefus,  and  ihe  car  that  flames  with  gokl. 

T)l6A  fitttt  d'er  bfok«ft  amK,  through  Ami^i  df 
blodd 
They  moye  tAotig  t  fi<j^  fifth  the  Thr acia«  baikis 
All  hufiiM  in  ^cp  prefbvnd  ;  their  ihining  arms 
RangM  in  three  ranks  ^\mg  cfte  pl«»|  streund 
Illumined  the  dui^  kit :  Ch:fi<i6«  And  hottk 
By  every  Thnthti  ftoodf :  Rhefti^  their  king 
Slept  in  the  center  of  the  circling  bands; 
Aod  ble  p4ii4  fteedt  ^ere  reiif*d  bdhind  Irs  ear. 
With  joy  Ulyflcs  through  the  gloom  defcry'd 
The  fleeping  king,  and  to  f  he  crie^,  the  fieedt, 
Lo !  Diomed,  the  chief  of  Thrace,  this  night 
DefcribM  by  Dolon  i  Now,  O !  now,  thy  ftrength 

DauAtleft 
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Daufitleft  exert  I  loofc  thoii  the  furious  fteeds. 
Or  while  the  fteeds  I  loofe,  with  flaughtering  hands 
Invade  the  foldicry :  He  fpoke,  and  now 
The  Queen  of  Arms  inflam'd  iTydides*  foul 
With  all  her  martial  fire's  :  his  reeking  blade 
On  every  fide  dealt  fatej  low,  hoHow  groftYts 
MurmurM  «round»  blood  o^er  the  crimibn  field 
Weird  from  the  (Iain  :  ^s  in  his  nightly  ha^ants 
The  Airly  lion  ruflies  on  the  fold 
Of  iheep,  or  goat,  and  rends  th*  unguarded  prey  | 
So  he  the  Thracian  bands :  Twelve  by  his  fword 
Lay  breathlefs  on  the  ground  s  behind  him  ilOod 
Sage  Ithann,  and,  as  the  warrior  flew, 
Swift  he  removM  the  fiain,  left  the  fierce  fteeds^ 
Not  yet  inurM  to  blood,  Ihould  trembling  ftart, 
Impatient  of  the  dead  %  Now  o'er  the  king 
He  whirls  his  wrathfiil  blade^  now  ftkrious  gdtts 
His  heaving  chcft :  he  wakM  not,  but  a  dreim 
By  Pallas  fent,  rofe  in  his  anxious  thoughts s 
A  yt(i<mary  warrior  Frowning  flxMd 
Faft  by  his  head,  and  his  aerial  fword 
PlungM  through  his  labouring  breaft :  Mean  ifvhile  tht 

fteeds 
The  fage  unbinds,  and  inftant  with  his  bow 
Drives  through  the  Cicefitig  ranks :  Then  to  his  frieni 
Gave  iignals  of  retreat ;  but  nobler  deeds 
He  meditates,  to  drag  the  radiant  car,      , 
Or  lift  it  through  the  threefold  ranks,  up-born 
High  on  his  fhoulders,  or  with  ilaughter  ftain 
TV  eniaoguinM  field  3  when  lo  t  the  Martial  Maid 
G%  D 
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Down  rufhes  from  the  battlements  of  heaven» 
And  Aidden  cries.  Return,  brave  chief,  return, 
Left  from  the  fkies  fomc  guardian  power  of  Troy 
Wrathful  defcend,  and  rouze  the  hoilile  bands. 

Thus  rpeaks  the  Warrior  Qtieen  j  the  heavenly  vcic» 
Tydides  owns,  and  mounts  tlic  fiery  fteeds, 
Obfervant  of  the  high  command  ;  the  bow 
Sage  Ithacus  apply'd,  and  tow'rd  the  tents 
ScourgM  the  proud  fteeds,  the  fteeds  flew  o*er  the  plain. 

A  Pastoral,   to  a  young  Lady  upon  her 
leaving,  and  return  to,  the  Country. 

Damon. 

Q  A  Y,  while  each  fcene  fo  beautiful  appears, 
^  Why  heaves  thy  boforo,  and  why  flow  thy  tears  ? 
See  !  from  the  clouds  the  fpring  defcends  in  ihowers, 
The  painted  vallies  laugh  wkh  rsfrng  flowers  i 
Smooth  flow  the  floods,  ibft  breathe  the  vernal  airs, 
The  fpring,  flowers,  floods,  confpire  to  charm  our 
cares. 

F  L  0  R  u  s. 

But  rain  the  pleafure  which  the  feafon  yields. 
The  laughing  vallies,  or  the  painted  fields. 
No  more,  ye  floods,  in  filver  mazes  flow. 
Smile  not,  ye  flowers,  no  more  foft  breezes  blow  ^ 
Far,  Damon,  far  from  thefe  unhappy  groves, 
The  cruel,  lovely  Rofalinda  roves. 

5  Damon. 
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Damon. 

Ah!  now  I  know  why  late  the  opening  buds 
CiosM  tip  their  gems,  and  fickenM  in  the  woods  | 
Why  droop'*d  the  lily  in  her  fnowy  pride. 
And  why  the  rofe  withdrew  her  fweets,  and  dy'd ) 
For  thee,  fair  Rofalind,  the  opening  buds 
ClosM  np  their  gems,  and  ficken'd  in  the  woods ; 
For  thee  the  lily  (hed  her  fnowy  pride. 
For  thee  the  rofe  withdrew  her  fweets,  and  d/*d« 

F  L  o  R  u  s. 
Sec !  where  yon'  vine  in  foft  embraces  weaves 
Her  wanton  ringlets  with  the  myrtle*s  leaves. 
There  tun'd  fweet  Philomel  her  fpirightly  lay. 
Both  to  the  rifing  and  the  falling  day  $ 
But  fmce  fair  Rofalind  forfook  the  plains. 
Sweet  Philomel  no  more  renews  her  ftrains  3 
With  for  row  dumb^  ihc  difregards  her  lay. 
Nor  greets  the  rifing  nor  the  falling  day. 

Damon. 

Say,  O  I  ye  winds,  that  range  the  diftant  ikies. 
Now  fweird  to  tempefts  by  my  rifing  fjghs  | 
Say,  while  my  Rofalind  deferts  thefe  /hores. 
How  Damon  dies  for  whom  his  foul  adores. 

F  L  O  R  U  S. 

Ye  murmuriog  fountains,  and  ye  wandering  floods, 
That  yiiit  various  landi  through  various  roads ) 

G  3  S 


Say,  when  ye  find  where  Rofalind  refides. 
Say,  how  my  tears  increafi^  yoi^r  fwelling  tides^* 

D  A.M  O  N. 

Tell  me,  I  charge  you,  Of  ye  fylvan  fwain*,^ 
Who  range  the  mazy  grove,  or  flowery  plains^ 
Befide  what  fountain,  in  what  breezy  bower, 
Redlnes  my  charmer  in  the  noon -tide  hour! 

F  I,  Q  R  V.  a. 
Sefty  I  adyure  yon^  by  the  flcipping  fawns, 
By  the  fleet  roes,  that  boyn^jl  ^long  the  lawns  ^ 
Soft  tread,  ye  virgin  daughter?  of  the  grove. 
Nor  with  your  danees  wake  my  deeping  love ! 

D  A  »  O  N- 

Retuniy  O  \  virgin,  and  if  proud  difdaiii 
Arm  thy  fierce  fool,  rettnm,  enjoy  my  pain  ; 
If  pleas^4  tboH  view^ft  a  faithfol  lover's  cares. 
Thick  rif«,  ye  fighs  i  in  floods  defcend,  ye  tears ! 

F  L  o  R  V  s. 
Return,  O  !  virgin  !  while  in  verdant  meads 
By  fjvings  we  fport,  or  dream  on  flowery  beds^ 
She  weary  wiinders  through  the  defert  way, 
Tke  food  of  wolves,  or  hungry  lions  prey. 

Damon. 
Ah!  fliield  her,  heaven  1  your  rage,  ye  beafls,  forbear ! 
Tboft  sure  not  limbs  for  fevages  to  tear  i 

5  Adiei»^ 
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Adieu,  ye  meads  !  with  her  through  wilds  I  go 
O'er  burning  fands,  or  ererlafting  fnow ; 
'With  her  I  wander  tbrpijgh  th^  defert  way. 
The  food  pf  woWe^^  or  l^ungiy  ^'^om  prey, 

F  ;,  Q  B.  y  s. 
Come^  Rofalind,  before  the  wintery  clouds 
Frown  o*er  th^  aerial  vault*  and  ru(h  in  floods  $ 
Ere  raging  flonns  howl  o'er  the  fio^^n  pimsi 
Thy  charms  may  fu£&r  by  the  iWrms  or  raim. 

Damon. 
Come»  Rofalind^  O  come$  then  infant  flowers 
Shall  bloom  and  fimiley   and  form  Iheir  charms  by 

yours } 
By  yoUy  the  lily  ihall  her  white  compofe. 
Your  blufli  (hall  add  new  bkiihes  to  the  ro(e  j 
Each  flowery  mead>  and  every  tree  fhall  bttd» 
And  fuller  haaourt  eloath  the  youthful  wood. 

F  L  O  &  U  (.  , 

Yet,  ah!  forbear  to  urge  thy  homeward  way. 
While  fultry  funs  iiifeft  the  glowing  day  t 
The  fultry  funi  thy  bcautice  may  impair !— — 
Yet  bafte  away  !  for  tkoo  art  now  too  fur. 

Damon. 
Hark !  from  Jon'  bower  what  airs  foft  warbled  play! 
My  foul  takes  wing  to  meet  th*  enchanting  lay  1 
Silence,  ye  nightkif  ak9  J  attend  the  voice  f 
While  thus  it  warbles,  all  your  fongs  are  noiie. 

G4  Florvs. 
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F  L  O  R  U  S. 

See !  from  the  bower  a  form  majeftic  movesy 
And  fmoothty  gliding  fliines  along  the  groves  ;' 
Say,  comes  a  goddefs  from  the  golden  fpheres  ? 
A  goddefs  comes,  or  Rofalind  appears ! 

Damon. 

Shine  forth,  thou  fun,  bright  ruler  df  the  day. 
And  where  (he  treads,  ye; flowers,  adorn  the  way  I 
Rejoice,  ye  groves,  my  heart  difmifs  thy  cares ! 
My  Goddefs  comes,  my  Rofalind  appears. 

POVERTY    AND    POETRY. 

^nr^.W  AS  fung  of  old  how  one  Amphion, 

^  .  Could  by  his  v?rfes  tame  a  lion ; 
And  by  his  ftrange  enchanting  tunes, 
Make  bears  or  wolves  dance  rigadoons  : 
His  fongs  could  call  the  timber  down. 
And  form  it  into  houfe  or  town  ) 
But  it  is  plain  that  in  thefe  times 
No  houfe  is  rais'd  by  poets  rhymes ; 
They  for  themfelves  can  only  rear 
A  few  wild  caftles  in  the  air  ; 
Poor  arc  the  brethren  of  the  bays, 
Down  from  high  drains,  to  ekes  and  ayet. 
The  Miifes  too  are  virgins  yet, 
And  may  be«»till  they  portions  get. 

Yet 
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Yet  ftill  the  doating  rhymer  dreams, " 
And  fings  of  Helicon^s  bright  ftrcams. 
But  Helicon,  for  all  his  clatter,  - 
Yields  only  uniiifpiring  water ; 
Yet  ev'n  athirft  he  fweetly  fmgs. 
Of  NefVar,  and  Elyfian  fprings. 

What  dire  malignant  planet  (heds, 
Ye  bards,  his  influence  on  yoor  heads  ? 
Lawyers,  by  endlefs  controverfies, 
Con  fume  unthinking  clients  purfes, 
As  PharoaVs  kine,  which  ftrange  and  odd  is, 
DevourM  the  plump  and  well-fed  bodies. 

The  gnve  phyfician,  who  by  phyfic. 
Like  death,  difpatches  him  that  is  fick, 
Purfues  a  fure  and  thriving  trade, 
Though  {>atients  die,  the  doAor  *s  paid  ; 
LicensM  to  kill,  he  gains  a  palace. 
For  what  another  mounts  the  gallows. 

In  fhady  groves  the  Mufes  ftray. 
And  love  in  flowery  meads  to  play  j 
An  idle  crew  !  whofe  only  trade  is 
To  ihine  in  trifles,  like  our  ladies  ; 
In  dreiling,  dancing,  toying,  (inging. 
While  wifer  Pallas  thrives  by  fpinning; 
Thus  they  gain  nothing  to  bequeath 
Their  votaries,  but  a  laurel  wreath. 

But  love  rewards  the  bard !  the  fair 
Attend  his  fong,  and  cafe  his  care : 

Alas! 
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Alas  !  fond  youth^  your  pUa  you  urge  ill 
Without  a  jointqrj,  thpugh  a  Virgil  j 
Could  you  like  Phg^bus  fing»  iff  vai^ 
You  nobly  fwell  the  lofty  ftrain^ 
Coy  Daphne  flies,  and  you  will  find  a» 
Hard  hearts  as  h^s  in  ypur  B^iimi^. 

But  then  fbme  i^y  you  purchaie  fam^y 
And  gain  that  envy*d  prize»  a  name  i 
Great  recompence  I  like  his  who  feU9'  - 
A  diamond,  for  b^4s  and  bells  j 
Will  fame  be  thought  fufiicient  bail 
To  keep  the  poet  from  the  jail  ? 

Thus  the  brave  foidier,  in  the  warf« 
Gets  empty  praife,  and  aking  fears  t 
Is  paid  with  fame  and  wooden  legs* 
And  ftarv'd,  the  glprioui  vagraut  begs. 


To  a  LADY,  playing  with  a  S  n  a  k  |. 

TT  is  a  pleaiing,  direful  fight ! 
•*'  At  once  you  charm  us,  and  affright ! 
So  heaven  deftroying  angels  arms 
With  tenor,  dreadful  in  their  charms  I 

Such,  fuch  was  Cleopatra*$  air> 
Lovely,  but  fonnidably  fair, 
When  the  griev'd  world  impoveriflv^d  loft 
By  the  dire  afp,  its  aobleft  boaA. 


AwM 


f  ^   A   L  A  p  y.  f  1 

Aw^d  by  yoor  guardian's  dangerous  p^wcr. 
At  diftance  ^r^mbling  we  adore  | 
At  diftance,  once  again  behold 
A  Terpen t  guard  the  blooming  golcf. 

Well  pleasM,  and  harmlefs,  lo  !  he  lieSf 
Balks  in  the  funfhine  of  your  eyes ; 
Now  twifts  his  fpires,  and  now  unfurls 
The  gay  confufion  of  his  curls. 

Oh  !  happy  on  your  bread  to  lie. 
As  that  bright  *  ftar  that  gilds  the  iky. 
Who  ceaiing  vn  the  fpheres  to  (hine. 
Would,  for  your' bread,  his  heaven  religfi. 

Yet  oh  !  fair  virgin,  caution  take. 
Left  Tome  bold  cheat  afiume  the  fnake  ^ 
When  Jove  compreft  the  f  Grecian  dame. 
Aloof  be  threw  the  lightning^s  flame  j 
On  radiant  fpires  the  lover  rode, 
And  in  the  fnake  concealed  the  God* 

To  a   LADY  of  Thirty* 

NO  more  let  youth  its  beauty  boaft, 
S n  at  Thirty  reigns  a  toaft  i 

And  like  the  fun  as  he  declines, 
More  naikily,  but  more  fweetly  fhines. 

♦  The  fcorpion. 

t  Olympias,  mother  of  Alexander  the  Great. 

Tfef 
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Th«  hand  of  time  alone  difarms 
Her  face,  of  its  fuperfluous  charms  : 
But  adds,  for  every  grace  refign'd, 
A  thoufandto  adora  her  mind. 

Youth  was  her  too  inflaming  time ; 
This,  her  more  habitable  clime  j 
How  mull  ihe  then  each  heart  engage, 
Who  blooms  like  youth,  is  wife  like  age  ! 

Thus  the  rich  orange-trees  produce 
At  once  both  ornament,  and  ufe : 
Here  Qpening  bloifoms  we  behold. 
There  fragrant  orbs  of  ripenM  gold. 

On  the  Birth-Day  of  a  Gentleman  when  three 
Years  old. 

A  Wake,  fweet  babe  !  the  fun's  emerging  ray 
That  gave  you  birth,  renews  the  happy  day  ! 
Calmly  ferene,  and  glorious  to  the  view, 

He  marches  forth,  and  ftrives  to  look  like  you. 

.  Fair  beauty's  bud  !  when  time  (hall  ftretch  thy  fpan. 
Confirm  thy  charms,  and  ripen  thee  to  man. 
What  plenteous  fruits  thy  bloffoms  (liali  produce* 
And  yield  not  barren  ornament,  but  uft?, 
Ev'n  now  thy  fpring  a  rich  increafc  prepared 
To  crown  thy  riper  growth,  and  manly  years. 

Thus  in  the  kernel's  intricate  difguife. 
In  miniature  a  little  orchard  lies, 

The 


On  the  Birth-Dat  of  a  Qemtlsuan.    9^ 

The  fibrous  labyrindis  by  jnft  degrees 
Stretch  their  fwola  cells,  replete  with  fiitore  trees. 
By  timie  evolvM,  the  fprcading  branches  rife. 
Yield  their  rich  fiiiits,  and  flioot  mto  the  flues. 

O  !  lovely  babe,  what  luibe  fliail  adorn 
Thy  noon  of  beauty,  when  £0  bright  thy  nlom.^ 
Shine  forth  advancing  with  a  brighter  ray. 
And  may  no  vice  o'ercloud  thy  future  day  ! 
With  nobler  aims  inftruft  thy  foul  to  gJow, 
Than  thofe  gay  trifles,  titles,  wealth,  and  (how : 
May  valour,  wifdom,  leamiog  crown  thy  days  f 
Thofe  fools  admire — thefe  heaven  and  angels  praiie !  * 

With  riches  bled,  to  heaven  thole  riches  lend. 
The  poor  man*s  guardian,  and  the  good  man*s  friemi  r 


Additiok. 

*  To  brace  the  mind  to  dtgnity^  of  tfaoaght. 
To  emulate  what  godlike  Tuily  wrote. 
Be  this  thy  early  wifh  !  The  garden  breeds. 
If  unimprovM,  at  leaft  but  gandy  weeds  : 
And  ftubbom  youth,  by  cnltnre  ncfobducd. 
Lies  wildly  barren,  or  but  gayly  rode. 
Yet,  as  fome  Phidias  gives  the  marble  life. 
While  Art  with  Nature  holds  a  dubious  ftrife^ 
Adorns  a  rock  with  graces  not  its  own. 
And  calls  a  Venus  from  the  rugged  ftone  j 
So  culture  aids  the  human  foul  to  rile. 
To  fcom  the  fordid  earth,  and  mount  the  (kies> 


Till  by  degrees  the  noble  gueft  refines. 

Claims  her  high  birthright,  and  divinely  ihines. 


Bid 
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Bid  virtuous  forrow  fkifle,  icornM  merit  chear^ 
And  o'er  affli6lion  pour  the  generous  tetr. 
Some,  wildly  liberal,  fquander,  not  beftowr. 
And  give  unpl-ais'd,  becaufe^they  give  For  fliow  t 
To  fanflify  thy  wealth,  on  worth  employ 
Thy  gold,  ahd  to  a  bleflitig  turn  the  toy  : 
Thus  offerings  from  th'  unjuft  pollute  the  (kies» 
The  good,  turn  fmoke  into  a  facrifice. 

As  when  an  artid  plans  a  favourite  draught. 
The  ftni6lures  rife  refponfive  to  the  thought  s 
A  palace  grows  beneath  his  forming  hands. 
Or  worthy  of  a  God  a  temple  ftands  : 
Such  is  thy  rifing  frame  !  by  heaven  defign'd 
A  temple,  worthy  of  a  godlike  mind  5 
Nobly  adoru'd,  and  finiftiM  to  dtfplay 
A  fuller  beam  of  heaven's  aethereal  rs^y. 

May  all  thy  chaiWi  ihcreafe,  O  lovely  boy  ! 
Spare  them,  ye  pains,  and  age  alone  deftroy  I 
So  fair  thou  art,  that  if  great  Cupid  be 
A  child,  thfe  God  rh«ght  boaft  to  look  like  thee  I 
When  young  lulus'  form  he  deign'd  to  wear. 
Such  were  his  fmiles,  and  fuch  his  winning  air  1 
Ev'n  Venus  might  miftake  thee  for  her  own. 
Did  not  thy  eyes  proclaim  thee  not  her  fon ; 
Thence  all  the  lightning  of  thy  mother's  flieSy 
A  Cupid,  grac'd  with  Cythersa's  eyes ! 

Yet  ah  !  how  ihort  a  date  the  powers  decree 
To  that  bright.fnime  of  beauties  and  to  thee ! 

Paf^ 


Oh  THfc  BiRTK-DAir  o¥  A  6entlbman.    ^5 

Pafs  a  few  days,  and  all  thofe  beautks  fl^  I ' 
Pafs  a  few  years,  afid  thou  alas !  ihak  die ! 
Then  all  thy  kindred,  all  thy  fnends  fhall  fee 
With  tears,  what  now  thou  art,  and  they  muft  be ; 
A  pale,  cold,  lifelefs  lump  of  earth  deplore  ! 
Such  flialt  thou  be,  and  kings  (hall  be  no  more ! 

But  oh !  when,  ripe  for  death,  fate  calls  the^  henc6. 
Sure  lot  of  every  mortal  excellence  I 
When,  pregnant  as  the  womb,  the  teeming  ^arth 
Reiigns  thee  quicken'd  to  thy  fecond  birth. 
Rife,  cloathM  with  beauties  that  fliall  never  die  ! 
A  faint  on  earth !  an  angel  in  the  iky  I 


The  Forty-third  Chapter  of  Ecclefiafticus. 
A    PARAPHRASE. 


I  th'  ethe-  f 


'TpHE  fun  that  rolls  his  b^amy  orb  on  high, 
^     Pride  of  the  world  and  glory  of  the  iky, 
Illuftrious  in  his  courie,  in  bright  array 
Marches  along  the  heavens,  and  fcatters  day 
0*er  earth,  and  o'er  the  main,  and  through  i 

real  way. 

He  in  the  mom  renews  his  radiant  round. 
And  warms  the  fragrant  bofom  of  the  ground  } 
But  ere  the  rfoon  of  day,  in  fiery  gleams 
He  darts  the  glory  of  his  blazing  beams  $ 
Beneath  the  burnings  of  his  fultry  ray. 
Earth  to  htr  centre  piercM  admits  the  day  | 

Huge 
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Huge  vales  expand,  where  rivers  rolPd  before* 
And  lelTen'd  Teas  contrafl  within  their  fhore. 

O  I  Power  Aiprcme  !  O  !  high  above  all  height  I 
Thou  gav'ft  the  fun  to  fliine,  and  thou  art  light  t 
Whether  he  falls  or  rifcs  in  the  (kits, 
He  by  thy  voice  is  taught  to  fall  or  rife  ; 
Swiftly  he  moves,  refulgent  in  his  fphere. 
And  meafuix-8  out  the  day,  the  month,  and  year  j 
He  drivel  the  hours  along  with  flower  pace, 
The  minutes  rufli  away  impetuous  in  their  races 
He  wakes  the  flowers  that  fleep  within  the  earth. 
And  calls  the  fragrant  infants  o\!it  to  birth; 
The  fragrant  infants  paint  th'  enamel'd  vales, 
And  native  incenfe  loads  the  balmy  gales. 
The  balmy  gales  the  fragrancy  convey 
To  heaven,  and  to  their  God  an  offering  pay. 

By  thy  command  the  moon,  as  day-light  fades. 
Lifts  her  broad  circle  in  the  deepening  fhades ; 
Array 'd  in  glory,  and  enthroned  In  light. 
She  breaks  the  folcmn  terrors  of  the  night  j 
Sweetly  inconftant  in  her  varying  flame. 
She  changes  ftill,  another,  yet  the  fame  I 
Now  in  decreafe  by  flow  degrees  (he  flirouds 
Her  fading  luftre  in  a  veil  of  clouds  ; 
Npw  at  increafe,  her  gathering  beams  difplay 
A  blaze  of  light,  and  give  a  paler  day  j 
Ten  thoufand  ftars  adorn  her  glittering  train. 
Fall  when  Ihe  falls,  and  rife  with  her  cgain  ^ 

And 
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And  o*er  the  deierts  of  the  fky  unfold 
Their  bamtn^  fpangles  cf  fidereal  gold  r 
Through  the  wide  heavens  (he  movet  ferenety  brighti 
Queen  of  the  gay  attendants  of  tirfe  night ; 
Orb  above  orb  in  Tweet  confuiton  lies* 
And  with  a  bright  diforder  paints  the  ikies. 

The  Lord  of  Natuie  framM  the  ihowery  hoMf» 
Turned  its  gay  arch,  and  bade  its  colours  glow ; 
lu  radiant  circle  compafles  the  (kies» 
And  fweetly  the  rich  tin6liires  faint»  and  rife ; 
It  bids  the  horrors  of  the  ftorm  to  ceafe. 
Adorns  the  clouds,  and  makes  the  tenipeft  p1ea(e. 

Hey  when  deep-rolling  clouds  blot  out  the  day. 
And  thunderous  ftonns  a  folenin  gloom  difplay  j 
Pours  down  a  watery  deluge  from  on  high, 
And  opens  all  the  fluices  o(  the  Iky ; 
High  o'er  the  fliores  the  rufliing  furge  prevaHs, 
Burfts  o*er  the  plain,  and  roars  along  the  vales  : 
Daflung  abruptly,  dt^adful  down  it  comes, 
Tumbling  through  rocks,  and  tofles,  whirls  and  foams  t 
Mean  time,  from  every  region  of  the  flcy, 
Red  burning  bolts  in  foilcy  vengeance  ily  t  ' 

Dreadfully  bright  o>r  feas  and  earth  th^y  glare. 
And  burfts  of  thunder  rend  th'  encam^er*d  air  i 
At  once  the  thunders  of  th*  Almighty  foundj        "* 
Heaven  lours,  descend  the  floods, and  rocks  the  groundt 

He  gives  the  furious  whirlwind  wings  to  fly» 
To  rend  the  earth,  and  wheel  along  the  Iky ; 

H  In 


^  K«.OOME*3   TOMMS. 

In  circSng  eddies wbirrdr  it  »oaur»  a]ofKl> 
Drives  wavt  OD  wave,  and  daibes  dood  on  douil^ 
IVbete^cr  k  aiove%  it  lay»  wl^kibreib  U«r, 
And  at  the  Wafl^  eternal  mowitatfis  bow  ^ 
While^  tearing  i^'  tbe  iaadsy  i»  drifts^  they  rlik^ 
And  half  :tlie  di^rts  mount  the  biKthen'd  flues. 

He  horn  airiat  tzeafures  downwacd  pours. 
Sheets  of  unfolly'd  fnow  in  lucid  ihowers. 
Flake  after  flake,  through  air  thick- wavering  flies,. 
Till  oae  vaft  fluning  wafte  all  nature  Ties  ; 
Then  the  proud,  hills  a^TJKgin  whicenefs  {bed,. 
A  jdazzling  brigbtnefs  glitter»  from  the  mead  x 
The  hoary  trees  rcfleft  a  filver  fliow,. 
And  groves  beneath  the  lovely  burden  bow< 

He  from  loo%  vapourS'  with,  an  icy  chain 
Binds  theroundhatl,  ami  moulds^thebarden^drain.^ 
The  ftony^  tempeft  with  ft  ru&ing  found. 
Beats  the  firm  glebe>  refuking  fi'om  the  ground^ 
Swiftly  it  falls,  and  as  it  falls  invades 
The  rifing^bex^,  or  breaks  the  fpreadtng  blades  z 
While  infant  fiowers  that  r»isr*d  their  bloomy  beatd% 
Cru(h*d  by  its- ftuR^r  fink  into  their  beds. 

When  ftormy  Winter  from  the  frozen  North 
Borne  on  his  icy  chariot  ifTues  forth  3. 
The  blafted  groves*  their  verdant  pride  redgn. 
And  billows  hardened  into  cryftal  (hine  : 
Sharp itiows  the  rigour  of  the  piercing  winds, 
And;tbe pmud floodt^as with  abreaiivjilaiB binds  i 

7  *  Kn'n 


Er'n  the  proud  fe^s  (otf^et  in  tides  to  roil 
Beneath  the  freezings  of  the  Northern  pole  | : 
There  waves  on  waves  in  folid  mooauios  rile^ 
And  Alps  of  ice  invade  the  wondering  ik.ies|. 
While  gulphs  below^  and  flipftsry  vallies  lie» 
And  with  a  dreadful  bright^a  pain  the  eye  ). 
But  if  wann  winds  a  warnter  air  reftore. 
And  fofter  breeties  bring  a  jgenial  fhower/ 
The  genial  (hower.  revives  the  chearftil  plain, . 
And  the  huge  bills  floW  dowh  inio  the  -main. 

When  the  ic»s  rage» ,and  Joudvthe jocean  .roars»«    * 
When  foaming  bi^lowa  laiktbe  foimdMiig  ihores  $^ 
If  he  in  thomlcr  bid  the  waves  fubfide^^ 
The  waves  obadieat /ink.  upon-ithe  tide»t> 
A  fudden  peace  controls  the  lim^  ^^Jp^  • 
And  the  ftiU  waters  i»foft  filence  deep. 
Then  lieave»  lets  down  a  g»lden«ftreaiuing  ray^  ,• 
And  all. the  bK>ad  ^xpanfton  flaoioB  wit^  days 
In  the  clear  glafs.  the  ^riners  defcry 
A  fun  iaverteti,  and  i  downward  iky« 

They  who  adventurous  ^tow  the  watery  way^  , 
The  dreadful  wonders- of  the  deep  furvey  5 
Pamiliar  with  the  firornM-theiv  fails  unbindy 
Tempt  the  rough 'bla(^,  and  bound Iiteforct4ie  winds. 
Now  high  <tbey  niourit,  nowihoot  intaa.valey. 
Now  fmooth  their  courfe,  and  feud  before  the  gale  j , 
There  rolling  monftersi  armM  ia  fcaly  pride, . 
Blounceaathe  biJiows,  and  daih  round  the  tide ; , 

JbT-a-  Thtstc 
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There  Ujige  Leviathan  unwieldy  move?. 

And  through  the  waves,  a  living  ifland,  roves; 

In  dreadful  paftime  terribly  he  fports. 

And  the  vaft  ocean  fcarce  his  weight  fupports  j 

Where'er  he  turns  the  hoary  deeps  divide, 

He  breathts  a  tempeft,  and  he  fpouts  a  tide. 

Thus,  Lord,  the  wonders  of  earth,  fea,  and  air> 
Thy  bopndlefs  wifdom  and  thy  power  declare  i 
Thou  high  in  glory,  and  in  might  ferene,. 
Scc'ft  and  mov'ft  all,  thyfelf  unmov'd,  unfeen  : 
Should  men  and  angels  join  in  fongs  to  raife 
A  grateful  tribute  equal  to  thy  praife. 
Yet  far  thy  g*-ory  would  their  praife  outfhine. 
Though  men  and  angels  in  the  fong  (hould  join  ; 
For  though  this  earth  with  (kill  divine  is  wrought. 
Above  the  guefs  of  man,  or  angePs  thought, 
Yet  in  the  fpactous  regions  of  the  ikies 
New  fcenes  unfold,  and  worlds  on  worlds  arife. 
There  other  orbs,  round  other  funs  advance. 
Float  on  the  air,  and  run  their  myftic  dance } 
And  yet  the  power  of  thy  Almighty  hand^ 
Can  build  another  world  from  every  fand : 
And  though  vain  man  aiTaign  thy  high  decree^ 
Tiil  this  juft !  what  is,  that  ought  to  be. 


The 
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The  Conclafioii  of  an  Bpilogoe  to  Mr.  Sov- 
thern's  laft  Play,  ctllM  Money  the  Miftrefs. 

THERE  was  a  time,  when  in  his  younger  yeart^ 
Our  au£hor*8  icenes  commanded  fmilcs  or  tears  i 
And  though  beneath  the  height  of  days  he  bends. 
Yet,  lilce  the  fun,  he  (hines  as  he  defcends  t 
Then  with  applaufe,  in  honour  to  his  age, 
Difinifs  your  veterguk  foldier  *  off  the  (lage^ 
Crown  bis.laft  exit  with  diftingui(h*d  praife. 
And  kindly  hide  hk  f  bildne^  with  the  bays* 

The    PARTING,   a   So  wo,  fet  by  Df« 

Tudway,  Profefibr  of  Mafic  in  Cambridge. 

TT7HEN  from  the  plains  Belinda  iled^ 
^^    The  fad  Amintor  ligh'd. 
And  thus  while  ftreams  of  tears  he  flied» 
The  monniful  (hepherd  cryM. 

**  Move  flow,  ye  hours  I  thou  time  delay  f 
*'  Prolong  the  bright  Belinda's  (by : 
**  But  yon,  like  her,  my  prayer  deny, 
•*  And  cruelly  away  ye  fly. 

*  From,  the  ilage. 

t  Alluding  to  a  vote  oF  the  Roman  fenate,  by 
whicb^  they  decreed  C^far  a  crown  of  laurel  to  cover 
his  baldnt:fs* 

H  3  «  Yet 


<«  Yet  though  flic  flic?,  flic  leaves  behind 
'  «<  Ser  lotely  i«age  in  my  4«mM  ^  -  * 

«<  D !  ftft  Mimh»  ^th  me  0ay»       ., 
«  Or  take  thy  image  too  awiy  1 

^  *<  Sec  I  how  the  fields  are  gay  ai:ou|i|1» 
'  «  Howr  painted  flowei's  adoro. the. ground ! 
^ '' As  if  the  fieMs»  a&  well  as  I|^  2 
**  Were  proud  to  pkaie  toy  f^rrone^s  eye. 

'  <(  But  now,  ye  fields,  no  more  be  guy, .  .  . 

*  *<  No  more,  ye  flowers,  Tourdianas  dif^ay ! 

*«  'Tis  defcrt  aU^  -now  you  aiic  fled,: 

*<  And  paradife  is  where  you  tread. 

6(7nmov''d  the'l^i^gin'Aie^  hirearis^ 

To  fliine  ar  oottit  and  pity, 
To  lonely  fliades  the  youth  repaiiv. 

To  weep  his  Kfe  away«   "  7  T 

V  \ 

On  a^LowBE  .which  Belinda  gave  ae^a 
ker  Bofora. 

'     V.' 

^^!  lovely  olfepring  of  the  May,  ? 

^^  Wbeneeflowthybahny  odours,  ^af! 
r^uch  odours^not  thearient  boifts  1 
Though  Paraaife  adomM  the  eoafts  ! 
O  \  Tweeter  than  each  flower  that  btooms,  * 

ThisTngraaccfrom  thy  hofom  comes  ! 
Thence,  itience  fbch  fweets  are  %read  Abroad, 
As  plight  be  lACtDle  for  a  God ! 

Wbch 
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When  Tefitis  ftood  concord  Irodn  tiewf 
Ho*  foil,  the  latent  *  Ooddeft  knew« 
Such  fweets  bresth*d  round  t  and  thni  we  know 
Our  otlier  Venus  hefc  below. 

But  ice  1  my  fdktSk^  fee  thit  flower* 
^This  fliort-livM  beauty  of  an  h^ur!-*  . 
Such  are  thy  charsM  l^-^tt  SZcphyr«  taring 
The  flower  to  bloom  again  in  fpriog » 
But  beauty,  wbea  it  once  declines^ 
No  more  to  warm  the  lover  fliines  i 
Alas  *  inceiTant  ipeeds  the  day. 
When  thou  flialt  be  but  common  clay  1 
When  I,  who  now  adore,  may  fee, 
.'  And  ev*n  with  hofror  ftart  fi9m  Una  1 

But  ere^  fweet  gift,  thy  grace  confumes^ 
"  Show  thou  my  fair-one  how  /he  blooms  ! 
Put  forth  thy  charms  :-*and  then  declare 
ThyfcH*  Itfs  fweet,  thy felf  fcfs  fair  i 
Then  fudden,  by  a  M£t  decay^ 
Let  all  thy  beauties  fade  away : 
And  let  her  sn  thy  glafs  defcry. 
How  youth  and  how  frail  beauty  die* 

Ah !  turn,  «sy  charmer,  turn  diy  eyei  t 
Seti  how  at xuice  it  frdes*  it  dies ! 

*  Ambrofixque  CflfB9B  drriaum  rertice  odorem 
.Spixavere.  ^  Vx#>6. 

H  4  WWe 
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Wbile  thiDe^-it  gaily  plea&'d,  the  view 

Unfaded,  as  before  it  grew ! 

Nowy  from  thy  bofom  doomed  to  ftvay^ 

*TS6  only  beauteous  in  decay  s 

So  the  rweet-fmelling  Indian  flowers» 

Griev'd  wken  they  leave  thb(e  happier  fhores, 

Siekeiiy  and  die  away  in  ours. 

So  floors,  in  Eden  fondto  hlow. 

In  Paradifo  would  only  grow. 

Nor  wonder,  faired,  to  furvey 
The  flower  fo  fuddenly  decay  ! 
Too  cold  thy  breaft  !  •  nor  can  it  grow 
Between  fucb  little  hills  of  fnow. 

X  now»'  vain  infidel,  no  naore 
JDeride  th'  -Egyptians,  who  adore 
The  fifing  herb,  and  blooming  flower ; 
jhlowy  now  their  convert  I  will  be, 

0  lovely  flower,  to  wor/hip  thee. 

But  if  thou  *it  one  of  their  fad  train 
Who  dyM  for  love,  and  cold  difdain^ 
"Who,  changed  by  fome  kind  pitying  power^ 
^  f  lover  ofKe,  art  now  a  flower  | 
P  pity  me,  O  weep  my  care, 
A  thocifiind,  thoufand  pains  t  bear» 

1  k)ve,  I  die  through  deep  defpair  I 


V  A  X  I  A  T  X  O  N. 

•  ——how  could  it  grow. 

^  See  Ovid*s  Metaniorph* '  The 


[     tos     ] 

The  Stort  of  Talus,  from  the  Fourth. 
Book  of  ApoUoxiias  Rhodfus.     V.  1629. 

'T^  HE  evening  ftar  now  Urts^  as  day-h'ght  fades, 
^     His  golden  circlet  in  the  deepening  ihades, 
StretchM  at  hi  a  eafe,  the  weary  labourer  ihares 
A  Tweet  forg^tfulners  of  human  cares  ; 
At  once  in  filence  fink  the  deeping  gales. 
The  maft  *  they  drop,  and  furl  the  flagging  fails^ 
All  night,  all  day,  they  ply  the  bending  oars, 
TowVd  Carpathus,  and  reach  the  rocky  (horts  ; 
Thence  Crete  they  view,  emerging  from  the  main. 
The  queen  of  ifles,  but  Crete  they  view  in  vaiD» 
There  Talus,  whirling  with  refiftlefs  fway. 
Rocks  ihecr  uprent,  repels  them  from  the  bay : 
A  giant)  fprung  from  giant-race,  who  took 
Their  births  from  entrails  of  the  ftubbom  oak  i 
Fierce  guard  of  Crete  I  by  Jove  aiTiftant  given 
To  t  legillators,  ftyl'd  the  Tons  of  heaven  x 
To  mercy  deaf,  he  thrice  each  year  explores 
The  trembling  iile,  and  ilrides  from  ihores  to  fliores : 
A  form  of  living  brafs  !  one  part  beneath 
Alone  be  bears,  a  path  to  let  in  deaths 
Where  o*er  the  ankle  fwells  the  turgid  vein. 
Soft  to  the  ftroke,  and  fenfiblc  of  pain. 

•  Argoi^auts. 

4  Minot  and  KJudamanthus, 

And 
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And  «ow  her  njagic  fpcHs  •  M?d^  tri«S, 
Bids  the  red  fiends,  the  dogs  <rf  Otpo«  rift,    . 
That,  ftarting  dread/ul  from  tV  rn^ernal  ihade, 
Hide  lieaven  in  fiorrAs,  and  all  thatluie^thet,  invadr  { 
Tbrtce  ihe  applies  the  power  cf  magic  pr^er,  • 

Thrice,  hellward  ^end4ijg,  mutters  charms  in  air  j 
'Then,  taming  toward  the  foe,  hids  rtiifchief  fly,      • 
And  looks  deftruftion,  as  (he  points  her  eye  j 
Then  fpeSres,  rifing  from  Tartarean  Sowerj, 
Howl  round  rn  air,  or  grin  along  the  Chores ; 
While,  f  tearing:  tip  ^hole  hiHs,  the  giant  throws 
Outrageous;  rocks  on  rocks,  to  cruth  the  foes  i 
But,  frantic  as  he  ftrides,  a  fud<len  wound 
Burfts  the  nfe-veln,  and  Wood  o'erlpreads  the  groun^t 
As  from  tli^  furnace,  in  a  burning  floods 
.Pour$  tnolten  lead,  fo  pours  in  ftieam's  his  blood  j 
And  now  he  ftaggers,  as  the  ipint  Ites, 
9Ie  faints,  he  fmks;  he  tumbles,  and  he  dies* 
As  fome  hugJ  Cedar  oii  a  roountalri's  brow,  ^ 
Pierc'd  by  the  fteel,  expefts  the  final  blow, 
A  while  it  totters  with  alternate  fway. 
Till  fi-dheiiing  breezes  through  the  branches  play  ; 
Then,  tumbling  downward  with  a  thundering  found*. 
Falls  headlong,  and  o^erfpreads  a  breadth  of  ground  s 
:6o  as  the  giant  falls,  the  ocean  roars, 
Out-ftsetch'd  h6  lies«  and  covers  half  the  fhores. 

•V.  i^i.  fV.  1^79. 


t.«>7  y  ^  ■  ^ 

From  the  Ex^rPKTH  Book  pf  the  Ilx^vos  (f 
Hover*. 
In  Ac  StyJc  dF  Mi  L T  o  N.  * 

"1^  OW  gaf'AtatwminfOk  Tttfaaausi*- bed  • 
"^^    Rofe  ia  the  oiient»  to  fMclviiiic^h^  4f^y 
To  Gods  antl  men  s  down  to  tho  Gseciaa.  tents  -  . 
Satarniaa  Jove  iindft  difcord,  wod  with  {blood  f 
"War  in  her  hand  flie^rafpa*  -tts^at'of  war  |    ■         # 
'On  brave  TJlyflfle*'fliip  flie  took  her  ftawi*  ' 
The  centre  of  the  hoftt|  that  dl  night  hear 
tier  klreadM'Voice  s  h«r  dreadful  voice  file  raie>d» 
Jarring  alongrthemttliag  fiioree  it.ran 
Totitf^iket'«vndecttiem«k^  AcUtieeliewdy 
And  Ajax  hearttthefoaiid^  with  martial  firee  -  . 
Now  every  bdfeim'btfme,  omMy '  ghiriovs  Jumfi* 
Fierce  Atty  demaad  f  the  aoble'Ortbiatt  ihag 
^wdk  every  heart*  no  coward  thoughH  of  ^flight 
JliTe  ia  their  foolti  hnt  hlood  they  breathe  attd  w««,  . 

Now  hy  the  *  irdnch  piofoond*  ^e<harioteers 
Range  their  fnmd  fteedsi  jnow^ar  by  car  difplaya 
A  direfttl'frDiit4  now  o>er  the  trembKng  Md 
JtuOiee  th*  emhattiodtfoot;)  noiTe-veadft  theikiea». 
Moift  iincKttagaifli*4s  eie  the  beamy,  day^ 
^FlaniM  ih  th*  hS^nal^vault,  ftrefeCbM  m  tbi  vaa 
-Stood  the  bold  infantry :  The  rulhiag  cast 
^Qsai'd  tbe^cep  rear  in  battailous  aaraju 
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Now  from  his  heavens  Jove  hurls  his  burning  bohs» 

Uoarie  m uttering  thunders  grumble  in  the  (ky» 

Willie  from  the  cloiids,  infteat}  of  momtng^diewsy 

Huge  drops  of  blood  tfiibiin  the  ei-imfon  ground  } 

Fatal  prefage  I.  that  in  that  dreadful  day 

The  great  fhould  bleed,  imperial  heads  lie  low ! 

Mean  time  the  bands  of  Troy  in  proiid  array '      '^ 
Stand  to  their  wmn,   and  from  a  ri£ng  ground     * 
Breathe  faHous  war  %  Mere  gathering  hofts  attend 
The  towering  HeAoi*:  there  refulgent  bands 
Surroimd  Po(ydamw»  iBneas  there 
Marihals  hi»  dauAtlefs  files ;  nor  unoaploy^d 
Stand  PolylHis,  Agenor  great  in  arms^ 
And  Acamas^  whofe  frame  the  Gods  eodow*d 
With  more  than  mortal  eharms :  fitrce  in  the  van 
Stern  Heftar  fhines,  and*  Ihakes  hts  blaiing  (haeldy 
As  the  fierce  dog-ftar  with  malignant  fires 
Fhunea  in  the  front  of  heaven*  thcn»  loft  in  clovils. 
Veils  his  pemicioas  beams  f  from  rank  to  rank 
So  He6lor  ilrode ;  now  dreadful  m  the  van 
AdvancM  his  fttn-«bniad  Ihield,  now  to  the  rear 
Swift  nifhing  disappeared  t  His  radiant  arms 
Blai:*d  on  his  limbs,  and  bright  as  Jove*t  dire  bolta 
Flafird  o*er  the  field,  and  lightened  to  the  flues. 

As  toiling  reapers  in  Tome  ^ciona  field, 
KangM  in  two  bands,  move  adverse,  rank  on  rank 
Where  o*er  the  tilth  the  grain  in  ears  of  gold 
Waves  nodding  to  the  breeze ;  at  once  they  bend» 
At  once  the  oopious  harveft  fwells  th£  ground  t 
So  ruih  to  battle  o*er  the  dreadful  field 

Hofi 
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Ho  ft  again  ft  hoft ;  they  meet,  dsey  cloie,  am)  rankt 
Xumhle  on  ranks ;  no  tboughta  appear  of  flighty 
None  of  difmay :  dubious  m  even  fcalet 
Xhe  battle  hangs  f  iiot  fiercer,  rarenoas  wolves 
I>ilpiite  the  prey ;  the  deathfal  fcene  vnth  joy 
Difcordy  dire  parent  of  tremendous  woes. 
Surveys  exultant  s  of  th*  tmniortal  train 
Difcord  alone  defcends,  affifts  alone 
Xhe  honprs  of  the  field ;  in  peace  the  Gods 
High  in  Olympian  bowers  on  radiant  thrones 
Lament  the  woes  of  roan  $  but  loud  complaints 
From  every  God  arofe;   Jove  favoured  Troy, 
At  partial  Jove  they  murmur^  :  he  iinmov'd 
All  heaven  in  murmurs  heard,  apart  he  fate 
EnthronM  in  glory  :  down  to  earth  he  turned 
His  ftedfaft  eye,  and- from  his  throne  fiurvey^d 
The  rifing  towers  of  Troy,  the  tented  (hores. 
The  blaze  of  arms,  the  flayer  and  the  flatn. 

While,  with  his  morning  wheels,  the  God  of  day 
ClimVd  up  the  fteep  of  heaven,  with  equal  rage 
In  murderous  ftorms  the  fhafts  from  hoft  to  hoft 
Flew  adverfe,  and  in  equal  ttumbers  fell 
Promifcuous  Greek  and  Trojan,  till  the  hour 
When  the  tir*d  woodman  in  the  (hady  vale 
Spwads  his  penurious  meal,  when  high  the  fon 
Flames  in  the  zenith,  and  his  (inewy  arms 
Scarce  wield  the  ponderous  ax,  while  hunger  keen   ^ 
Admonishes,  and  nature  fpent  with  toil 
Craves  due  repkft^Then  Greece  tht  ranks  of  Troy 
Widi  horrid  inroad  goar'd  j  fierce  from  the  van 

Sprung 


Sproag  the  ftern  *  king  of  raea^  and  breathing  destii* 
Where  in  firm  battle^  Trojaiis  band' by  band- 
Embody^d  fteods  purAied  his  dread£al  way  ^ 
His  hoft  h^S' ftepatten4B  s  now  glows  the  war» 
Horfe  tiead9^<m  boi^ej.and  naan  eocounteWng  manf.- 
Swells  the  dire  field  with  death,  the  plungiog  deeds- 
Beat  the  finn.  gkbes  f  thix;k  duft  inriiing  clouds 
Barkens  the  fky  t  Indignant  o^ertbe  plata« 
Atrides  ftaUtt;  death  erery  fisep  attends^ 
As  when,  ia  fyvoc  huge  &reft,  fudden  flames. 
Rage  dreadful  vfhtu  ]>o^gh  wu»ds  aflift  the  blaxe^, 
From  tree  to  tree  the  iery  torrent  rolls^ 
And  the  vaft  foreflrfinks  with* all  its  grovies- 
Beneath  the  burning  deluge ;  &>  whole  hods^ 
Yield  to  Atrides^  ^roi'i  car.  again  ft  car 
Rufl\*d  rattling  o*er'.tho  Held,  and  through  the  rank»^ 
Unguided  broke  ^  while  breathlef«  on  the  ground* 
Lay  the  pale  charioteers  :  In  death  deformed  j. 
To  their  chafte  briJes  fad.fpe^lacles  of  woe. 
Now  only  grateful  to  the  fowls  of«aH-. 

Mean  time,  the  care  of  Jove,  great  He^lor  (lood: 
Secure  in  fcenes  of  deaths  in  ftormi  of  darts. 
In  (lau^Cer  and  alarms,  in  duft  and'blood« 

Still  Agamemnon  rafhing  o'er  the  $eld 
£.eads  hisbold  bands  :  whole  hofts  before  him  By,. 
Now  Ilus*  tomb  they  pafs,.now  urge  tbetrv  way    • 
Clofe  by  the  Hg-uet,  fhade  :  with  ihouts  the  king 

*^  Agamemj;oni  V.  14.8  • 

Foiiuea 
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Ptirfues  the  foe  ioceitknt,  duft  and  blood* 

Blood  mixed  with  dxi&f.  diiVains  his.  murderous-  hands* 

As  when  a  Vioi^  m  ihe  gloom,  ol  night. 
}nvade»  an  herd  of  beeves,.  o>r  all  the  plains- 
Trembling  they  foatter  t  furious  on  the  prey 
The  generous  iavage  flies,  and  vwth>fie£ce  jo^i- 
Seizes  the  luft :  his  hungry  foaming  Jaws 
Chum  the  black  blpod^  and  rend  the  panting  pi^ey*. 
Thus  fled  tftefoe^  Atrid<B»thus  pua^ued^ 
And  dill  the  hindmoft  (lew :  they  from  their  cars 
Fell  headlong,,  for  his- javelin,  wrhi  for  blood,. 
Rag*d  terribly^,  and  now  psoud  Troy  hadfarn. 
But  the  <^ad^  Siie  of  men  and  Gods  defcends 
Terrific  fcom  his  heavens,  his  vengeful  hand 
Ten  thou&nd  thunders  grafps^:  on  Ida^s  beights- 
^"M[c  takes  his  ftand^  k  fimkes  with  all  its  groves 
Beneath,  the  God  ^,  tlie  Godsfufpends  the  war. 


To  Mrs.  E  h.iz.  M> 'X,  on  Ker  PJdure,. 

171.6.. 

£^\  wondrous  art,  that  grace  to  fhadows  gives  ! 
^^  By  wbofe  command^the  lovely  phantom  lives  •• 
Smiles  vw'th  her  rmiles-!  the  mimic  eye  inflills- 
A  real  frame !'  the  fancyM  lightning  kills ! 
Tims  mirrors  catch-the  lova-infpiring  face. 
And  the  new  charmer  grace  rctujpns  for  grace. 

Hence  fliall  thy  beauties,  when  no  more  appears- 
TbeiK  fair  poiTeH'ori  ihiaeathourandyears: 

By 
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By  age  uninjurM,  future  times  adorn. 
And  warm  the  hearts  of  millions  yet  unborn. 
Who,  gazing  on  (he  portrait  with  a  figh. 
Shall  grieve  fuch  perfefl  charms  could  erer  die ; 
How  would  they  grieve,  if  to  fuch  beauties  {oin*d 
The  paint  could  /hew  the  wonders  of  thy  mind  > 

O !  virgin,  born  th*  admiring  world  to  grace  1 
Tranfniit  thy  excellence  to  lateft  days  $ 
Yield  to  thy  lover's  vows  !  and  then  (hall  rife 
A  race  of  beauties  conqu^ing  with  thine  eyes : 
Who  reigning  in  thy  charms  from  death  /hall  iave 
Thsft  lovely  form,  and  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 

Thus  when  through  age  the  rofe- tree's  charms  decay. 
When  all  her  fading  beauties  die  away ; 
A  blooming  offspring  fills  the  parent's  place 
With  equal  fragrance,  and  with  equal  grace. 

But  ah !  how  fhort  a  date  on  earth  is  given 
To  the  moft  lovely  workman/hip  of  heaven  ? 
Too  foon  that  check  muft  every  charm  refign. 
And  thofe  love-darting  eyes  forget  to  fhine ! 
While  thoufands,  weeping  round,  with  fighs  furvey 
What  once  was  yoU'-— — now  only  beauteous  clay  \ 
Ev'n  from  the  canvas  fhall  thy  image  fade. 
And  thou  re-peri(h  in  thy  peri/h'd  /hade : 
Then  may  this  verfe  to  future  ages  (how 
One  perfeA  beauty-— ^ fuch  as  thou  art  now ! 
May  it  the  graces  of  thy  foul  difpUy, 
Till  this  world  iinks,  and  funs  themfelres  decays 

7  When 
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FanUftic  potircf !  •  What  rage  thy  darta  infpifey 
When  too  much  beauty  kindles  too  much  fire  f 
Thofe  darts,  to  jealous  rage  ftern  Herod  drovr» 
It  was  a  crime,  but  crime  of  too  much  love  I 
Yet  if  condemned  he  falls— with  pitying  tycs 
Behold  his  injured  Mariaipne  rife  ! 
No  fancy'd  tale !  our  opening  fcenes  difclofe 
'  Hiftoric  truth,  and  fwell  with  real  woes. 
Awful  in  virtuous  grief  the  queen  appears. 
And  ftrong  the  eloquence  of  royal  tears  ; 
By  woes  ennobled,  with  majeftic  pace. 
She  meets  misfortune,  glorious  in  difgrace* 

Small  is  the  praife  of  beauty,  when  it  flies 
Fair  honour's  laws,  at  beft  but  lovely  vice  j 
Charms  it  like  Venus  with  celeftial  air? 
Ev'n  Venus  is  but  fcandaloufly  fair  j 
But  when  ftrift  honour  with  fair  features  joins. 
Like  heat  and  light,  at  once  it  warms  and  fliines. 

f  Then  let  her  fate  your  kind  attention  raife, 
Whofe  perfefl  charms  were  but  her  fecond  praife  | 
Beauty  and  virtue  your  protection  claim,  , 

Give  tears  to  beauty,  give  to  virtue  fame. 

Variations. 

*  What  panga  &c. 

t  Then  let  her  fate  your  jufl  attention  raif^, 
Whofe  pcrfcA  graces  were  but  iecond  praife. 

Tq 
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To  Mr.  A.  POPE,  who  corredledniy  Verfb. 

IF  e^er  my  humble  Mufe  melodious  fings,  1 

'Tis  when  you  animate  and  tune  her  ftrings  5  % 
If  e'er  the  mounts,  'tis  when  you  prune  her  wings.  3 
You,  like  the  fun,  your  glorious  beams  difplay, 
Deal  to  the  darkeft  orb  a  friendly  ray. 
And  cloathe  it  with  the  luftre  of  the  day. 

Mean  was  the  piece,  unelegantly -wrought. 
The  colours  faint,  irregular  the  draught  5 
But  your  commanding  touch,  your  nicer  art, 
Rais'd  every  ftroke,  and  brightened  every  part. 
So,  when  Luke  drew  the  rudiments  of  man. 
An  angel  finifii*d  what  the  faint  began  } 
His  wondrous  pencil,  dipt  in  heavenly  dyes. 
Gave  beanty  to  the  face,  and  lightning  to  the  eye»,    . 

Confused  it  lay,  a  rough  unpolilh'd  m«£i> 
You  gave  the  roya!  ftamp,  and  made  it  pais  | 
Ifence  ev'n  deformity  a  beauty  grew, 
sle  pleased,  Aie  charm'd,  but  pleas'd  and  charmed  h^ 

/'    yoo5 

Though  likeFromcChetrt  I  the  innge  frame, 
You  give  the  life,  and  bring  the  heavenly  flame. 
Thus  when  the  Nile  diffasM  his  watery  traia. 
In  ftreams  <6f  plenty  o'er  the  firurtf ai  plain  } 
Unfhapen  forms,  the  refufe  of  the  flood, 
Iffued  imperfe^  from  the  teeming  mud  i 

.1%  Jbr 
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But  the  great  fource  and  parent  of  the  day, 
Faihion^d  tbe.creature,  and  informM  the  clay.* 

*  Weak  of  herfelf,  my  Mufc  forbears  her  flighty 
Views  her  own  lownefs,  and  PamaiTus^  height ; 
But  when  you  aid  her  fong,  and  deign  to  nod. 
She  fpreads  a  bolder  wing,  and  feels  the  prefent  God* 

So  the.Cumaean  prophetefs  was  dumb. 
Blind  to  the  knowledge  of  events  to  come ; 

Addition. 

To  nobler  themes  thy  Mufe  triumphant  foars. 
Mounts  through  the  trafls  of  air,  and  heaven  explores* 
Say,  has  fome  feraph  tunM  thy  facred  lyre  ? 
Or  deigAM  to  touch ,thy  halIow*d  lips  with  fire  ? 
For  fure  fuch  founds  exalt  th*  immortal  ftring. 
As  heaven  approves,  and  rapturM  angels  fing. 
Ah !  how  I  liften,  while  the  mortal  lay 
Lifts  roe  from  earth  above  the  folar  way ! 
Ahl  bow  I  look  with  fcorn  on  pompous  crowns. 
And  pity  monarch s  on  their  fplendid  thrones } 
While,  thott  my  guide,  I  trace  all  nature's  laws, 
By  juft  gradations,  to  the  fovereign  caufe ! 
PleasM  I  funrev  how  varying  fchemes  unite, 
m^rlds  with  the  atoms,  angels  with  the  mite, 
And  end  in  God,  high  thron'd  above  all  height. 
Who  fees,  as  Lord  of  all,  with  equal  eye. 
Now  a  proud  tyrant  periih,  then  a  fly. 
Methinks  I  view  the  patriarch's  ladder  rife. 
Its  bafe  on  earth,  its  fummit  in  the  flcies  t 
Each  wondrous  ftep  by  glorious  angels  trod. 
And  heaven  unfolding  to  the  throne  of  God, 
Be  this  thy  praife !  I  haunt  the  lovely  bower. 
Snort  by  the  fpring,  or  paint  the  blooming  flower, 
llor.'darcs  the  Mule  attempt  an  arduous  height,  &c. 

But 
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But  when  Apollo  in  her  breaft  abode. 
She  heavM,  Aie  fweird,  (he  felt  the  ru(hing  God  j 
Hien  accents  more  than  mortal  from  her  broke. 
And  what  the  God  infpir^d,  the  prieftefs  fpoke. 

Monsieur  MAYNARD  Imitated. 

To  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lord  Cornwallis. 

T 117"  H I  L  £  paft  its  noon  the  lamp  of  life  declines, 
^  ^       And  age  my  vital  flame  invades  i 
Faint,  and  more  faint,  as  it  defcends,  it  fliines,    ' 
And  hafles,  alas  1  to  fet  in  Hiadcs. 

Then  fome  kind  power  (hall  guitle  my  ghoft  to  glades. 

Where,  feated  by  Elyfian  fprings, 
Fam*d  Addifon  attunes  to  patriot  (hades 

His  lyre,  and  Albion^s  glory  fmgs. 

There  lound,  majeftic  (hades,  and  heroes  forms. 
Will  throng,  to  learn  what  pilot  guides. 

Watchful,  Britannia's  helm  through  fa6lIous  ftorms. 
And  curbs  the  murmuring  rebel  tides. 

I  tell  how  Townlhend  treads  the  glorious  path 
That  leads  the  great  to  deathlcfs  fame, 

And  dwell  at  large  on  fpotlefs  £ng]i(h  faith. 
While  Walpole  is  the  favourite  theme. 

How,  nobly  riiing  in  their  country's  cauTe, 

The  ftedfaft  arbiters  of  right 
Exalt  the  juft  and  good,  to  guard  her  laws. 

And  call  forth  merit  into  light. 

la 
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A  loud  applaufe  around  the  echoing  coaft 

Of  all  the  pleasM  Elyfium  fliM.-— 
But,  friend,  what  place  had  you,  replks  fome  gfaoft* 

When  merit  was  the  way  to  n(t^ 

What  deanery,  or  prebend,  thine,  declare  ? 

Good  heayens  !  unable  to  reply. 
How  like  a  ftupid  idiot  I  fhould  ftare  ? 

An  anfwer,  good  my  lord,  fupply.    « 

0:s  A  MISCHIEVOUS  WOMAN. 

T^R  O  M  peace,  and  focial  joy,  Medufa  flies, 
-^  And  lovM  to  hear  the  ftorm  of  anger  rife  i 
Thus  hags  and  wkches  hate  the  iiniles  of  day. 
Sport  in  lovd  thunder,  and  in  tempeiU  play. 

Thb    coquette. 

O I L  L I  A,  with  uncontefted  fway, 
*^    Like  Rome'^s  fam'd  tyrant  reigns  j 
Beholds  adoring  crouds  obey, 

And  heroes  proud  to  wear  her  chains  s 
Yet  ftoops,  like  him,  to  erery  prize, 
Bttfy  to  nrarder  beaux  and  flies. 

She  aims  at  every  trifling  heart. 

Attends  each  flatterer^s  vows  | 
And,  like  a  pi£lure  dniwn  with  art* 

A  look  ott^all  that  gaze  beftows  i 

0 1.  may 
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S&ina  G.  L*m»r^.->  »'.«  *V '  rj  n  ur.    ,  i  f.  i»  v  n  r>  y  ► 

Aii4  <iarf R  her  i liij u-nt i v  ^-.-j^x  .« l. ^jme^ t»easL f 
Sees  rl\mu«ya  riw  .itr^c*  »vhaierrr>vui«.  a^amrnurr 

Say  couilv— -jojce  rn<j  rstiowr  ilinaicrrt 

j^OR,  Vivt  aiMTOoa^ '.  — ^ua  .cam  :i»  cBBBisca*. 

tlTajErif  ittrDii^  jrantair  jDmrav«at»c5% 
.Axtsnts^  laflsL  dur  chioks^  :irc  niV  i  3il». 

Wliilc  ssavE  ItaanRSSS  itsep*  :ii«r  lhm^>  mti^ 

I4  ^ 
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Or  as  (bme  tndttmcnf  tfirovgh  ihow-glaflct^ 
Ezpoie  their  wares  to  each  that  pafles, 
To^  of  no  uie  !  high-priz''d  commodities 
Bought  to  no  end !  Eftates  In  oddities  I 
Others,  with  like  advantage  drive  at 
Their  gain,  from  ftore-houies  in  private : 
Thus  Delia  /hines  in  places  general* 
Is  never  mifling  where  the  men  are  all  $ 
Goes  ev*n  to  church  with  godly  airs. 
To  meet  good. company  at  prayers: 
Where  ihc  devoutly  plays  her  fan. 
Looks  up  to  heaven,  but  thinks  on  man : 
You  fit  at  home:  enjoy  your  *  couGn, 
While  hearts  are  oflferM  by  the  dozen : 
O  !  born  above  your  fcx  to  rife. 
With  youth,  wealth,  beauty,  titles— wife  ! 
Oi   Lady  bright,  did  ne'er  yon  mark  yet. 
In  country  fair,  or  country  market, 
A  beau,  wbofe  eloquence  might  charm  ye, 
Enlifting  foldiers  for  the  army : 
He  flatters  every  well-built  youth, 
And  tells  him  every  thing  but — truth. 
He  cries.  Good  friend,  I'm  glad  I  hap*d  in 
Your  company,  you^ll  make  a  captain ! 
He  lifts — but  finds  the£e  gaudy  ihdws 
Soon  changed,  to  furly  looks,  and  blows  : 
^Tis  now,  March,  rafcal !  what  d*y^  grumble  > 
Thwack  goes  the  cane !  Til  make  you  humble. 

•  Mrs.  S th. 

*  Such 
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S«cli  wveddings  ars  Jtt(S  9  M^iemlik  *«M^ 

AliBoft  m  all  poottf  «c  tUtt  <tii\ii<m» 

Wiiiie  courtfliip  IiAb»  ''tu^  4««f     ^<*^#  «iMl8ifl>* 

The  fvnetttt  ciettonr  ^m  iinoc  A4flit.  * 

Had  1  the  yean  cf  %  MecbuUie«^ 

How  in  iny  cha2xaer«f«i»ik  Jr.  iife«fi  *<Mr  ^ 

0»  take  mc  to  tby  «««.,  «>J  teiNiHr  1 

I  doat,  adore  Ae  very  kksj^  -iy<  1 

They  wed — btit,  fa»cy  ^jv*-*,  k6  ^K'ltftnifif^ 

Next  morn,  be  tlbu.kt  tW  iir»4t  k^  <'lr*miif)|;« 

He  fays,  nay  fmext^  Mr  wi!<  |:t^wf  <il^  m 

One  fingle  mtmthi  thum  CuU  tv  koi^^i^g. 

What,  madam,  gaddicg  <^«fy  d*y  1 

Up  to  yoor  room !  tiitrt  Ititch,  or  prty  f 

Such  proves  the  aairaaft-ftate  1  bvt  f^  «ff 
Tbefe  tnitbs,  yo«*!2  ived«  a^d  korm  du  moni. 

On  the  Death  or  acr  DtAt  Ftievv^ 

Mr.    ELIJAH  FENTON,    1730. 

<<  Calentem 
**  Debita  fpargft  lacryma  favillam 

"  Vatif  amici/*  Hot. 

A  S  when  the  King  of  Peace,  and  Lord  of  LotCf 
'^^  Sends  down  fome  brighter  angel  from  above, 
PleasM  with  the  beauties  of  the  heavenly  Gucll, 
Awhile  we  view  him  Jn  full  glory  dreft. 
But  he,  impatient  from  his  heaven  to  ildy, 
Soon  difappears,  and  wings  hit  airy  way  } 

8# 
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So  did*ft  thou  vanlih,  eager  to  appear^ 
And  fliine  triumphant  in  thy  native  fphere* 

Yet  had^ft  thou  all  that  virtue  can  beftow,  . 
All,  the  Good  pra^ife,  and  the  learned  know ; 
Such  holy  rapture,  as  not  warms,  but  fires. 
While  the  ibul  fccms  retiring,  or  retires  : 
Such  tranfports,  as  thofe  faints  in  vifion  ihare. 
Who  know  not  whether  they  are  rapt  through  air. 
Or  bring  down  heaven  to  meet  them  in  a  prayer*    • 

O !  |arly  loft  !  yet  ftedfaft  to  furvey 
Envy,  difeafe,  and  death,  without  difmay ; 
Serene,  the  fting  of  *  pain  thy  thoughts  beguile. 
And  make  af&i£iions,  obje6ls  of  a  fmile. 
So  the  fam?d  Patriarch,  on  his  couch  of  ftone. 
Enjoyed  bright  vifions  from  th*  eternal  throne. 

Thus  weanM  from  earth,  where  pleafure  fcarce  can 
pleafe. 
Thy  woes  but  haften*d  thee  to  heaven  and  peace  s 
I    As  anfry  winds,  when  loud  thetempeft  roars. 
More  fwiftly  fpeed  the  veffcl  to  the  fhores. 

.  O I  may  thefe  lays  a  lafting  luftre  flied 
O'er  thy  dark  urn,  like  lamps  that  .grace  the  dead  I 
Strong  were  thy  thoughts,  yet  reafon  bore  the  f^ray. 
Humble,  yet  leam'd  ;  though  innocent,  yet  gay  : 
So  pure  of  heart,  that  thou  mighfft  fafely  ihow 
Thy  inmoft  bofom  to  thy  bafeft  foe : 
Carelefs  of  wealth,  thy  blifs  a  calm  retreat, 
Far^from  the  infults  of  the  fcornful  great  j 

♦  The  gout. 

Thence 
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nrhcnce  looking  with  difdain  on  proudeft  thingt. 
Thou  decmcd'ft  mean  the  pageantry  of  kings  j 
MTbo  build  their  pride  on  trappings  of  a  throne, 
A.  painted  ribband,  or  a  glittering  ftone,  '  ' 

Uielefsly  bright !  *twa8  thine  the  ibul  to  raife 
To  nobler  obje&s,  fuch  as  angels  praalb I 
To  live,  to  mortals*  empty  fame,  a  foej 
And  pity  human  joy,  and  human  woe  ! 
To  view  cv'n  fplendid  vice  with  generous  hate. 
In  life  unbiemifiiM,  and  in  death  fedate  I      « 
Then  confcience,  fhining  with  a  lenient  i-ay, 
DawnM  o*cr  thy  foul,  and  promised  endlefs  day. 
So  from  the  fctnng  orb  of  Phoebus  fly 
Beams  of  calm  light,  and  glitter  to  the  fky. 

AVhere  now,  O !  where  (hail  I  true  friendfiiip  find 
Among  the  treacherous  race  of  bale  mankind  ? 
Whom,  whom  confult  in  all  th*  uncertain  ways 
Of  various  life,  fmcere  to  blame,  or  praife  ? 
O  !  friend !  O  I  falling  in  thy  ftrength  of  yeart» 
Warm  from  the  melting  foul  receive  thefe  tears ! 
O  !  woods !  O !  wilds !  O !  every  bowery  (hade  I  ' 
So  often  vocal  by  his  roufic  made. 
Now  other  (bunds — far  other  founds  return, ' 
And  o*er  bis  herfe  with  all  your  echoes  mourn  I— 
Yet  dare  we  grieve  that  foon  the  paths  he  trod 
To  heaven,  and  left  vain  man  for  Saints  and  God? 

Thus  in  the  theatre  the  fcenes  unfold 
A  tboufand  wonders  glorious  to  behold  { 
And  here,  or  there,  as  the  machine  extends, 
A  hero  rifes,  or  a  God  defcends  : 

But 
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But  Toon  the  momentary  pleafure  flies. 
Swift  vani flies  the  God,  or  hero  dies. 

"YVhcrc  were  ye,  Mufcs,  by  what  fountain  fiAc, 
What  river  fporttng,  when  your  favorite  dfd  ?  1 

He  knew  by  verfe  to  chain  the  headlong  floods,  i 

Silence  loud  winds,  or  charm  attentive  woods.  i 

Nor  deignM  but  to  high  •  themes  to  tune  the  firing,      j 
To  fuch  as  heaven  might  hear,  and  angels  fmg ;  < 

Unlijce  thofe  bards,  who,  uninformM  to  play,  . 

Grate  on  their  jarring  pipes  a  flafhy  lay  :  , 

Each  line  difplay'd  united  ftrength  and  cafe,  , 

FormM  like  his  manners  to  inftru6l  and  pleafe* 

So  herbs  of  balmy  excellence  produce  , 

A  blooming  flower  and  falutary  juice : 
And  while  each  plant  a  fmiling  grace  reveals, 
Ufefully  gay  1  at  once  it  charms,  and  heals. 

Tranfcend  cv'n  after  death,  ye  great,  in  fliow. 
Lend  pomp  to  aflies,  and  be  vain  in  woe  9 
Hire  fubftitutcs  to  mourn  with  formal  cries. 
And  bribe  unwilling  drops  from  venal  eyes, 
"While  here  finccrity  of  grief  appears. 
Silence  that  fpeaks,  and  eloquence  in  tears ! 
While  tir'<i  of  life,  we  but  confent  to  live 
To  fliow  the  world  how  really  we  grieve  1 
As  fome  fond  fire,  whofe  or}ly  Ton  lies  dead. 
All  loft  to  comfort  makes  the  duft  his  bed : 
Hangs  o*er  his  urn,  with  frantic  grief  deplores. 
And  bathes  his  clay -cold  cheek  with  copious  ihowers, 

•  Mr.  Fenton  intended  to  write  upon  mora!  fub]e£ls. 

Such 
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Such  heart-felt  pangs  on  thy  fad  bier  attend  f 
Connpanion  f  Brother  !  all  in  one— my  friend ! 
Unlei's  the  foul  a  wound  eternal  bears. 
Sighs  are  but  air,  but  common  water,  tears  | 
The  proud  y  relentlefs,  weep  in  date,  and  fliow 
Not  forrow,  but  roagrnificence  of  woe. 

Thus  in  the  fountain,  from  the  fculptor's  bands^ 
With  imitated  life,  an  image  (lands  ; 
From  rocky  entrails,  through  his  flony  eyes» 
The  mimic  tears  in  ftreams  inceffant  rife  5 
Unconfcious  !  while  aloft  the  waters  flow. 
The  gazers  wonder,  and  a  public  /how. 

Yc  hallow'd  domes,  his  frequent  vifits  tell, 
Thou  court,  where  God  himfelf  delights  to  dwell  } 
Thou  myftic  table,  and  thou  holy  feaft, 
How  often  have  ye  feen  the  facred  gucft ! 
How  oft  his  foul  with  heavenly  manna  fed  ! 
His  faith  enlivened,  while  his  fin  lay  dead  ! 
While  liftcning  angels  heard  fuch  raptures  rife. 
As,  when  they  hyir.n  th'  Almighty,  charm  the  fkies  f   ' 
But  where,  now  where,  without  the  body*s  aid» 
New  to  the  heavens,  fubfifts  thy  gentle  (hade  ? 
Glides  it  beyond  our  grofs  imperfedl  (ky, 
Pleas'd  high  o^er  ftars,  from  world  to  world,  to  fly  t  . 
And  fearlefs  marks  the  comet*s  dreadful  blate. 
While  monarchs  quake,  and  trembling  nations  gate  f 
Or  holds  deeps  converfe  with  the  mighty  dead. 
Champions  of  virtue,  who  for  virtue  bled  ?  * 

Or  joins  in  confort  with  angelic  choirs. 
Where  hymning  feraphs  found  their  golden  lyres, 

7  Whcrt" 
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Where  raptorM  (aints  unfading  crowns  inwreath^ 
Triumphant  o^er  the  world,  o>r  fm,  and  death  ? 
O !  may  the  thought  his  friend*s  devotion  raife  I 
O  !  may  he  imitate,  as  well  as  praiie ! 
Awake,  my  heavy  foul  I  and  upward  fly. 
Speak  to  the  iaint,  and  meet  him  in  the  iky» 
And  alk  the  certain  way  to  rife  a»  high* 

To  THOMAS   MARRIOT,    Efq; 

T  Prefix  your  name  to  the  following  poem,  as  a  monu- 
-**  ment  of  the  long  and  ilncere  friendship  I  have  borne 
you,:  I  am  fenfible  you  are  too  good  a  judge  of  poetry 
to  approve  it ;  however,  it  will  be  a  teflimony  of  my 
refpeft  :  You  conferred  obligations  upon  roe  very  early 
in  life,  almoft  as  foon  as  I  was  capable  of  receiving 
them  :  May  thcfe  verfes  on  Death  long  furvive  my 
own !  and  remain  a  memorial  of  our  friendihip,  and 
my  gratitude  when  I  am  no  more. 

William   Broom  s» 

A     POEM     OK     DEATH. 
Tk  oT//|p  u  70  ^r  [Jiiy  in  Xfl&7l«rf7r» 

/^  !  for  £!)]ah*s  car,  to  wing  my  way 

^^  O'er  the  dark  gulph  of  death  to  endlefs  day  t 

A  thoufand  ways,  ahs !  frail  mortals  lead 

To  her  dire  den,  and  dreadful  aH  to  tread ! 

7  See! 
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Sec  I  in  the  horrors  of  yon  houfe  of  woes. 

Troops  of  all  maladies  the  fiend  enclofe  I 

High  on  a  trophy  rais'd  of  human  bones. 

Swords,  fpcars,  and  arrows,  and  fcpulchral  ftones. 

In  horrid  ftate  flic  reigns  !  attendant  ills 

Beiiege  her  throne,  and  when  fhe  frowns,  flic  kills : 

Through  the  thick  gloom  the  torch  red-gltaming  burns 

O'er  flirouds,  and  fable  palh,  and  mouldering  nrns  : 

While  flowing  ftoles,  black  plumes,  and  fcutchcons  fpread 

An  idle  pomp  around  the  filent  dead  : 

Unaw'd  by  power,  in  common  heap  flic  flings 

The  fcrips  of  beggars,  and  the  crowrns  of  kings  : 

Here  gales  of  fighs,  inftead  of  breezes,  blow, 

And  ttrcams  of  tears  for  ever- murmuring  flow  t 

The  mournful  yew  with  folemn  horror  waves 

His  baleful  branches,  faddening  even  the  graves; 

Around  all  birds  obfcenc  loud-fcreammg  fly. 

Clang  their  black  wings,  and  ftimk  along  the  flcy  t 

The  ground  perverfe,  though  bare  and  barren,  breedrf 

All  poifons,  foes  to  life,  and  noxious  weeds  : 

But,  blafte;i  frequent  by  th'  unwholfome  flcy. 

Dead  fall  the  birds,  the  very  poifons  d,e. 

Full  in  the  entrance  of  the  ^^f^foo^^ 
Old  age,  half  vanifli'd  to  a  ghoft,  deplores  , 

^%:^'  IwS^  a':iVing  an  lumbCd  band. 

There,  ^^^^T^^^^f^^  walk  hand  in  hand . 
Intemperance  and  ^^   ,^    ^,y,  remorfcltfs  fway 
Thefe.  Torment.  -'^'^^^^  ^,  ^ 

A  fcourge  of  iron,  laftiw  on  j 

There 
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There  frantic  Anger,  prone  to  wild  extremes, 
Grafps  an  enfanguin'd  fword,  and  heaven  blafphemcs. 
There  heart-fick  Agony  diftortcd  ftands, 
Writhes  his  convulfive  limbs,  and  wrings  his  hands. 
There  Sorrow  droops  his  ever-penfive  head, 
And  Care  ftill  tofles  on  his  iron  bed  : 
Or,  mufing,  faftens  on  the  ground  his  eye. 
With  folded  arms  j  with  every  breath,  a  figh. 
Hydrops  unwieldy  wallows  in  a  flood. 
And  Murther  rages,  red  with  human  blood. 
With  Fevep  Famine,  and  afili^ive  Pain, 
Plague,  Pefti[cnce,  and  War,  a  difmal  train  ! 
Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  more,  the  fiend  furround. 
Shrieks  pierce  the  air,  and  groans  to  groans  refound. 
O !  Heavens  !  is  this  the  padage  to  the  (kies 
That  n)an  mud  tread,  when  man  your  favourite  dies  > 
Oh !  for  Elijah^s  car,  to  wing  my  way 
Or  the  dark  gulph  of  death  to  endlefs  day ! 

Confounded  at  the  fight,  my  fpirits  fled, 
My  eyes  rain'd  tears,  ray  very  heart  was  dead  1 
I  waird  the  lot  of  man,  that  all  would  (hun, 
And  all  muft  bear  that  breathe  beneath  the  fun. 

When  lo !  an  heavenly  form,  divinely  fair. 
Shoots  from  the  ftarry  vault  through  fields  of  airs 
And,  fwifter  than  on  wings  of  lightning  driven. 
At  once  feems  here  and  there,  in  earth  and  heaven  ! 
A  dazzling  brightnefs  in  refulgent  flreams 
Flows  from  his  locks  inwreath'd  with  funny  beams ; 
His  rofeate  cheeks  the  bloom  of  heaven  difplay^ 
And  from  his  eyes  dart  glories,  more  than  day: 

A  robe. 
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A  robe,  of  light. condensed,  around  him  fhone^ 
And  bis  loins  glitter'd  with  a  ftarry  zone  : 
And  while  the  liftening  winds  lay  huih'd  to  hear»         ^ 
Thus  fpoke  the  vifion,  amiably  fevcie  I 

Vain  man  !  would'il  thou  efcape  the  common  lot^ 
To  live,  to  fuffer,  die,  and  be  forgot  ? 
Look  back  on  ancient  times^  primaeval  years. 
All,  all  are  paft !  a  mighty  void  appears  ! 
Heroes,  and  kings,  thofe  Gods  of  eartli,  whofe  fame 
Aw'd  half  the  nations,  now  are  but  a  name  1 
The  great  in  arts,  or  arms  ;  the  wile,  the  juft. 
Mix  with  the  meaneft  in  congenial  dud  ! 
Ev'n  Saints  and  Prophets  the  fame  paths  have  trod, 
AmbaiTadors  of  heaven,  and  friends  of  God  ! 
And  thou,  would'd  thou  the  general  fentence  fly  ? 
Mofes  is  dead  I  thy  Saviour  deign'd  to  die  1 
Mortal,  in  all  thy  a6ts  regard  thy  end; 
Live  well,  the  time  thou  liv*fl;,  and  death  *s  thy  friend  s 
Then  curb  each  rebel  thought  again  ft  the  flcy. 
And  die  refign'd,  O  !  Man  ordainM  to  die ! 

He  added  not,  but  fpread  his  wings  in  flighty 
And  vaniihM  in  (Ian  t  in  a  blaze  of  light. 

Abalh'd,  afham'd,  I  cry.  Eternal  Power, 
I  yield !  I  wait  refignM  the  appointed  hour ! 
Man,  fooU/h  man^  no  more  thy  foul  deceive ! 
To  die,  IS  but  the  fureft  way  to  live  « 
When  age  wc  afk,  we  aflc  it  in  our  wrong. 
And  pray  our  time  of  fuffering  may  be  long  $ 
The  naufeous  draught,  and  dregs  of  life  to  drain, 
And  feel  infirmity,  and  length  of  pain  ! 

K  -  What 
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What  art  Aou  life,  that  tire  ihould  court  tliy  ftay  ? 
A  breath,  one  fingle  gafp  muft  pufF  away  ! 
A  fhorf-liv'd  flower,  that  with  the  day  muft  fade  ? 
A  fleeting  vapour,  and  an  empty  ihade  I 
A  ftream,'  that  filently  but  fwiftly  glides 
To  meet  eternity's  immeafur'd  tides  • 
A  being,  loft  alike  by  pain  or  joy ! 
A  fly  can  kill  it,  or  a  worm  deftroy  ! 
Impaired  by  labour,  and  by  eafe  undone. 
Commenced  in  tears,  and  ended  in  a  groan  ! 
Ev'n  while  I  write,  the  tranfient  now  is  pall. 
And  death  more  near  this  fentence,  than  the  laft ! 
As  fome  weak  Ifthmus  fcas  from  feas  divides. 
Beat  by  rude  waves,  and  fep'd  by  rufliing  tides. 
Torn  from  its  bafe,  no  more  their  fury  bears. 
At  once  they  clofe,  at  once  it  difappears : 
Such,  fuch  is  life  ?  the  mark  of  mifery  plac'd 
Between  two  worlds,  the  future  and  the  paft  ; 
To  time,  to  ficknefs,  and  to  death  a  prey. 
It  finks,  the  frail  pofleflion  of  a  day  \ 

As  fome  £ond  boy,  in  fport,  along  the  fhore 
Builds  from  the  fands  a  fabric  of  an  hour ; 
Proud  of  his  fpacious  walls,  and  ftately  raoms^ 
He  ftyles  ikic  mimic  cells  imperial  domes : 
The  little  monarch  fwells  with  fancy'd  fway : 
Till  fome  wind  rifing  puffs  the  dome  away  j 
So  the  poor  reptile,  man!   an  heir  of  woe. 
The  lord  of  earth  and  ocean,  fwells  in  (how ; 
He  plants,  he  builds,  a^lcft  the  walls  arife! 
The  xu>ble  plan  he  ii nifties,  and— —dies. 

S  Swej^ 
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Swept  frQM  the  eartib  he  iharu  the  eomnea  fate. 
His  fole  diftinflioa  Mfw,  to  sot  in  ftate ! 
Thus  bufy  to  no  end  till  out  of  breath, 
Tir*d  we  lie  down,  smd  cloie  up  all  in  death. 

Then  bleft  the  man  whom  gracious  heaven  has  led 
Through  lifers  blind  mazes  to  th^  immortal  dead ! 
Who  fafely  landed  on  the  blifiifxi!  fliore. 
Nor  human  folly  feels  nor  frailty  more! 
O  !  Death,  thou  cure  of  all  our  idle  fttife ! 
End  of  the  gay,  or  itrious  farce  of  life  1 
Wiih  of  the  juft,  and  refuge  of  th'  oppreft  ! 
Where  poverty,  and  where  ev'n  kings  fijsd  reft ! 
Safe,  from  the  frowns  of  power!   calm,  thoughtful 

hate! 
And  the  rude  infults  of  the  fcomful  great ! 
The  grave  is  facred !  wrath  and  malice  dread 
To  violate  its  peace,  and  wrong  the  dead : 
But,  life,  thy  name  is  woe !  to  death  we  fly 
To  grow  immortal  S.i...iAto  life  we  die! 
Then  wifely  heaven  in  filence  has  confined 
The  happier  dead,  left  none  ihould  Hay  behind. 
What  though  the  path  be  dark  that  muftbe  trod. 
Though  man  be  blotted  from  the  works  of  God, 
Though  the  four  winds  his  fcatter'd  atoms  bear 
To  earth's  extremes  through  all  th'  expanfe  of  air  ; 
Yet  burfting  glorious  from  th^  fiJent  clay. 
He  mounts  triumphant  to  eternal  day. 

So  when  the  fun  rolls  down  th'  ethereal  plain, 
Extmai  his  %Icitd«r8  in  the  whelming  main  : 

K  z  A  tran« 
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A  tranfient  nrght  earth,  air,  and  heaven  invades, 
Eclips'd  in  horrors  of  furrounding  (hades  t 
But  foon,  emerging  with  a  freflier  ray,* 
He  ilarts  exuhant,  and  renews  the  day. 

COURAGE     IN    LOVE, 

^\/fy  eyes  with  floods  of  tears  overflow, 
"*■'*'  My  bo(bm  tjeaves  with  conftant  woe  j 
Thofe  eyes,  which  thy  unkindnefs  fwells. 
That  bofom,  where  thy  image  dwells  ! 

How  could  I  hope  fo  iweak  a  flame 
Could  ever  warm  that  matchlefs  dame. 
When  none  Elyfiuqj  muft  behold. 
Without  a  radiant  bough  of  gold  ? 
'Tis  hers,  in  fpheres  to  fliine. 
At  diftance  to  admire,  is  mine: 
Doom'd,  like  th'  enamour'd  •  youth,  to  groan 
For  a  new  goddefs  form'd  of  ftone. 

While  thus  I  fpoke.  Love's  gentle  power 
De£cended  from  th'  aethereal  bower  j 
A  quiver  at  his  flioulder  hung, 
A  ftiaft  he  grafp'd,  and  tow  unftrung. 
All  nature  own'd  the  genial  God, 
And  the  (pring  flourifh'd  where  he  trod  : 
My  heart,  no  ftranger  to  the  gueft. 
Fluttered,  and  labour'd  in  my  breaft  | 

*  Polydorus,  who  pined  to  death  for  the  love  of  « 
beautiful  (latue. 

3  When, 
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When  9  with  a  fmile  that  kindles  joy 
Ev'n  in  the  Gods,  began  the  boy  : 

How  vain  thefe  tears  1  is  man.  decreed^ 
By  being  abjefl:,  to  fucceed  ? 
Hop*ft  thbn  by  meagre  tooks  to  move  ? 
Arc  women  frightened  into  love  ? 
He  moft  prevails  who  nobly  dares  ^ 
In  love  an  hero,  as  in  wars : 
Ev'n  Venus  may  be  known  to  yield, 
But  'tis  when  Mars  difputes  the  field : 
Sent  from  a  daring  hand  my  dart 
Strikes  deep  into  the  fair-one^s  heart : 
To  winds  and  waves  thy  cares  bequeath, 
A  iigh  is  but  a  wafte  of  breath : 
What  though  gay  youth,  and  every  grace 
That  beauty  boafts,  adorn  her  face. 
Yet  Goddefles  have  deignM  to  wed, 
And  take  a  mortal  to  their  bed  : 
And  heaven,  when  gifts  of  incenfe  rife. 
Accepts  it,  though  it  cloud  their  ikies. 
Mark  !  how  this  marygold  conceals 
Her  beauty,  and  her  bofom  veils. 
How  from  the  duU  embrace  ihe  flies 
Of  Phoebus,  when  his  beams  arife  i 
But  when  his  glory  he  difplays. 
And  darts  around  his  fiercer  rays, 
»  Her  charms  (he  opens,  and  receives 
The  vigorous  God  into  her  leaves - 

K  ^  THE. 
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THE     COMPLAINT. 

CJELIA    TO    DAMON. 

TWho  was  once  the  glory  of  l!ie  plain, 

'*'  The  faireft  virgin  of  the  virgin  train. 

Am  now  (by  thee,  O  !  faithlefs  man,  betrayM !) 

A  fairn,  a  loft,  a  miferable  maid. 

Ye  winds,  that  witnefs  to  my  deep  defpair. 

Receive  ray  fighs,  and  waft  them  through  the  air. 

And  gently  breathe  them  to  my  Damon's  ear ! 

Curft,  ever  curft  be  that  unlucky  day. 

When  trembling,  fighing,  at  my  feet  he  lay, 

I  trembled,  figh'd,  and  looked  my  heart  away  ! 

Why  was  he  formM,  ye  powers,  his  fex's  pride, 

Too  falfe  to  love,  too  fair  to  be  dcny'*d  ? 

Ye  heedlefs  virgins,  gaze  not  on  his  eyes  j 

Lovely  they  arc,  but  Ihe  that  gaze«  dies  ! 

O  '.  fly  his  voice,  be  deaf  to  all  he  fays. 

Charms  has  his  voice,  but  charming  it  betrays  I 

At  every  word,  each  motion  of  his  eye, 

A  thoufand  loves  are  born,  a  tliouland  lovers  die. 

Say,  gentle  youths,  ye  bleft  Arcadian  fwains. 
Inhabitants  of  thefe  delightful  plaint. 
Say,  by  what  fountain,  in  what  rofy  bower. 
Reclines  my  charmer  in  the  noon-tide  hour ! 
To  you,  dear  fugitive,  where'er  you  ftray. 
Wild  with  defpair,  impatient  of  delay. 

Swift 


.Til£   COM«>LAtStt*  Ml 

Swift  on  the  wings  ofengar  4««e  1 4iy, 

Or  fend  mf  ioitl  ftHl  i^ftor  in  a  figh ! 

I  *d  then  infocm  jftm  «f  your  Cselia^s  cve4. 

And  tiy  the  doqiteiice  of  female  i!ear«4 

Fearlefs  I  'd  pa&  where  defoJatiob  reigae. 

Tread  the  wiid  Wafte,  «r  burning  Libyan  .plaint  i 

Or  where  the  North  hisfurioos  |Hnionatries« 

And  howlbg  faurri&anet  embroil  the  ikiet  i 

Should  all  the  monfters  in  Getulia  bred 

Oppofe  the  pafTage  of  a  tender  fiiaid, 

DauntlefS)  if  Damon  calls,  his  Cselia  fpeeds 

Through  all  the  monfters  that  Getulia  breeds ! 

Bold  was  Bonduca,  and  her  arrows  flew 

Swift  and  Unerring  from  the  twangmg  yew  s 

By  love  infpir'd,  I  '11  teaflh  the  ihaft  to  fly, 

For  thee  1  'd  conquer,  or  at  leaft  would  die  1 

If  o*er  the  dreary  Caucafus  you  go. 

Or  mountains  crownM  with  everlafting  fnow. 

Where  through  the  freezing  ikies  in  ftorms  it  pours^ 

And  brightens  the  dull  air  with  ihlning  fliowerst 

£v*ii  there  with  you  I  could  fecurely  reft. 

And  dare  all  cold«  but  in  my  Damon's  breaft ) 

Or  (hould  you  dwell  beneath  the  fultry  ray. 

Where  rifing  Phdsbus  ufhersoin  the  day^ 

There,  there  I  dwell  1  Thou  fun,  exert  thy  fins^ 

Love,  mighty  love,  a  fiercer  flaitie  infpires  s 

Or  if  a  pilyrim  you  would  pay  your  vows. 

Where  JoiUaii's  ftreams  in  foft  meanders  flows} 

I  *ll  be  a  pHgrim,  and  my  vows  I  *11  pay 

Where  Jordan's  I^reams  in  foft  masanders  pliy  i 

K4  •    Jey 
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Joy  of  my  foul  f  my  every  wifli  in  one  ! 
Why  muft  I  love,  when  k)viDg  I  'm  undone  ? 
Sweet  are  the  whifpers  of  the  waving  trees. 
And  murmuring  waters,  curling  to  the  breeze  ; 
Sweet  are  foft  flumbers  in  the  fhady  bowers 
When  glowing  funs  infeft  the  fultry  hours  $ 
But«not  the  whifpers  of  the  waving  trees, 
Nor  murmuring  waters,  curling  to  the  breeze. 
Not  fweet  foft  flumbers  in  the  (hady  bowers. 
When  thou  art  abfcnt  whom  my  foul  adores  I 
Come,  let  us  feek  fome  Aowery,  fragrant  bed ! 
Come,  on  thy  bofom  reft  my  love-fick  head  ! 
Come,  drive  thy  flocks  beneath  the  ihady  hills. 
Or  foftly  flumber  by  the  murmming  rills  I 
Ah  no  I   he  flies  !  that  dear  enchanting  he  ! 
Whofe  beauty  fteals  my  very  felf  from  me  ! 

Yet  wert  thou  wont  the  garland  to  prepare. 
To  crown  with  fragrant  wreaths  thy  Caelia's  hair  t   ' 
When  to  the  lyre  (he  tun'd  the  vocal  lays. 
Thy  tongue  would  flatter,  and  thine  eyes  fpeak  praife  t 
And  when  fraooth-gliding  in  the  dance  Ihe  mov'd, 
Aflc  thy  falfe  bofom  if  it  never  lov'd  ? 
And  dill  her  eye  fome  little  luftre  bears 
If  fwains  fpeak  truth  \"  -though  dim*d  for  thee  with  tears! 
But  €ade  each  grace  I  fince  he  no  longer  fees 
Thofe  charms,  for  whom  alone  I  wifh  to  pleafe  I 

But  whence  thefe  fudden,  fad  prefaging  fears, 
Thefd  pfmg  fighs,  and  whence  thefe  flowing  tears  ? 
Ah  !  left  the  trumpet's  terrible  alarms, 
Have  drawn  the  lover  from  his  Ca&lia*s  charms, 
T.O  try  the  doubtful  flcid,  and-fhine  in  azure  arms  ! 

Ah.! 


,1 


T-HET    COMPLAINT.  t^y 

Ah  !  caaft  thdu  bear  the  labours  of  the  w^. 
Bend  the  totigh  bow,  or  dart  the  pbinted  fpear  ? 
Deiift,  fond  youth  !  let  others  glory  gain« 
Seek  empty  honour  o'er  the  furgy  main. 
Or  fheathM  in  homd  arms  rufli  dreadf aP  to  the  plain  I 
Thee,  ihepherd,  thee  the  pleafurable  woodsy 
The  painted  meadows,  and  the  cryftal  floods^       ^ 
Claim  and  invite  to  blefs  their  fweet  abodes. 
There  fliady  bowers  and  fylvan  fcene*  arifcj 
There  fountains  murmur,  and  the  fpriog  fuppli 
Flowers  to  delight  the  fmeli,  or  charm  the  eyes 
But  mourn,  ye  fylvan  fcenes  and  fliady  bowers. 
Weep  all  ye  fountains,  languifli  aH  ye  fiowers  I 
If  in  a  defcrt  Damon  but  appear, 
To  Caelia's  eyes  a  defert  is  more  fair 
Than  all  your  charms,  when  Damon  is  not  there  I 
Gods  !  what  ibft  words,  what  fweet  delufive  wiles 
He  boails  !  and  oh !  thofe  dear  undoing  fmiles  ! 
Pleas'd  with  our  ruin,  to  his  arms  we  run  : 
To  be  undone  by  him,  who  would  not  be  undone  ? 
Alas  !  I  rave  t  ye  fwelling  torrents,  roll- 
Your  watery  tribute  o'er  my  love-lick  ibtil ! 
To  cool  my  heart,  your  wave8>  ye  oceans,  bear! 
Oh !  vain  are  all  your  waves,  for  Love  is  there ! 
But  ah  !  what  fuddien  thought  to  frenzy  moves 
My  tortur'd  foul  ?— -perhaps,  my  Damon  loves  ! 
Some  fetal  beauty,  yielding  all  her  charms. 
Detains  the  lovely  traitor  from  my  arms  ! 
Blaft  her,  ye  ikies  !  let  inftant  vengeance  feize 
Thofe  guilty  charm8>  whofe  crime  it  is  to  plcafe  !• 
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Damon  Is  sniat  {•"Sond  maid,  thy  Icart  Aibduei 
Am  I  not  jedMis  ?  and  m^r  charmer  «fue  ? 
i&  1  heaven !  Jr^om  jealoufy  ay  bofom  (ave ! 
Cruel  as  death»  ioiaitiate  as  the  .grave  1 

Ye  powers  I  of  all  the  His  that  ever  curil 
Our  fex,  C}ut  swm,  diiTembling  man,  is  worft ! 
Xike  froward  hoys,  awhile  in  wanton  play» 
He  fports  with  hearts,  then  throws  the  toys  away  t 
With  fpecioiis  wiles  weak  woman  he  aflails. 
He  AiPfarsj  weefiB,  fmiies,  he  flatters,  and  prevails  s 
Then  in  the  moment  when  the  naaid  believes. 
The  perjur'd  traitor  triumphs,  fcorns,  and  leaves : 
How  oft  my  Pamon  fwore,  th'  all -feeing  fun 
Should  change  his  courfe,  and  rivers  backward  run, 
Ere  his  fond  heart  ihould  range,  or  faithlefs  prove 
To  the  bright  objefl  of  his  ftedfaft  love  ? 
O  !  ioftant  change  thy  courfe,  all -feeing  fun  t 
Damon  is  faKe  !  ye  rivers,  backward  ran  I 

But  die,  O  !  wretched  Caelia,  die  !  in  vain 
Thns  to  the  fields  and  floods  you  breathe  your  pain ! 
The  tear  is  fruitlefs,  and  the  tender  iigh. 
And  life  a  load  !— forfaken  Caelia  die  ! 
Fly  fwifter,  time  !  O !  fpeed  the  joyful  hour  I 
Keceivc  me,  grave ! — then  I  ihall  love  no  more  ! 
Ah !  wretched  maid,  £o  fad  a  cure  to  prove ! 
Ah  \  wretched  maid,  to  fly  to  death  from  love ! 
Yet  oh !  when  this  poor  frame  no  more  fliall  livej 
Be  happy,  Damon !  may  not  Damon  grieve  I 
Ah  me  !  I  'm  vain  !  my  death  can  not  appear 
Worth  the  vail  price  of  but  a  fingle  tear« 
»  Forlorn, 


THE    COMPLAINT.  139 

Forlorn,  abaDdon''d  to  the  rocks  I  go 

But  they  have  leamM  new  cruelties  of  youp! 

Alone,  relenting  Echo  with  me  moumsy 

And  faint  with  grief  (he  fcarce  my  fighs  returns  t 

Then  fighs  adieu  !  ye  nobler  paffions  rife  ! 

Be  wife,  fond  maid  ! — but  who  in  love  is  wife? 

I  rage,  I  rail,  th'  extremes  of  anger  prove. 

Nay,  almofl:  hate ! — then  love  thee  beyond  love  i 

Pity,  kind  heaven,  and  right  an  injured  maid ! 

Yet,  oh  !  yet,  fpare  the  dear  deceiver's  head ! 

If  from  the  fultry  funs  at  noontide  hours 

He  feeks  the  covert  of  the  breezy  bowers. 

Awake,  O  South,  and  where  my  charmer  lies. 

Bid  rofes  bloom,  and  beds  of  fragrance  rife : 

Gently,  O  gently  round  in  whifpers  fly. 

Sigh  to  his  iighs,  and  fan  the  glowing  £ky  ! 

If  o'er  the  waves  he  cuts  the  liquid  way. 

Be  ftill,  ye  waves,  or  round  his  veffel  play  ! 

And  you,  ye  winds,  confine  each  ruder  breath. 

Lie  huih'd  in  filence,  and  be  calm  as  death  I 

But  if  he  ftay  detaih'd  by  adverfe  gales. 

My  fighs  fhall  drive  the  fhip,  and  fill  the  flagging  fails. 
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The  BATTLE  of  the  Gods  and  Titaws 

From  the  Thcogony  of  H  e  s  i  o  d  5  with  a  D^efcnptioa 
of  Tartarus,  Sec, 

TleilfTif,  &€•  020^.  666» 
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O  W  founds  the  vault  of  heaven  with  loud  afarm#^ 
And  Gods  by  Gods  embattling  ru(h  to  anii»} 
Here  ftalk  the  Titans  of  portentous  fac, 
Burft  from  their  dungeons,  and  aflault  the  ikies; 
And  there,  unchainM  from  Erebus  and  Nigh^ 
Auxiliar  *  giants  aid  the  Gods  in  fight : 
An  hundred  arms  each  tower-like  warrior  rears. 
And  ft^res  from  fifty  heads  amid  the  ftars  $ 
The  dreadful  brotherhood  ftern- frowning  ftands. 
And  hurls  an  hundred  rocks  from  hundred  hands  t 
The  Titans  rufli'd  with  fuiy  uncontror<f, 
Gods  fonk  on  Gods,  o'er  giant  giant  rollM  ; 
Then  roarM  the  ocean  with  a  dreadful  £bund. 
Heaven  ihook  with  all  its  thrones,  andgroanM  thegrouBdj 
Trembled  th'  eternal  poles  at  every  ftroke, 
And  frighted  hell  from  its  foundations  fhook  ^ 
Noife,  horrid  noife,  th'  aerial  region  filh, 
Kocks  dafll  on  rocks,  and  hills  encounter  hills  $ 

*'  Mston,  Cottyj,.  Gyges* 
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Tbrough  earthy  air,  heaven,  tumultuous  clamours  rile» 

AAd  ihoute  of  battle  thunder  in  the  (kies  : 

Then  Jove  omnipotent  difplayM  the  God, 

And  all  Olympus  trembled  as  he  trod  : 

lie  grafps  ten  thoufand  thunders  in  his  hand. 

Bares  his  red  arm,  and  wields  the  forky  brand  j 

Then  aims  the  bolts,  and  bids  his  lightnings  play. 

They  fla(h,  and  rend  through  heaven  their  flaming  way  i 

Redoubling  blow  on  blow,  in  wrath  he  moves. 

The  iingM  earth  groans,  and  burns  with_^all  her  groves  { 

Tht  floods,  the  billows,  boiling  hifs  with  fires, 

And  bickering  flame,  and  fmouldering  fmoke  afpires  : 

A  night  of  clouds  blots  out  the  golden  day  j 

Full  in  their  eyes  the  writhen  lightnings  play, 

£v*n  chaps  bums  :  again  earth  groans,  heaven  roarsy 

As  tumbling  downward  with  its  fhining  towei-s  j 

Or  bur(t  this  earth,  torn  from  her  central  place. 

With  dire  difruption  from  her  deeped  bafe  : 

Nor  flept  the  wind :  the  wind  new  horror  forms. 

Clouds  dafh  on  clouds  before  th^  outrageous  dorms  s 

While  tearing  up  the  ran.ds,  in  drifts  they  rife. 

And  half  the  deferts  mount  th*  encumberM  (kies  s 

At  once  the  tempeft  bellows,  lightnings  fly, 

^he  thunders  roar,  and  clouds  involve  the  (ky  | 

Stupendous  were  the  deeds  of  heavenly  might; 

What  lefs,  when  Gods  confli£ling  cope  in  fight  f 

Now  heaven  its  foes  with  horrid  inroad  gores. 

And  flow  and  fower  recede  the  giant  powers  i 

Here  ftalks  ^geon,  here  fierce  Gyges  moves, 

There  Cottus  rends  up  hills  with  all  their  groves; 

Thefc 
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Thefe  harrd  at  once  againft  the  Titan  bands 

Three  hundred  mountains  from  three  hundred  hands  : 

And  overfliadowing,  overwhelming  bound 

With  chains  infrangible  beneath  the  ground  ; 

Below  this  eartli,  far  as  earth's  confines  lie 

Through  fpace  unmeafur'd,  from  the  ftarry  iky  3 

Nine  days  an  anvil  of  enormous  weight, 

Down  ruihing  headlong  from  th'  aerial  height. 

Scarce  reaches  earth  :  Thence  toft  in  giddy  rounds 

Scarce  reaches  in  nine  days  th'  infernal  bounds ; 

A  wall  of  iron  of  ftupendous  height 

Guards  the  dire  dungeons  black  with  threefold  hight  $ 

High  o'er  the  horrors  of  th'  eternal  (hade 

The  Aedfaft  bafe  of  earth  and  feas  is  laid  ;. 

There  in  coercive  durance  Jove  detains 

The  groaning  Titans  in  affliftive  chains. 

A  feat  of  woe  !  remote  from  chearful  day. 

Through  gulphs  impafTable,  a  bound iefs  way; 

Above  thefe  realms,  a  brazen  ftru6lurc  (lands- 
With  brazen  portah,  fraraM  by  Neptune's  hands;, 
Through  chaos  to  the  ocean's  bafe  it  fwells. 
There  ftern  ^geon  with  his  giants- dwells  j 
Fierce  guards  of  Jove  I  from  hence  the  fountains  rife 
That  wa(h  the  earth,  or  wander  through  the  (kies. 
That  groaning  murmur  through  the  realm  of  woes,. 
Gr  feed  the  channels  where  the  ocean  flows  j 
ColleSed  horrors  throng  the  dire  abod3s. 
Horrid  and  fell !  detefted  ev'n  by  Gods  ? 
Enormous  gulph  !  immenfe  the  bounds  appear, 
Wafteful  and.  void, '  the  journey  of  a  year ; 

L  Where  • 
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Where  beating  ftorms^  as  in  wHd  whirls  they^  fig1t% 
Tofs  the  paie  wanderer^  ahd  retofs  thr6ug!i  night  i 
The  powers  immortal  with  affright  furv*y 
The  hideous  chafm,  and  feal  it  up  from  day. 

Hence  through  the  vault  of  heaveli  huge  Atlas  rears 
His  giant  limbs,  and  props  the  golden  fphefes  r 
Here  fable  Night,  and  here  the  beamy  Day, 
Lodge  and  diflodge,  alternate  in  their  fway.  - 
A  brazen  port  the  varying  powers  divides. 
When  Day  fotth  iflues,  here  the  Night  refides  ; 
And  when  Night  veils  the  ikies,  obfequioUs  Day^ 
Re-entering,  plunges  from  the  ftarry  way. 
She  from  her  lamp,  with  beaming  radiance  bright^ 
Pours  o'er  th'  expanded  earth  a  flood  ©f  light ; 
But  Night,  by  Sleep  attended,  rides  in  (hades. 
Brother  of  Deathj^  and  all  that  breathes  invades  t 
From  •  her  foul  >^omb  they  fprungj  refiftlefs  powers, 
Nurs'd  in  the  honors  of  Tartarean  bowei'S, 
Kemote  from  day,  when  with  her  flaming  wheels 
She  mounts  the  ikies,  or  paints  the  weftern  hills  : 
With  downy  footileps  deep  in  filence  glides 
O'er  the  wide  earth,  and  o'er  the  fpacious  tides  | 
The  friend  of  life !  Death  unrelenting  bears 
An  ii-on  heart,  and  laughs  at  humali  cares  ; 
She  makes  the  mouldering  race  of  man  her  prey. 
And  ev'n  th*  ijnmortal  povvers  deteft  her  fway. 

Thus  fell  the  f  Titans  from  the  realms  above. 
Beneath  the  thunders  of  Almighty  Jove  ; 
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Then  earth  impregnate  feh  maternal  woet. 

And  (hook  through  all  her  frame  with  teemiog  titfocf « 

Hence  rofe  Typboeua,  a  gigantic  birth, 

A  monAer  iprung  from  Tartanu  an4  Earth, 

A  match  for  Gods  in  might  1  on  high  he  fprcad* 

From  his  huge  trunk  an  hundred  dragocs  headf. 

And  from  an  hundred  nr.ouths  in  vtngeanee  Mtnfgi 

EnvenomM  foam,  and  darts  an  hundred  itutj^%  f 

Horror,  terrific,  frowns  from  every  hrofr. 

And  like  a  furnace  his  red  eye^balU  %Urw  ( 

Fires  dart  from  every  creft,  an-i  at  be  twM 

Keen  fplendors  fialh,  and  all  the  gi^nt  burn^  t 

Whenever  he  fpeaks,  in  echoing  tbanderi  rile 

An  hundred  voices,  and  affright  the  fkies. 

Unutterably  fierce  !  the  bright  abodes 

Frequent  they  (hake,  and  terrify  the  Gc^  $ 

Now  bellowing  like  a  favage  bull,  they  roar. 

Or  angry  lions  in  the  midnight  hoor  } 

Now  yell  like  fufious  whelps,  or  hifs  like  fnakts^ 

The  rocks  rebound,  and  every  motiotaifi  Aflkeff  ^ 

He  hurrd  defiance  ^gainft  th*  immortal  powers. 

And  heaven  had  feizM  with  all  its  fhiniffg  towers , 

But,  at  the  voice  of  Jove,  from  pole  to  pole 

Red  lightnings  flafh,  and  raging  thunders  roll» 

Rattling  o^er  all  th*  expanfion  of  the  fkies. 

Bolt  after  bolt  o^r  earth  and  ocean  flies. 

Stern  frowns  the  God  amidft  the  lightnings  blaze, 

Olympus  (liakes  from  his  eternal  bafe  $ 

Trembles  the  earth  :  fierce  flame  involves  the  poles, 

Devours  the  ground,  and  o'er  the  billows  rolls, 

L  z  Fires 
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Fires  from  Typhoeus  flaih  ;  with  dreadful  found 

Storms  rattle,  thunder  rolls,  and  groans  the  ground  ; 

Above,  below,  the  conflagration  roars, 

Ev'n  the  feas  kindled  burn  through  all  their  (hores. 

Deluge  of  fire  !  Earth  rocks  her  tottering  coafts. 

And  gloomy  Pluto  ihakes  with  all  his  ghofts ; 

Ev'n  the  pale  Titans,  chainM  on  burning  floors. 

Start  at  the  din  that  rends  th'  infernal  fhores  j 

Then,  in  full  wrath,  Jove  all  the  God  applies. 

And  all  his  thunders  burft  at  once  the  (kies. 

And  rufhing  gloomy  from  th'  Olympian  brow. 

He  blafts  the  giant  with  th'  almighty  blow  ; 

The  giant  tumbling  finks  beneath  the  wound. 

And  with  enormous  ruin  rocks  the  ground  r 

Nor  yet  the  lightnings  of  th'  Almighty  ftay. 

Through  the  fingM  earth  they  burft  their  burning  way  j 

Earth  kindling  inward,  melts  in  all  her  caves. 

And  hifling  floats  with  fierce  metallic  waves  ; 

As  iron  fufile  from  the  furnace  flows, 

Or  molten  ore  with  keen  effulgence  glows, 

When  the  dir«  bolts  of  Jove  ftern  Vulcan  frames,. 

In  burning  channels  roll  the  liquid  flames  : 

Thus  melted  earth,  and  Jove  from  realms  on  high, 

Plung'd  the  huge  giant  to  the  nether  fky. 

Then  from  Typhoeus  fprung  the  winds  that  bear 
Storms  on  their  wings,  and  thunder  in  the  air: 
But  from  the  Gotis  defcend  of  milder  kind. 
The  Eaft,  the  Weft,  the  South  and  Boreal  wind  5 
Thefe  in  foft  whifpers  breathe  a  friendly  breeze. 
Play  through  the  groves>  or  fport  upon  the  Teas  : 

They 
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They  fan  the  vxuxz^  2^r  ■»  -t  va.  .'.r  ntf-.»«~ 
And  waft  fraai  rzsu-^  -5.    "^  -       ^   '    -.^  ^j. 
The  reft  in  Samu  sf  :i--^-  ..  ;-«-  *i-, 

Tofs  the  wil.-i  -a^are:^  ssi-    -jrf.-    '      *    ^-^  , 
Fatal  to  man  :  m.  ^ccc  a-.  -jr«sr.  ■'^- 
And  fcatter'i  aav^n  v^*^  ><   .    .^.    i.-.-  r 
Then  thandenncr     -r  ^ir-arfrr   -'—   -c     ..  -  , 
Giais,  herb,  and  -^-Trer^  'teagzr^  ii-^r  -r^e   .^^ 
While  tow^n,  ar.-:  ^^jsxi^  --a  -awni*  >      -•  5.-. 
Tom  from  Latsr  .k  r.^  ,  -ei,  jrr  ^*.*^i^.  i  -,  -^ 

Thus  heav^a  a^^rtgsi  -i  *r.crci-.  '^s^p^ 
O'er  the  prood  ^aafx^  ariss.  T'-ac-^  ^^^  ,. 
And  now  in  ^leace  "ae  O-^c*  aer  \«^  '•'^^t; 
And  all  the  rhaMiei  <x  jeaao  «&«:$  £^  fp»r« 
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The  LOVE  of  JASON  and  MEDEA. 

From  the  Third  Book,    Verfe   743,    of  Apollonhis 
Rhodins. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

'TpHE  tranflator  has  taken  the  liberty  in  the  follow- 
-■-  ing  veriion  from  the  Argon!autics  of  ApolloiikiSy 
as  well  as  in  the  ftory  of  Talus,  to  omit  whatever  bos 
not  an  immediate  relation  to  the  fubjeftj  yet  hopes 
that  a  due  'Conne6^ion  is  not  wanting ;  and  (hat  the 
reader  wiU  not  be  difpleafed  with  thefe  fliort  (ketches 
from  a  Poet,  who  is  affirmed  to  be  every  where  fub- 
lime,  by  no  lefs  a  critic  than  Longinus}  and  from 
whom  many  verfes  are  borrowed  by  fo  great  a  Poet  as 
Virgil. 

'I^r  O  W  rifing  /hades  a  folemn  gloom  difplay, 
-*•  ^    O'er  the  wide  earth,  and  o'er  th'  ethereal  way : 
All  night  the  failor  marks  the  northern  team. 
And  golden  circlet  of  Orion's  beam  : 
A  deep  rcpofe  the  weary  wanderer  (hares. 
And  the  faint  watchman  (leeps  away  his  cares; 
Ev'n  the  fond  mother,  while  all  breathlefs  lies 
Her  child  of  love,  in  dumber  feals  her  eyes  \ 

No 
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No  found  of  vilIag?-dog»  no  noife  iivvades 
The  death -like  Hkace  of  the  midnight  ihades  ; 
Aloqe  Medea  vakes :  To  love  a  prey, 
Reillefs  ^e  rolls,  and  groans  the  night  awayt 
Now  the  tire -breathing  bulls  command  her  cai^s. 
She  thinks  on  Jaibn,  and  for  Jafon  fears  s 
In  fad  review,  on  horrors  horrors  rife, 
Quick  beats  her  heart,  from  thought  to  thought  (he  flics  ? 
As  from  replenifli'd  urns,  with  dubious  ray. 
The  fun-beams  dancing  from  the  furface  play, 
Now  here,  now  there,  the  trembling  radiance  falls  ^ 
Alternfite  Haflung  round  th'  illumined  walls ; 
Thus  fluttering  bounds  the  trembling  virgin*s  bloody 
And  from  her  (hining  eyes  defcends  a  flood; 
Now  i-aving  with  refiftlefs  flajrnes  ihe  glows, 
Now  fiqk  with  love  (he  melts  with  fpfter  woes  : 
The  tyrant  Goil,  of  every  thought  poflei^, 
Beats  in  each  pulfe,  and  ftings  and  racks  her  breaft: 
Now  /he  refolves  the  magic  to  betray 
To  tame  the  bulls,  now  yield  him  up  a  prey  : 
Again  the  drugs  difdaining  to  fupply. 
She  ioaths  the  light,  and  meditates  to  die  : 
Anon,  repelling  with  a  brave  difdain 
The  cowar4  thought,  file  nourifiies  the  pain  : 
Thus  toft,  retoft  with  furious  ftorms  of  cares. 
On  the  cold  ground' ihe  rolls,  and  thus  with  tears  z- 

Ah  me  !  where'er  I  turn,  before  my  eyes 
A  dreadful  view,  on  forrow*  forrows  rife  \ 
Toft  in  a  giddy  whirl  of  ftrong  defire, 
I  glow,  I  burn,  yet  blefs  the  pleaHng  fire ; 

L  4  O  Ua«l 
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0  had  this  fpirit  from  its  prifon  fled, 
By  Dian  fent  to  wander  with  the  dead, 

Ere  the  proud  Grecians  view'd  the  Cholchian  (kies,' 
Ere  Jafon,  lovely  J afon,  met  thefe  eyes ! 
Hell  gave  the  fliining  mifchief  to  our  coaft, 

Medea  faw  him,  and  Medea's  loft • 

But  why  thefe  forrows  ?  if  the  powers  on  high 
His  death  decree,  die,  wretched  Jafon  die ! 
Shall  I  elude  my  fire  ?  my  art  betray  ? 
Ah  me  !  what  words  fliall  purge  the  guilt  awayl 

But  could  I  yield O  whither  muft  I  run 

To  find  the  man whom  virtue  bids  me  ihun  ? 

Shall  I,  all  loft  to  fhame,  to  Jafon  fly? 
And  yet  I  muft— If  Jafon  bleeds,  I  die! 
Then,  fhame,  farewell !  Adieu  for  ever,  fame! 
Hail  black  difgrace  I  be  fam'd  for  guilt  my  name  ! 
Live!  Jafon,  live!  enjoy  the  vital  air ! 
Live  through  my  aid  !  and  fly  where  winds  can  bearl 
But  when  he  flies,  ye  poifons,  lend  your  powers. 
That  day,  Medea  treads  th'  infernal  fliores  I 
Then,  wretched  mai<l,  thy  lot  is  endlefs  Jhame, 
Then  the  proud  dames  of  Cholchos  blaft  thy  name: 

1  hear  them  cry— «  The  falfe  Medea's  dead, 
«  Through  guilty  paflfion  for  a  ftranger's  bed, 

*  Medea,  carelefs  of  her  virgin  fame, 

•  Prefer'd  a  ftranger  to  a  father's  name  !' 
O  may  I  rather  yield  this  vital  breath. 

Than  bear  that  bafe  difhonour,  worfe  than  death  1 
Thus  wail'd  the  fair,  and  felz'd  with  horrid  joy 
Drugs  foes  to  life,  and  potent  to.  dcftroy, 

'3  A  maga- 
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A  magazine  of  death  !  again  flie  pours 

From  her  fwoln  eye-balls  tears  in  fhining  ihowerif 

With  grief  infatiate,  and  with  trembling  hands. 

All  comfortlefs  the  ca(k  of  death  expands  t 

A  fudden  fear  her  laboaring  foul  invades, 

Struck  with  the  horrors  of  th'  infernal  (hades  t 

She  (lands  deep-mufing  with  a  f&ded  brow, 

Abforpt  in  thought,  a  monument  of  woe  I 

While  all  the  comforts  that  on  life  attend. 

The  chearful  converfe,  and  the  faithful  friend. 

By  thought  deep-imag'd  in  her  bofom  play, 

Endearing  life,  and  charm  defpair  away : 

Th'  all-chearing  funs  with  fweetcr  light  arife, 

And  every  object  brightens  to  her  eyes : 

Then  from  her  hand  the  baneful  drugs  flic  throws, 

Confents  to  live,  recovered  from  her  woes  | 

RefolvM  the  magic  virtue  to  betray, 

She  waits  the  dawn,  and  calls  the  lazy  day : 

Time  feems  to  ftand,  or  backward  drive  his  wheels  5 

The  hours  ihe  chides,  and  eyes  the  eaftem  hills. 

At  length  the  dawn  with  orient  beams  appears, 

The  fliades  difperfe,  and  man  awakes  to  cares. 

Studious  to  pleafe,  her  gracefiil  length  of  hair 

With  art  fhe  binds,  that  watiton'd  with  the  air  j 

From  her  foft  cheek  flie  wipes  the  tear  away, 

And  bids  keen  lightnings  from  her  eyes  to  play  5 

From  limb  to  limb  refrefliing  unguents  pours. 

Unguents,  that  breathe  of  heaven,  in  copious  fhowers^ 

Her  robe  /he  next  affumes  ;  bright  clafps  of  gold 

•Clofe  to  the  lefTemng  waiil  the  robe  infold  1 

Down 
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Down  from  her  iwelling  Wms,  the  reft  unbound 
Floats  in  ricli  waves  redundant  o*€r  the  ground  s 
Laft,  with  a  ihining  veil  her  dbeeks  flie  /hades. 
Then  fwimming  fmootfa  along  magnificently  treads. 

Thus  forward  moves  the  faireft  of  ber  kind> 
Blind  to  the  future,  to  the  prefent  bUnd  i 
Twelve  maids,  attendants  on  her  virgin  bower. 
Alike  unconfcious  of  the  bridal  hour, 
Join  to  the  car  the  mules  ^  dire  rites  to  pay, 
To  Hecate^s  black  fane  ihe  bends  her  way  ; 
A  juice  (he  bears,  whofe  magic  virtue  tames 
(Through  fell  Perfephone)  the  rage  of  flames  ; 
It  gives  the  hero,  ftrong  in  match lefs  might. 
To  ftand  fecure  of  harms  in  mortal  fight  5 
It  mocks  the  fword :  the  fword  without  a  wound, 
Leaps  as  frommarble  IhiverM  to  the  ground  : 
She  mounts  the  car  • ,  nor  rode  the  nymph  alone. 
On  either  fide  two  lovely  damfels  ihone ; 
Her  hand  with  ikill  th'  embroidered  rein  controls. 
Back  fly  the  ftreets,  as  fwift  the  chariot  rolls. 
Along  the  wheel'worn  road  they  hold  their  way. 
The  domes  jretveat,  the  finking  towers  decay : 
Bare  to  the  knee  fuccinfl  a  damfel  train 
Behind  attends,  and  glitters  tow'rd  the  plain. 
As  when  her  limbs  divine,  Diana  laves 
In  fair  Parthenius,  or  th*  Atnnclian  waves. 
Sublime  in  royal  ftate  the  bounding  roes 
Whirl  her  bright  car  along  the  mountain  brows  j 
Swift  to  her  fane  in  pomp  the  goddefs  moves. 
The  nymphs  ^attend  that  .haunt  the  ihady  groves, 

•869. 
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Th*  Amnefian  fotmt,  gt  filver-ftpea«M»g  riMs  | 
Nymphs  of  the  vales,  «r Oreads  of  the  hills! 
The  fawning  beats  before  the  goddefs  play. 
Or,  trembling,  favs^  adoration  pay. 
Thus  on  her  car^fubliine  the  nyinph  appears. 
The  croud  falls  back,  and  as  (he  moves  reveres  i 
Swift  to  the  fane  aloft  her  courfe  (he  bends  5 
The  fane  ftie  reaches,  and  to  earth  descends  1 
Then  to  her  train — Ah  nie !  I  fear  we  ftray, 
Mifled  by  folly  to  this  lonely  way  ! 
Alas  I  (hould  Jafon  with  his  Greeks  ^>pear. 
Where  fliould  we  fly  ?  I  fear,  alas,  I  fear  1 
No  more  the  Cholchian  youths,  and  virgin  train, 
Haunt  the  cool  ihadc,  or  tread  in  dance  the  plain  t 
But  fince  alone ; — with  fports  beguile  the  hours. 
Come  chaunt  the  fong,  or  pluck  the  blooming  flowers. 
Pluck  every  fweet,  to  deck  your  virgin  bowers ! 
Then  warbling  foft  ♦,  fhe  lifts  her  heai^enly  voice. 
But  fick  with  m%faty  love,  the  fong  is  noifej 
She -hears  from  every  note  a  difcord  rife, 
Tillf  paufiag,  cm  her  tongue  the  mu(ic  dies) 
She  hates  each  objefl,  every  face  offends. 
In  every  wifli,  her  foul  to  Jafon  fends  ; 
With  (harpenM  eyes  the  diftant  lawn  explores. 
To  find  the  objeft  whom  her  foul  adores  5 
At  every  whifper  of  the  pafling  air. 
She  ftarts,  fhe  turns,  and  hopes  her  Jafon  tlicre  j 
Again  fhe  fondly  looks,  nor  looks  in  vain. 
He  comes,  her  Jafon  fhines  along  the  plain : 

*  947» 
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As  when,  emerging  from  the  watery  way. 

Refulgent  Sirius  lifts  his  golden  ray. 

He  Hiines  terrific  !  for  his  burning  breath 

Taints  the  red  air  with  fevers,  plagues,  and  death  ; 

Such  to  the  nymph  approaching  Jafon  ihows. 

Bright  author  of  unutterable  woes  ; 

Before  her  eyes  a  fwimming  darknefs  fpread, 

Her  flufliM  cheek  glow'd,  her  very  heart  was  dead  j  j 

No  more  her  knees  their  wonted  office  knew,  I 

Fix'd,  without  motion,  as  to  earth  (he  grewj 

Her  train  recedes  :  the  meeting  lovers  gaze 

In  filent  wonder,  and  in  ftill  amaze  : 

As  two  fair  cedars  on  the  mountain's  brow. 

Pride  of  the  groves  !  with  roots  adjoining  grow  $ 

Ere6l  and  motionlefs  the  ftately  trees 

Awhile  remain,  while  deeps  each  fanning  breeze. 

Till  from  th'  ^olian  caves  a  blaft  unbound 

Bends  their  proud  tops,  and  bids  their  boughs  refoundj 

Thus  gazing  they  :  till  by  the  breath  of  love 

Strongly  at  length  infpir'd,  they  fpeak,  they  move: 

With  fftiiles  the  love-fick  virgin  he  furvcy'd. 

And  fondly  thus  addreft  the  blooming  maid. 

Difmifs,  my  fair,  my  love,  thy  virgin  fear  5 
""Tis  Jafon  fpeaks,  no  enemy  is  here  ! 
Man,  haughty  man,  is  of  obdurate  kind. 
But  Jafon  bears  no  proud,  inhuman  mind. 
By  gehtleft  manners,  fofteft  arts  refined. 
Whom  would'ft  thou  fly  ?  Stay,  lovely  virgin,  (lay! 
Speak  every  thought !  far  hence  be  fears  away ! 

Speak  I 
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Speak  !  and  be  truth  in  every  accent  found ! 

Dread  to  deceive  \  we  tread  on  •  hallow'd  ground. 

By  the  ftern  power  who  guards  this  facred  place^ 

By  the  illuftrious  authors  of  thy  race  j. 

By  Jove,  to  whom  the  ftranger's  caufe  belongs. 

To  whom  the  fuppliant,  and  who  feels  their  wrongs  5 

O  guard  me,  fave  me,  in  the  needful  hour ! 

Without  thy  aid,  thy  Jafon  is  no  more ; 

To  thee  a  fuppliant,  in  didrefs  I  bend. 

To  thee  a  ftranger,  and  who  wants  a  friend  I 

Then,  when  between  us  feas  and  mountains  rife, 

Medea^s  name  (hall  found  in  diftant  ikies ; 

All  Greece  to  thee  (hall  owe  her  heroes  fates. 

And  blefs  Medea  through  her  hundred  ftates- 

The  mother  and  the  wife,  who  now  in  vain 

Roll  their  fed  eyes  faft-ftreaming  o*er  the  main. 

Shall  ftay  their  tears  :  The  nwther,  and  the  wife^ 

Shall  blefs  thee  for  a  fon's  or  hufband's  life  ! 

Fair  Ariadne,  fprung  from  Minos'  bed, 

Sav'cl  the  brave  Thefeus,  and  with  Thefeus  fled,^ 

Forfook  her  father,  and  her  native  plain. 

And  ftem'd  the  tumults  of  the  furging  main  5 

Yet  the  ftern  fire  relented,  and  forgave 

The  maid,  whofe  only  crime  it  was  to  fave  : 

Ev'n  the  juft  Gods  forgave  :  and  now  on  high 

A  ftar  fhe  (hines,  and  beautifies  the  fky  : 

What  bleflings  then  fhall  righteous  heaven  decree 

For  all  our  heroes  fav'd,  and  fav'd  by  thee  ? 

Heaven  gave  thee  not  to  kill,  fo  foft  an  air. 

And  cruelty  fure  never  look'd  fq  fair  !• 

*  Temple  of  Hecate. 

He 
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He  ceasM,  but  left  (b  charoiisg  on  hci  ear 
His  Toicey  that  liftcning  ftiil  &<  ie^m'd  to  hear  ; 
Her  eye  to  earth  fhe  beiwls  with  modcft  grace. 
And  heaven  <in  1  miles  is  openM  in  her  face. 
A  glance  flie  fteals  -y  hot  rofy  blaflies  fpread 
O^er  her  fair  cheek,  and  then  (he  drops  her  head  j 
A  thoufand  words  at  once  to  fpeak  fhe  tries  ; 
In  vaiif^— but  fpeakr  a  thoufand  Mrith  her  eyes  $ 
Trembling  the  fhining  ca(ket  (he  expands. 
Then  gives  the  magic  virtue  to  his  hands ; 
And  had  the  power  been  granted  to  convey 
Her  heart— had  given  her  very  heart  away: 

EPISTOLA  AD  Amicum  Rusticantem, 

Scripta  Vere  in^unte  Cantab.  1709. 

-rp  C  QJJ I D  abfenti  tibi  cura  Grantge  ? 
•*-^  Ecquid  antiqui  memor  es  fodalis  ! 
Chare  permultis,  mihi  pi'seter  omnes 

Chare,  Georgi, 
Cemis  !  ut  mulcet  levis  aura  campos  ! 
Ut  rola  dulci,  violifque  terram 
Flora  depingit,  Zephyrufque  blandis 

Ventilat  alls  I 
Tarde,  quid  cefTas  ?  Age  Rozinantis 
Terga  confcendas  eques  *  ingeraentis, 
Tene  ruralis  Galataea  duris 

Detinet  Ulnis  ? 

•  Obefo  fuit  coipore. 
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Digne  fuccendi  raeliore  fkmrtia  !-— 
Sive  *  Clariffamf  JavenuiWT^  curam 
Philliden  mavis,  pla«6atv^,  quondam 

.    Pulchra,  Lycoris. 

Tarde,  quid  ceffas  ?  tibi  multa  virgo 
Splendidos  laedit  lacrymis  ocellos^ 
Et  tibi  fruftfl  ad  fpeculum  comarum 

Circinat  orbes ! 

Te  frequens  votis  revocat  fophiftes, 
Dum  Johannenfi  madidus  lyaeo, 
De  tubis  hawit,  revomitque  dulcem 

Undique  nubem. 

Qujn  veils  fcribam  quid  habet  novorum 
Granta  ?  Marlburus  fpoliid  onuftus, 
Gallicas  fudit  prope  f  Scaldis  undam 

Strage  Phalangas. 

O !  triumphalen  gladium  recondas  ! 
Ite  vos  laurus  fanie  rubentes  ! 
Sis  memof  pads,  viridique  cingas 

Tempora  Myrto ! 

Hue  ades  divum  atque  hominum  voluptas 
Molle  fubridens,  Venus  \  hue  forores 
Gratiae  1  longum  vale  O !  Minerva 

Afpera  Virgo  J 

*  Tres  elegantes  apud  Cantabrigiam  Pueliae. 

+  Juxta  Aldenardum. 

Baibaro 
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Barbara  tandem  fatiata,  ludo 
^gidem  ponas,  gladiumque ;  caftam 
Virginem  dims  gladius,  fiscoxque 

Dedecet  ^gis*. 

Flagitas  noftrae  quid  agunt  camoenae  ? 

Urar  infelix  !  mlhi  me  Belinda 

Surripit!  Collum  O !  nlveum,  O!  Puellae 

Suave  label lum ! 
Ah  !  ut  obliquo  afpiclens  ocello 
Torruit  pe6lus  ?— heque  tu  furoris 
Infcius  blandi !  tibi  fasvit  imis 

Flamraa  medullis ! 
Tu  tamen  felix  1  cchlbere  triftes 
Tu  potes  curas  ^  *  Ccrealis  hauftus 
£(1  tibi,  praefens  relevare  dira 

Pefbora  luftu*. 
Corticcm  aftriftum  pice  cum  reducis> 
Audin'  ingenti  tonat  ut  boatu 
Fumidus!  fummo  ruit  ut  lagenao 

Spumeus  ore  I 
Cernis  !  ut  vitro  nitet  invidendo 
Aureum  ne6lar  !  comes  it  facetus 
Cui  jocus,  quocum  Venus  8c  Cupido 

Spicula  tingunt. 

Jam  memor  charae,  cyathum  coronas, 
Virginis  :— plenum  video  !— -ah  !  caveto 
Dextra  ne  quaffet  male,  dum  laborat 

Pondere  dulci ! 

•  Anglice  bottled  aU* 
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Euge  !*— /iccaftl  bene,  foittterque ! — 
Hinc  adeft  curae  medicina !  fuaves 
Hinc  tibi  fomni,  8c  tibi  (uavlora 

SoRiQia  fomnls ! 
Hos  bibens  fuccos,  nihil  invidebis 
Italis,  quamvis  cyathi  Falerno 
Dulce  nigrefcanty  neque  Gallicanae 

Laudibus  uvae ! 
Hic  Johannenfi  latitans  fiiili 
Grunnio>  fcrtbens  iitiente  iabro, 
Aut  graves  hauftus,  inimica  Mufis 

Pocula,  duco. 
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ODE    XV.    Happy  Life. 

nr^  HE  wealth  of  Gyges  I  defpifc, 
•^     Gems  are  ufclefs  glittering  toys. 
Gold  I  leave,  and  fuch  vain  things. 
To  the  low  aim  and  pride  of  kings. 

Let  my  hair  with  unguents  flow. 
With  rofy  garlands  crown  my  brow  ! 
The  prefent  moment  I  enjoy, 
DoomM  in  the  next,  perhaps,  to  die ! 

Then,  while  the  hour  ferenely  fhines» 
Tofs  the  gay  die,  and  quaff  thy  wines  a 
But  ever,  in  the  genial  hour, 
To  Bacchus  the  libation  pour. 
Left  death  in  wrath  approach,  and  cry, 
Man — tafte  no  more  the  cup  of  joy. 

*  Firft  ^ublifhed  in  the  Gentleman*8  Magazine  ;  and 
afterwards'^infertcd  in  the  tranflatioifi  of  Anacrcon, 
publi/hed  by  Mr.  Fawkes, 
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ODE    XVI.    The  Power  of  B  E  a  u  T  y. 

Q  O  M  E  fmg  of  Thebes,  and  fomc  deftroy 
^  In  lofty  numbers  haughty  Troy. 
I  mourn,  alas !  in  plaintive  fbains. 
My  own  captivity  and  chains  ! 

No  navy,  rang'd  in  proud  array. 
No  foot,  no  horfeman,  arm'd  to  /lay. 
My  peace  alarm  !  Far  other  foes. 
Far  other  hofts,  create  my  woes  s 
Strange,  dangerous  hods,  that  ambuih*d  lie. 
In  every  bright  love-darting  eye  ! 
Such  as  deftroy,  when  beauty  arms. 
To  conquer,  dreadful  in  its  charms  I 


ODE    XX.    Tohis  Mis  TR  ES  s. 

^"T^  HE  gods  o'er  mortals  prove  their  fway  5 
'^     And  ftcal  them  from  thcmfelvcs  away. 
Transformed  by  their  almighty  hands. 
Sad  Niobe  an  image  ftands  i 
And  Philomel,  upborn  on  wings 
Through  air,  her  mournful  ftory  (ings. 

Would  heaven,  indulgent  to  my  vow, 
The  happy  change  I  wilh  allow  : 
The  envy*d  mirrour  I  would  be. 
That  thou  might'ft  always  gaze  on  me  ; 
And  could  my  naked  heart  appear, 
Thou'dft  fee  thyfelf—for  thou  art  there  ! 

M  2  O !  were 
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0  !  were  I  made  thy  folding  veft, 

Th^t  thou  mtght'ft  clafp  me  to  thy  breaft ! 
Or  tum'd  into  a  fount,  to  lave 
Thy  naked  beauties  in  my  wave ! 
Thy  bofom-cin6lure  I  would  grow. 
To  warm  thofe  little  hills  of  fnow  : 
Thy  ointment  in  rich  fragrant  ftreams 
To  wander  o'er  thy  beauteous  limbs. 
Thy  chain  of  (liining  pearl— -to  deck. 
And  dole  embrace  thy  graceful  neck  s 
A  very  fandal  I  would  be 
To  tread  on— if  trod  on  by  thee  ! 

ODE    XXIV.    Imitated. 

ALAS!  alas  :  I  fee  each  day 
"^^  Steals  me  from  myfclf  away. 
And  every  ftep  of  life  I  tread, 

1  fpeed  to  mingle  with  the  dead. 
How  many  years  are  pail,  my  friends, 
I  know,  and  there  ray  knowledge  ends. 
How  many  years  are  ftill  in  ftore, 

I  neither  can,  nor  would  explore. 
Then,  fmce  the  hours  inceiTant  fly. 
They  all  (hall  find  me  crownM  with  )oy« 
To  thofe,  my  cares  I  here  bequeath. 
Who  meanly  die  for  fear  of  death  : 
And  daily  with  a01duou$  ftrife 
Contrive  to  live,  accurs'd  with  life. 

Then  Care  begone !  Td  dance  and  play, 
''Hence  with  thy  ferious  face  away ! 

rii 
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Til  Uagli,  and  wliilft  gay  wine  inflames, 
ni  comt  die  laogliter-loying  dames  { 
And  ftodj  to  refign  my  breath 
In  cztafy,  and  finile  in  death. 

ODE    XXV.    Imitated. 

BRING  me,  O  bring  th'  enlivening  draught, 
Lenient  of  grief,  and  anxious  thought. 
Then  Care  retires,  aiham^d  to  fhow 
His  downcaft  eye,  and  faded  brow. 
I  baniih  bufinefs  to  the  great, 
To  all  that  curfe,  yet  covet  ftate. 

Death  haftes  amain :  then  who  would  run 
To  meet  what  moft  he  ftrives  to  ihun  ? 
Or  antedate  the  dreadful  day 
By  cares,  and  aid 'the  fiend  to  flay  ? 
If  tears  could  bribe  his  dreadful  powers, 
I*d  weep,  and  blefs  the  precious  fhowers  | 
But  let  our  lot  be  )oy  or  woe, 
Alike  he  fpeeds  to  flrike  the  blow. 

Then  crown  the  bowl  I— ye  forrows,  fly 
To  kill  fome  wretch  who  wants  to  die. 

ODE    XXXI.    The  pleafing  Frenzy. 

•tkj  O  W  bring,  by  all  the  powers  divini, 
-*"^    Bring  me  a  bowl  of  rofy  wine  j 
A  mighty  bowl  of  wine  I  crave  : 
When  wine  infpires,  'tis  .fweet  to  rarve. 

Ms  In 
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In  frantic  rage  Alcmxon  drew 
His  faulchiony  and  his  *  mother  flew  z 
Oreftes  in  a  furious  mood 
Raving  fhed  his  f  mother's  blood. 
Dreadful,  fober  madmen,  they  ! — 
None,  harmlefs  drunkard,  none  I  flay : 
The  blood  of  grapes  I  only  crave  : 
I  quaff  it,  and  'tis  fwect  to  rave. 

Alcides  frantic  grafp'd  his  bow. 
His  quiver  rattled,  ftor'd  with  woe; 
Stern  Ajax  fliook  his  glittering  blade. 
And  broad  his  fevenfold  fliield  difplay'd : 
Dangerous  madman  !  how  he  drew 
His  fword,  and  hofts  in  fancy  flew ! 

I,  peaceful  I,  no  faulchion  wield, 
I  bend  no  bow,  I  poife  no  fliield. 
The  flowery  garland  crowns  my  hairs. 
My  hand  the  powerful  goblet  bears. 
The  powerful  goblet,  nobly  brave, 
I  drain,  and  then  'tis  fweet  to  rave. 

ODE   xxxvr. 

'Tp  ALK  not  to  roe  of  pedant  rules, 
-*"     I  leave  debates  to  learned  fools. 
Who  folemnly  in  form  advife  : 
At  beft,  impertinently  wife ! 

To  me  more  pleafing  precepts  give. 
And  teach  the  fcience^ow  to  live  : 

•  Eryphile.  f  Clytaemneftra. 
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To  bury  in  the  friendly  draught 
Sorrows  that  fpring  from  too  much  thought  % 
To  learn  foft  lefTons  from  the  fair. 
How  life  may  glide  exempt  from  care. 

Alas  !  Fm  old !  I  fee  my  head 
With  hoary  locks  by  time  o^rfpread  s 
Then  inftant  be  the  goblet  brought 
To  make  me  young — at  lead  in  thought. 
Alas !  inceflant  fpeeds  the  day 
When  I  muft  mix  with  common  clay. 
When  I  muft  tread  the  difmal  fhore. 
And  dream  of  love  and  wine  no  more. 

ODE    XXXVII.    The  Spring. 

O  £  E  Winter 's  paft !  the  feafons  bring 

*^  Soft  breezes  with  returning  Spring  { 

At  whofe  approach  the  Graces  wear 

Frefh  honours  in  their  flowing  hair  t 

The  raging  feas  forget  to  roar» 

Andy  fmilingy  gently  kifs  the  fliorei 

The  fportive  duck,  in  wanton  play. 

Now  divesy  now  rifes  into  day;  • 

The  cranes  from  freezing  Ikies  repair^ 

And  failing  float  to  warmer  air ; 

Th'  enlivening  funs  in  glory  rife. 

And  gaily  dance  along  the  fkies. 

The  clouds  difperfej  or  if  in  (howera 
They  fall,  it  is  to  wake  the  flowers  ; 

M4  See 
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See  verdure  cloaths.the  teeming  earth  I 
The  olive  ft^ggle&  into  birth : 
The  fwelling  grapes  adorn  the  vine. 
And  kindly  promife  future  wine :  « 

Bleft  juice  !  already  I  in  thought 
QuafF  an  imaginary  draught. 

ODE'  XL VIII.    Gay    Life. 

f^  I V  E  me  Homer's  tuneful  lyre, 
^^  Let  the  found  my  breaft  infpire ! 
But  with  no  troublefome  delight 
Of  arms,  and  heroes  flain  in  fight : 
Let  it  play  no  conquefts  here, 
Or  conquefts  only  o'er  the  fair ! 

Boy,  reach  that  volume— book  divine : 
The  ftatutcs  of  the  God  of  Wine ! 
He,  legislator,  ftatutes  draws. 
And  I,  his  judge,  inforce  his  laws  : 
And,  faithful  to  the  weighty  truft. 
Compel  his  votaries  to  be  juft  s 
Thus,  round  the  bowl  impartial  flies, 
Till  to  the  fpirightly  dance  we  rife  j 
We  frifk  it  with  a  lively  bound, 
Charm'd  with  the  lyre's  harmonious  found : 
Then  pour  forth,  with  an  heat  divine, 
Rapturous  fongs  that  breathe  of  wine. 
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O  D  E    L.    The  happy  Effca«  of  W  i  n  £• 

O  E  E  !  fee  the  jplly  god  appears, 
^  His  hand  a  ni\ghty  goblet  bears ; 
AVith  fparkling  Wine  full-charg'd  it  flows. 
The  fovereign  cure  of  human  woes. 

Wine  gives  a  kind  releafe  from  car«. 
And  courage  to  fujxiiie  the  fair  $ 
Inftrufts  the  chearful  to  advance 
Harmonious  in  the  iprightly  dance  \ 
Hail,  goblet !  rich  with  generous  wines  ! 
See  !  round  the  verge  a  vine-branch  twines. 
See  !  how  the  mimic  clufters  roll. 
As  ready  to  re-fill  the  bowl ! 

Wine  keeps  its  happy  patients  free 
From  every  painful  malady; 
Our  heft  phyfician  all  the  year. 
Thus  guarded,  no  difeafe  we  fear. 
No  troublefome  difeafe  of  mind. 
Until  another  year  grows  kind, 
And  loads  again  the  fruitful  vine, 
And  brings  again  our  health-i— new  wine. 


ODE    Lir.    Grapes,  or  the  Vintage. 

T  0  !  the  vintage  now  is  done  ! 
•*•  And  black'ned  with  th'  autumnal  fun 
The  grapes  gay  youths  and  virgins  bear. 
The  Iweeteft  produiSl  of  the  year  ! 

In 
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In  vats  the  heave\ily  Joad  they  lay. 
And  fwift  the  damfeU  trip  away: 
The  youths  alone  the  wine-prefs  tread. 
For  wine  *s  by  fkilful  drunkards  made  t 
Meantime  the  mirthful  fong  they  raife, 
lo  !  Bacchus,  to  thy  praife  I 
And,  eying  the  bleft  juice^  in  thought 
Quaff  an  imaginary  draught. 

Gaily  through  wine  the  old  advance. 
And  doubly  tremble  in  the  dance  ; 
In  fancyM  youth  they  chant  and  play. 
Forgetful  that  their  locks  are  grey. 

Through  wine,  the  youth  compleats  his  loves  ; 
He  haunts  the  filence  of  the  groves : 
"Where,  ftretch'd  beneath  th'  embowering  fliade. 
He  fpies  fome  love-infpiring  maid  $ 
On  beds  of  rofy  fweets  (he  lies. 
Inviting  deep  to  clofe  her  eyes  : 
Fad  by  her  fide  his  limbs  he  throws. 
Her  hand  he  prelfes — breathes  his  vows  i 
And  cries.  My  love,  my  foul,  comply 
This  inftant,  or,  alas !  I  die. 

In  vain  the  youth  perfuafion  tries ! 
In  vain  !— her  tongue  at  leaft  denies : 
Then  fcoming  death  through  dull  defpair. 
He  ftorms  th*  unwilling  willing  fair: 
Bleiling  the  grapes  that  could  difpenfe 
The  happy,  happy  impudence. 


ODE 
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ODE    Un.    The  Rose, 

^  rOME,  lyrift,  tune  thy  harp,  and  pCa/ 
^  Refjwnfive  to  my  vocal  lay  ; 
Gently  touch  it,  while  I  flng 
Tie  Rofc,  the  glory  of  the  Tpring. 
To  heaven  the  Roft  in  fragrance  f:.'ii. 
The  fweeteft  Incenfe  of  the  (\c:z%. 
Thee,  joy  of  earth,  when  Tcrnal  h--*,;* 
Pour  forth  a  blooming  wai^e  of  Eo'Mtft, 
The  gaily-fmiling  Graces  wear 
A  trophy  in  their  flowing  hair* 
Thee  Venus  queen  of  beauty  Wet, 
And  crowned  with  thee  more  graceful  mortu 

In  fabled  ibng,  and  tuneful  lay«. 
Their  favourite  Rofe  the  Mufet  pniCt  % 
To  pluck  the  Rofe,  the  vlr^n-tritln 
With  blood  their  pretty  fingers  ftain. 
Nor  dread  the  pointed  terrors  round. 
That  threaten,  and  infli^  a  wound  ; 
See !  how  they  wave  the  charming  toy. 
Now  kifs,  now  fnuflf  the  fragrant  joy ! 

The  Rofe  the  poets  ftrive  to  praife, 
And  for  it  would  exchange  their  bayi  $ 
O !  ever  to  the  fprightly  feaft 
Admitted,  welcome,  pleafing  gueft ! 
But  chiefly  when  the  goblet  flows. 
And  Rofy  wreathes  adom*^our  brows ! 

Lovely  fmiling  Rofe,  how  fweet 
The  objcft  where  thy  beauties  meet  I 

Aurora 
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Aurora  with  a  bluihing  ray, 
And  Rofy-fingers,  fpreads  the  day  i 
The  Graces  more  enchanting  (how. 
When  Rofy  bluihes  paint  their  fnow. 
And  every  pleasM  beholder  feeks 
The  Rofe  in  Cytheraea^s  cheeks. 

When  pain  aifii£ls,  or  ficknefs  grieves> 
Its  juice  the  drooping  heart  relieves. 
And,  after  death,  its  odours  (hed 
A  pleafing  fragrance  o^er  the  dead : 
And  when  its  withering  charms  decay. 
And  finking,  fading,  die  away. 
Triumphant  o'er  the  rage  of  time. 
It  keeps  the  fragrance  of  its  prime. 

Come,  lyrift,  join  to  fing  the  birth 
Of  this  fwcet  offspring  of  the  earth ! 
When  Venus  from  the  ocean's  bed 
Rais'd  o^er  the  waves  her  lovely  head  ; 
When  warlike  Pallas  fprung  from  Jove, 
Tremendous  to  the  powers  above. 
To  grace  the  world  the  teeming  earth 
Gave  the  fragrant  infant  birth. 
And  *  This,  (he  cry'd,  I  this  ordain 
My  favourite,  queen  of  flowers  to  reign  !* 

But  firft  th*  aflembled  gods  debate 
The  future  wonder  to  create  : 
Agreed  at  length  from  heaven  they  thre^^p 
A  drop  of  rich,  nq6lareous  dew, 
A  bramble-ftem  the  drop  receives. 
And  fti'ait  the  Rofe  adorns  the  leaves. 


The 
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The  gods  to  Bacchus  gave  the  flower^ 
To  grace  him  in  the  genial  hour. 

ODE    LIV.    Grown  Young. 

"1117'  HEN  fprightly  youths  my  eyes  furvey, 

^^     I  too  am  young,  and  I  am  gayj 
In  dance  my  aflive  body  fwimsy 
And  fudden  pinions  lift  my  limbs. 

Hafle,  crown,  Cybsba,  crown  my  brows 
With  garlands  of  the  fragrant  rofe ! 
Hence,  hoary  age  !— I  now  am  ftrong. 
And  dance,  a  yo^th  among  the  young. 

Come  then,  my  friends,  the  goblet  drain ! 
Bleft  juice  !-— I  feel  thee  in  each  vein  I 
See !  how  with  a£live  bounds  I  fpring  t 
How  ftrong,  and  yet  how  fweet,  I  fing ! 

How  bleft  am  1 1  who  thus  excell 
In  pleafing  arts  of  trifling  well ! 

ODE    LV.    The  M  A  R  k. 

npH^  ftately  fteed  expreflive  bears 
'*'    A  mark  imprinted  on  his  hairs : 
The  turban  that  adorns  the  brows 
Of  Afia^s  Tons,  the  Parthian  (hows  t 
And  marks  betray  the  lover^s  heart. 
Deeply  engravM  by  Cupid's  dait : 
I  plainly  read  them  in  his  eyes. 
That  look  too  fooliih  or  too  wife^ 

ODE 
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ODE       LVI. 

ALAS!  the  powers  of  life  decay  ! 
•^^  My  hairs  arc  fall'ii,  or  changed  to  grey  ! 
The  fmiling  bloom,  and  youthful  grace. 
Is  baniihM  from  my  faded  face  ! 
Thus  man  beholds,  with  weeping  eyes, 
Himfelf  half-dead  before  he  dies. 

For  this,  and  for  the  grave,  I  fear. 
And  pour  the  never- ceafing  tear ! 
A  dreadful  profpeA  ftrikes  my  eye, 
I  foon  muft  ficken,  foon  muft  die. 

For  this  the  mournful  groan  I  fhed, 
I  dread— alas  !  the  hour  I  dread  ! 
What  eye  can  ftedfaftly  furvcy 
Death,  and  its  dark  tremendous  way  f 
For  foon  as  fate  has  clo8*d  our  eyes, 
Man  dies— for  ever,  ever  dies  ! 
All  pale,  all  fenfelefs  in  the  urn! 
Never,  ah !  never  to  return. 

ODE    LXIV.    To  Apollo. 

AA  N  C  E  more,  not  uninfplr'd,  the  ftring 
^^  I  waken,  and  fpontaneous  fing : 
No  Pythic  laurel-wreath  I  claim. 
That  lifts  ambition  into  fame : 
My  voice  unbidden  tunes  the  lay : 
Some  god  impells,  and  I  obey. 

LifteA 


ODES    OF    ANACREON.        175 

Liften,  ye  groves!— The  Mufe  prepares 
A  facred  fong  in  Phrygian  airs  ; 
Such  as  the  fwan  expiring  fings. 
Melodious  by  Cayfter^s  fprings. 
While  liftening  winds  in  filence  hear^ 
And  to  the  gods  the  mufic  bear. 

Celeftial  Mufe  I  attend,  and  bring 
Thy  aid,  while  I  thy  Phoebus  fing  i 
To  Phoebus  and  the  Mufe  belong 
The  laurel,  lyre,  and  Delphic  fong. 

Begin,  begin  the  lofty  ftrain ! 
How  Phoebus  lov'd,  but  lovM  in  vain  i 
How  Daphne  fled  his  guilty  flame. 
And  IcornM  a  god  that  ofFerM  (hame. 
With  gldrious  pride  his  vows  fhe  hears. 
And  heaven,  indulgent  to  her  prayers. 
To  laurel  changM  the  nymph,  and  gave 
Her  foliage  to  reward  the  brave. 

Ah !  how,  on  wings  of  love  convey'd. 
He  fiew  to  clafp  the  panting  maid ! 
Now,  now  overtakes  I— but  heaven  deceives 
His  hope— he  feizcs  only  leaves. 

Why  fires  my  raptur'd  breaft  ?  ah  !  why 
Ah  !  whither  drives  my  foul  to  fly  ? 
I  feel  the  pleafing  frenzy  ftrong^ 
Impuifive  to  fome  nobler  fong  s 
Let,  let  the  wanton  fancy  play. 
But  guide  it,  left  it  devious  fii-ay. 

But  oh  !  in  vain,  my  Mufe  denies 
Her  aid,  a  flsive  to  lovely  eyes ; 

f  Suffice 
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Suffice  it  to  rehearfe  the  pains 
Of  bleeding  nymphs,  and  dying  fwains } 
Nor  dare  to  wield  the  ibafts  of  Love, 
That  wound  the  gods,  and  conquer  Jove. 

I  yield  \  adieu,  the  lofty  ftrain ! 
I  am  Anacreon  once  again  : 
Again  the  melting^  fong  I  play. 
Attempered  to  the  ^ vocal  lay  t 
See !  fee  !  how  with  attentive  ears 
The  youths  imbibe  the  ne6tarM  airs  ! 
And  quaff,  in  lowery  (hades  reclin'd. 
My  precepts,  tb  regale  the  mind. 
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To   G  E  O  R  G  E     PITT,.   Efq? 
of  Stratfield  Sea>  in  Hampfhire» 

S    I    R, 


QINCE  you  vouch fafe  to  be  a  patron  to  thefe  I 
*^  as  well  as  to  their  author,  I-  will  not  make 


;  flieetSx 
:  make  an  ill 

life  of  the  liberty  you  give  mc,  to  addrefs  you  in  this 
public  manner,  by  running  into  the  common  topics  of 
dedications.  Should  I  venture  to  engage  in  fuch  an. 
exteniive  theme  as  your  chara6ler,  the  world  would- 
fudge  the  attempt  to  be  altogether  unneceffary,  becaufe 
it  had  long  before  been  thoroughly  acquainted  with  your 
viitues  }  befides,  I  am  fenfible,  that  yon  as  earnel^ly 
decline  all  praife  and  panegyric,  as  you  eminently  de- 
Icrve  them. 

I  hope.  Sir,  on  another  occafion,  to  prefent  you  with. 
the  pixKlu^l  of  my  feverer  ftudies :  In  the  mean  time  be: 
pleafed  to  accept  of  this  trifle,  as  one  fmall  acknow^- 
ledgement  of  the  many  great  favours  you  have  be-^ 
flowed  on>. 

(Honoured  Sir,)' 
Your  obliged  humble  ftrvanf,. 

Christopher  Plt'b;. 

»4. 
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PRE      FACE. 

ly^l' Y  tranflation  of  Vida's  Art  of  Poetry  having  been 
^^•^  more  favourably  received  than  I  had  relfon  to 
expefly  has  encoun^ed  me  to  publifh  this  little  M.iC- 
c^ItanT  of  Poems  andi3e£t  Tranflations.  I  (hall  nei« 
tH«r  ettSamfs  myfelf  nor  my  reader  with  apologies 
co«iOf*r.:'*g  this  colle£lion  j  for  whether  it  is  a  good  or  a 
V^K'  o«i?»  all  excufes  are  unneceffary  in  one  cafe,  and 
v.;\;rrvl  ir  ntn  !n  the  other. 

All  sutbor  <^  a  Mifcellany  has  a  better  chance  of 
W<  t*  "^j  Ae  trorid>  than  he  who  writes  on  a  fingle  fub- 
\<^  ^  i^{  I  KiYt  (ometimes  known  a  bad»  or  (which  is 
'!t..i><KV«*.>)  an  tnJilferent  Poet,  meet  wrth  tolerable 
N»i^.V  i  >eiV.cli  has  been  otwing  more  to  the  variety  of 
:'<«.^v-^^b%  th«R  h'^  happinefs  in  tre^|n^  them^ 

\  a*r.  jh"i;^i^  the  men  of  wit  amTpleafbre  will  be 
-i'  .j:>.J^^  h>  64s5  w  great  a  part  of  this  colle£lion  con- 
iJt  ^^  facre^S  fkoetrr )  but  I  aiTure  thefe  gentlemen, 
x»  ^AJfvtt'  rtiet  !^uU  be  pleafed  to  objeft,  that  I  ftiaJl 
rvcxi<n  W  aAtiiieU  of  empSoying  my  talents  (iuch  as  they 
J  v"^  in  tht  tuTke  of  my  Maker  ;  That  it  would  look 
i^N  ev^nt  m  one  of  mv  profelHon,  not  to  fpend  as  much 
t'  "-X  o»  n»  p«i!ms  of  Bavid,  as  the  hymns  of  Calli- 
%  vvc  ,*,$  ;  avni  fa ithrr,  that  if  thole  beautiful  pieces  of 
o»x*r.c  poetry  had  been  writttn  by  Callimachus,  or  any 
K  ^*theii  author,  they  mrght  have  poilibly  -vouchfafed 
r*^sm  a  u  v!:;»2  even  in  my  ^anflation. 

But 


PREFACE.  1S5 

Bat  I  will  not  trefpafs  firrther  on  my  rcader^s  pa- 
ffi^noe  in  pro^ft;  firfcd  I  (hall  have  oceaiioii  enoXigh  for  it; 
as  well  as  for  his  ^9ad-nature>in  the  following  verfes  $ 
concerning  v/hich  I  muft  acquaint  him,  that  fome  of 
them  were  written  feveral  years  (ince,  and  that  I  have 
precifdy  bbfcrved  the  nik  of  onr  great  mafterHowce— 
Nonuraque  premator  in  annum.  But  I  may  fay  mofe 
juftly  than  Mr.  Prior  fard  of  himfelf  in  the  ]ike  caf^ 
that  I  have  ohiferved  the  Letter,  more  than  the  Spirit  4£ 
the  precept, 
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PRE      FACE. 

Ti  yT  Y  traiVflation  of  Vida's  Art  of  Poetry  having  been 
-^^^  more  favourably  received  than  I  had  reifon  to 
expe6ly  has  encour^d  ine  to  publifh  this  little  Mif- 
cellany  of  Poems  and  lelieS  Tranflations.  I  (haU  nei* 
ther  embarrafs  myfelf  nor  my  reader  with  apologies 
concerning  this  colleflion  $  for  whether  it  is  a  good  or  a 
bad  one,  all  excufes  are  xinnecefTary  in  one  cafe^  and 
offered  in  vain  !n  the  other. 

An  author  of  a  Mlfcellany  has  a  better  chance  of 
pleafing  the  world,  than  he  who  writes  on  a  fmgle  fub- 
je6l ;  and  I  have  fometimes  known  a  bad,  or  (which  Is 
ftill  worfe)  an  indifferent  Poet,  meet  with  tolerable 
fuccefs  }  which  has  b^en  owing  more  to  the  variety  of 
fubje£l$,  than  his  happinefs  in  tres^bg  them« 

I  am  fenfible  the  men  of  wit  ana.pleafure  will  be 
difgufted  to  find  To  great  a  part  of  this  colle£lion  con« 
flit  of  facred  poetry  j  but  I  affure  thefc  gentlemen, 
whatever  they  fliall  be  pleafed  to  objeft,  that  I  (hall 
never  be  aihamed  of  employing  my  talents  (fiich  as  they 
are)  in  the  fervice  of  my  Maker  ;  That  it  would  look 
indecent  in  one  of  my  profeflfion,  not  to  fpend  as  much 
lime  on  the  pfaims  of  David,  as  the  h-ymns  of  Calli- 
inacluis  ;  and  farther,  that  if  thofe  beautiful  pieces  of 
divine  poetry  had  been  wrrtttn  by  Callimachus,  or  any 
heathen  author,  they  Tnight  have  poflibly  vouchfafed 
rhcm  a  rc.\ding  even  in  my  tranflatiop. 

But 
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Bat  I  will  not  trefpafs  firrthcr  on  my  reader^s  pa- 
^tict  in  pro'ft;  filled  I  (hall  ha>v«  occafion  enough  for  i^ 
as  well  as  for  his  gdod-natore^in  the  following  verfes  $ 
concerning  v/hich  I  muft  acquaint  him,  that  fome  of 
them  were  wriffen  feverai  years  (ince,  and  that  I  have 
precifdf  ob(erved  the  rule  of  onr  great  mafter  Horace— 
Noniiraque  prematur  in  annum.  But  I  may  fay  mom 
juftly  than  Mr.  Pnor  faid  of  himfelf  in  the  like  cal^ 
that  I  have  ohfferved  the  Letter,  more  than  the  Spirit  4£ 
the  precept. 


1^ 
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Warm'd  as  I  am  \wth  every  Mnfe't  charn^ 
Since  the  coy  virgins  fly  itiy  eage&arm«, 
♦  I  '11  quit  the  work>  throw  by  my  ftrong  dcfirc* 
And  from  thy  praife,  xtht^smtly  retire. 


G.  R I  D  X.  E  Y« 
♦  See  Mr*  Pitt's  tranilation  of  Vida, 
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An  Epiftle  to  Dt.  Edward  Young,  at 
Kaflbury,  in  Dorfetihire,  on  the  Review  at 
Sarum>  tyzz* 

"f  X  7HILE  with  your  Dodditigton  retir'd  you  fit, 
^  ^     Cliarm'd  with  his  flowing  Bargundy  and  wit  j. 
By  turns  relieving  with  the  circling  draught. 
Each  paufe  of  chat,  and  interval  of  thought : 
Or  through  the  well-glaz'd  tube,  from  bufinefs  frecd^ 
Draw  the  rich  fpirit  of  the  Indian  wccdj 
Or  bid  your  eyes  o'er  Vanbrugh's  modek  roam^ 
And  trace  in  miniature  the  future  dome' 
(WJiile  bufy  fancy  with  imaging  power 
Builds  up  the  .work  of  ages  in  an  hour)  ; 
Or,  loft  in  thought,  contemplative  you  rove. 
Through  opening  vifta's,  and  the  (liady  grove  $ 
Where  a  new  Eden  in  the  wilds  is  found> 
And  all  the  fcafons  in  a  fpot  of  grounB  : 
There,  if  you  exercife  your  tragic  rage. 
To  bring  fome  hero  on  the  Britiih  ftage  j 

»  Whofe 
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And  Cato,  reconcil'd,  had  ne'er  difdain'd 
To  live  a  fubjeft,  where  a  Bninfwick  reignM. 
But  I  detain  your  nobler  Miifc  top  long. 
From  the  great  theme,^  that  mocks  my  bumble  fong, 
A  theme  that  alks  a  Virgil,  or  a  Young. 


On    the  approaching  Delivery  of   Her    Royal 
Highnefs,  in  the  Year  1721, 
An        ODE. 

XTE  angels,  come  without  delay  5 
*     Britannia's  genius,  come  away, 
Defccnd,  ye  %irits  of  the  fky  5 
Stand,  all  ye  winged  guardians,  by  j 
Your  golden  pinions  kindly  fpread. 
And  watch  round  Carolina's  bed» 
Here  fix  your  refidence  on  earth. 
To  haften  on  the  glorious  birth  j 
Her  fainting  fplrits  to  fupply. 
Catch  all  the  Zephyrs  as  they,  fly. 
Oh  1  fuccour  nature  in  the  ftrife. 
And  gently  hold  her  up  in  life ; 
Nor  let  her  hence  too  foon  remove. 
To  join  your  facrcd  choirs  above : 
But  live,  Britannia  to  adorn 
With  kings  and  princes  yet  unborn. 

Ye  angels,  come  without  delay  j 
Britannia's  genius,  come  away. 

Aflii^e 


An  ode  to  hkk  ROYAL  HIGHNESS.  ^%s3 
AfTuage  her  pains,  and  Albion*8  fear«> 
For  Albion^s  life  depends  on  her's. 
Oh  then  I  to  fave  her  ^om  defpair. 
Lean  down,  and  Jiften  to  her  prayer. 
Crown  all  her  tortures  with  delight. 
And  call  th^  aufpic^us.  babe  to  light. 
We  hope  from  your  propitious  care. 
All  that  is  brave,  qr  all  that  *9  fair. 
A  youth,  to  match  his  fire  in  arms  ; 
Or  nymph,  to  match  her  mother^s  charms ; 
A  youth,  who  over  kings  fhall  reign, 
Or  nymph,  whom  kings  iball  court  in  vain. 
From  far  the  royal  (laves  fliall  come, 
And  wait  from  him  or  her  their  doom  ; 
To  each  their  different  fuits  (hall  move. 
And  pay  their  homage,  or  their  love. 

Ye  angels,  come  without  delay  ; 
Britannia^s  genius,  come  away. 

When  the  foft  powers  of  deep  fubdue 
Thofe  eyes,  that  Ihine  as  bright  as  you  5 
With  fcenes  of  blifs,  tranfporting  themes  ! 
Prompt  and  infpire  her  golden  dreams  s 
Let  vifionary   blefHngs  rife, 
And  fwim  before  her  clofing  eyes. 
The  fenfe  of  torture  to  fubdue. 
Set  Britain's  happinefs  to  view  ; 
That  fight  her  fpirits  will  fuftain. 
And  give  her  pleafure  from  her  pain. 

Ye  angels,  come  without  delay  5 
Britannia's  genius,  come  away, 

O  Come, 


t^4-  PITTAS    POEMS. 

Come,  and  rejoice;  th'  im^^tant  hour 
Is  paft»  and  all  our  fears  ftre  o*er : 
See !  every  trace  of  angurfli  flies^ 
While  in  her  lap  the  infant  liet. 
Her  pain  by  fudden  joy  beguiPdy 
She  hangs  in  rapture  o>r  the  child. 
Her  eyes  o'er  every  feature  nm. 
The  father's  beauties  and  her  own* 
There,  pleas'd  her  intage  to  furvey. 
She  melts  in  tendemefs  away ; 
Smiles  o'er  the  babe,  nor  fmiles  tn  vatni 
The  babe  returns  th'  aufpicious  fmile  again* 
Ye  angels^  come  without  delay  } 
Britannia's  genius>  come  away. 

Turn  heaven's  eternal  volume  o'er. 
And  look  for  this  didinguifh'd  hour } 
Confult  the  page  of  Britain's  ftate. 
Before  you  clofe  the  books  of  fate : 
Then  tell  us  what  you  there  have  ieen, 
What  aera^s  from  this  birth  begin. 
What  years  from  this  bleft  hour  muft  run. 
As  bright  and  lading  as  the  fun. 
Far  from  the  ken  of  monal  fight, 
Thefe  fecrets  are  involv'd  in  night  s 
The  blefllngs  which  this  birth  purfue. 
Are  only  known  to  heaven  and  you. 


The 


HYMN   t6   }UtlT£R.         f95 
The  firft  Hymn  ofCALLiMACHU$    to 

J  V  F  1  T  E  R. 


w 


''HILE  trembling  wc  approach  Jove's  awful  ihrint. 
With  pure  libationsj  and  with  rites  divine  j 
What  theme  more  proper  can  we  chufe  to  fing. 
Than  Jove  hirofclf,  the  great,  Eternal  Ki«g ! 
Whofe  word  gives  law  to  thofe  of  heavenly  birth  } 
Whofe  hand  fubdues  the  rebel  fons  of  earth. 
Since  doubts  and  dark  difputes  thy  titles  moVe, 
Hear'ft  thou>  Diftaean  or  Lyc«an  Jove  ? 
For  here  thy  birth  the  tops  of  Ida  claim, 
And  there  Arcadia  triumphs  in  thy  name. 
But  Crete  in  vain  would  boaft  a  grace  fo  high, 
Whofe  faithlcfs  fons  through  meer  complexion  lie  t 
Immortal  as  thou  art  in  endlefs  bloom. 
To  prove  their  claim,  they  build  the  thunderer's  tomb. 
Be  then  Arcadian,  for  the  towering  height 
Of  fteep  Parrhafia  welcomed  thee  to  light  j 
When  pregnant  Rhaea,  wandering  through  the  wood> 
Sought  out  her  darkeft  fliades,  and  bore  the  God  | 
The  place  thus  hallowed  by  the  birth  of  Jove> 
More  than  religious  horror  guards  the  grove; 
The  gloom  all  teeming  females  ilill  decline. 
From  the  vile  worm,  to  woman,  form  divine. 
Soon  as  the  mother  had  difcharged  her  load. 
She  fought  a  fpring  to  bathe  the  recent  God  $ 
But  fought  in  vain  :  no  living  dream  (he  found. 
Though  fmcej  the  waters  drench  the  realms  around. 

Q  1  Clear 
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Clear  Eryraanthus  had  not  Icam'd  to  glide. 
Nor  mightier  Ladon  drove  bis  fweliing  tide,  > 
At  thy  great  birth,  whext  now  I'aon  flows. 
Tall  towering  oaks,  and  pathlefs  forefts  rofe 
'  The  thirdy  favages  were  heard  to  roar, 
Where  Cario  foftly  murmurs  to  the  Ihore  5 
Where  fpreading  Melas  widely  floats  the  coat^. 
The  flying  chariot  rais'd  a  cloud  of  duft. 
With  drbwth  o'er  Gratis  and  Menope  curft. 
The  fainting  Twain,  to  aggravate  his  thirft. 
Heard  from  within  the  bubbling  waters  flow. 
In  clofe  reftraint,  and  murmur  from  below. 

Thou  too,  O  earth,  (enjoin'd  the  power  divine) 
Bring  forth  5  thy  pangs  are  lefs  feVere  than  mine. 
And  fooner  paft  ;  (he  fpoke,  and  as  (he  fpoke 
Reaf'd  high  her  fcepter'd  arm,  and  piercM  the  rock*. 
Wide  to  the  blow  the  parting  mountain  rent, 
The  waters  gufli'd  tumultuous  at  the  vent, 
Impatient  to  be  freed  5  amid  the  flood 
She  plung'd  the  recent  babe,  and  bath'd  the  God. 
She  wrapped  thee,  mighty  king,  in  purple  bands. 
Then  gave  the  faci  ed  charge  to  Ncda's  hands, 
The  babe  to  nourish  in  the  clofe  retreat. 
And  in  tlw  fafe  recefs,  of  diftant  Crete. 
In  years  and  wifdom,  of  the  nymphs  who  nnrft 
The  infant  thunderer,  Ncda  was  the  firft  j 
Next  Styx  and  Phylirc  j  the  virgin  fliar'd 
For  her  great  truft  difcharg'd  a  great  i*eward  i 
For  by  her  honourM  name  the  flood  ftie  calls. 
Which  rolls  into  the  fea  by  Leprion's  walk  j 

To 
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To  drink  her  ftreams  the  foos  of  Areas  crowd. 
And  draw  for  ever  from  the  ancient  flood. 

Thee,  Jove,  the  careful  nymph  to  CnofiTus  bcre^ 
(To  Cnoifus  feated  on  the  Cretan  fhore) 
With  joyful  arms  the  Corybantes  hcav'd. 
And  the  proud  nymphs  the  glorious  charge  receivM* 
Above  the  reft  in  grace  Adrafte  (lood. 
She  rock'd  the  golden  cradle  of  the  God  5  . 
On  his  ambrofzal  lips  the  goat  diftill'd 
Her  milky  ftore,  and  fed  th'  immortal  child : 
With  her  the  duteous  bee  prefents  her  fpoils. 
And  for  the-  God  repeats  her  flowery  toils.  •   • 

The  fierce  Quretes  too  in  arms  advance, 
Aild  tread  tumultuoufly  their  myftic  dance  s 
And,  left  thy  cries  fliould  reach  old  Saturn's  ear» 
Beat  on  their  brazen  (hields  the  din  of  war. 

Full  foon.  Almighty  King,  thy  early  prime 
Advanced  beyond  the  bounds  of  vulgar  time.  r 

Ere  the  foft  down  had  cloath'd  thy  youthful  face,. . 
Swift  was  thy  growth  in  wit  and  every  grace. 
Fraught  was  thy  mind  in  life's  beginning  ftage,    - 
With  all  the  wifdom  of  experienced  age : 
Thy  elder  brothers  hence  their  claims  relign. 
And  leave  th'  unbounded  heavens  by  merit  thin&j 
For  fure  thofe  Poets  fable,  who  advance 
The  bold  aflertion,  that  capricious  chance 
By  equal  lots  to  Saturn's  Tons  had  given 
The  triple  reign  of  ocean,  hell  and  heaven. 
Above  blind  chance  the  vaft  divifion  lies, 
And  hell  holds  no  proportion  to  the  ikies. 

O  3  Things 
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Things  ©fa  lefs,  and  equal  value,  turn 

On  the  blind  lot  of  an  inverted  urn. 

Not  chance,  O  Jove,  attained  heaven's  high  abodes. 

But  thy  own  Power  advanc'd  thee  o'er  the  Gods, 

Thy  Power  that  whirls  thy  rapid  chariot  on,  | 

Tliy  Power,  the  great  afleiTor  of  thy  throne.  | 

Difmift  by  thee,  th'  imperial  eagle  flies  i 

Charg'd  with  thy  figns  and  thunders  through  the  fkies  : 

To  me  and  mine  glad  omens  may  fhe  bring. 

And  to  the  left  extend  her  golden  wing.  .  I 

Thou  to  inferior  Gods  haft  well  afiign'd  i 

The  various  ranks  and  orders  of  mankind  : 
Of  thefe  the  wandering  merchants  claim  the  xMf e  5 
©f  thofe  thd  Poets,  and  the  fons  of  war : 
Kings  claim  from  thee  their  titles  and  their  reigtt 
O'er  all  degrees,  the  foldier  and  the  fwain, 
Vulcan  prefidcs  o'er  all  who  bear  the  malis. 
Bend  the  tough  fteel,  and  (hape  the  tortur'd  braft. 
Diana^thofe  adore  who  fpread  the  toils  5 
To  Mars  the  warrior  dedicates  4iis  fpoils. 
The  bard  to  Phcebus  ftrikes  the  living  firings, 
Jove's  royal  province  is  the  care  of  kings  5 
For  kings  fubmiffive  hear  thy  high  decree, 
And  liold  their  delegated  powers  from  thee. 
Thy  name  the  judge  and  legiflator  awes. 
When  this  enafts,  and  that  dire£ls  the  laws  : 
Cities  and  realms  thy  great  proteftion  prove  5 
Thefe  bend  to  monarchs,  as  they  bend  to  Jove, 

Though  to  thy  fcepter'd  fons  thy  will  extends. 
The  proper  means  proportioned  to  their  ends  j 

Air 
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All  are  not  favourM  in  tbe  fame  degre^. 
For  power  fupreme  belongs  to  Ptolemy ; 
What  no  inferior  limitary  king 
Could  in  a  length  of  years- to  ripcncfe  bring, 
Sudden  his  word  performs  ^  his  boundlels  power 
Complcats  the  work  of  J^ge8  in  an  hour  s 
While  others  laboyr  through  a  wretched  reign. 
Their  fchemes  are  blafted,  and  their  counfels  vain. 

Hail  Sa(urn*s  mighty  Ton,  to  whom  we  owe    - 
Life,  health,  and  every  blcffing  here  below ! 
Who  /hall  in  worthy  ftrains  thy  name  adorn  f 
What  living  bard  ?  what  Poet  yet  unborn  ? 
Hail  and  all  hail  again;  in  equal  ihares 
Give  wealth  and  virtue,  and  indulge  our  prayers^ 
Hear  us,  great  king,  unlefs  they  meet  combin*dy 
Each  is  but  half  a  blefHng  to  mankind. 
Then  grant  us  both,  that  blended  they  may  prove 
A  double  happiaefs,  and  worthy  Jove. 

The  Second  Hymn  ofCALLiMACHvs  to 
A  ?  o  L  L  p. 

TT  AH  !  how  Apollo's  haljow'd  laurds  w^ive? 
-■-  •■'   How  fhakes  the  temple  from  its  inmoft  /cave  ? 
Fly,  ye  profane  j  for  lo !  in  heavenly  ftate 
The  power  defcends,  and  thunders  gt  the  gate. 
See,  how  the  Delian  palms  with  reverence  nod  ! 
Hark  I  how  the  tuneful  fwan$  confefs  the  God  1 
Leap  from  your  hinges,  burft  your  brazen  bars, 
Yc  facrcd  doors  5  the  God,  the  God  appears. 

O  4.  Ye 
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Ye  youth,  begin  the  fong ;  in  choirs  advance; 
Wake  all  your  lyres,  and  form  the  meafur^d  dance. 
No  impious  wretch  his  holy  eyes  have  yiew'd. 
None  but  the  juft,  theinnpcent,  and  good. 
To  fee  the  power  confeft  your  minds  prepare, 
Refin'd  from  guilt,  and  purify'd  by  prayer. 
So  may  you  mount  in  youth  the  nuptial  bed. 
So  grace  with  filver  hairs  your  aged  head ; 
So  the  proud  walls  with  lofty  turrets  crown. 
And  lay  foundations  for  the  rifmg  town. 

Apollo's  fong  with  awful  filence  hear  j 
Ev'n  the  wild  Teas  the  facred  fong  revere : 
Nor  wretched  Thetis  dares  to  make  her  moan. 
For  great  Apollo  flew  her  darling  fon. 
When  the  loud  I6-Paeans  ring  around. 
She  checks  her  fighs,  and  trembles  at  the  found. 
Fixt  in  her  grief  muft  Niobc  appear, 
Nor  through  the  Phrygian  marble  drop  a  tear  5 
Still,  though  a  rock,  /he  dreads  Apollo's  bow. 
An  J  ftands  her  own  fad  monument  of  woe. 

Sound  the  loud  lo's,  and  the  temple  rend. 
With  the  bleft  Gods  *tis  impious  to  contend. 
He,  who  the  power  of  Ptolemy  defies. 
In  his  audacious  rage  would  brave  the  flues 
(From  whence  the  mighty  blefling  was  beftow'd). 
Or  challenge  Phoebus,  and  refill  the  God. 

Beyond  the  night  your  hallow'd  llrains  prolong. 
Till  the  day  rifes  on  th'  unfinifli'd  fong. 
Nor  lefs  his  various  attributes  require. 
So  fliall  he  honour,  and  reward  the  choir  j 

7  For 
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For  honour  is  hi«  gift,  and  high  above 
He  fhines,  and  graces  the  right-hand  of  Jove  i 
With  beamy  gold  his  robc«  divinely  glow, 
His  harp,  his  quiver,  and  his  Lilian  bow ; 
His  feet  how  fair  and  glorious  to  behold  ! 
Shod  in  rich  fandals  of  refulgent  gold ! 
Wealth  ftill  attends  him,  and  vaft  gifts  beftow'd^ 
Adorn  the  Delphic  temple  of  the  god.' 
Eternal  charms  hie  youthful  cheeks  diffufc  5 
His  treffes  dropping  with  arabroiial  devfrs. 
Pale  Death  before  him  flies,  with  dire  Difeafe, 
And  Health  and  Life  are  wafted  in  the  breeze. 

To  thee,  great  Phoebus,  various  arts  belong. 
To  wing  the  dart,  and  guide  the  Poet's  fong  : 
Th'  enlight«n'd  prophet  feels  thy  flames  divine. 
And  all  the  dark  events  of  lots  are  thine. 
By  Phoebus  taught,  the  fage  prolongs  our  breath. 
And  in  its  flight  fufpends  the  dart  of  death. 

To  thy  great  name,  O  Nomian  po^er,  Wc  cry. 
Ere  fince  the  time  when,  flooping  from  the  (ky. 
To  tend  Adraetus'  herds  thy  godhead  chofc. 
On  the  fair  banks  vrhere  clear  Amphryfus  flows  : 
Bled:  are  the  herds,  and  bleft  the  flocks,  that  lie 
Beneath  the  influence  of  Apollo's  eye. 
The  meads  re-echoed  to  the  bleating  lambs. 
And  the  kids  leaped,  and  friik'd  around  their  dams  ;  , 
Her  weight  of  milk  each  ewe  dragg'd  on  with  pain. 
And  drop'd  a  double  offspring  on  the  plain. 

On  great  Apollo  for  his  aid  we  call. 
To  build  th*  town  and  raife  th'  embattl  ed  wall : 

He, 
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He,  while  an  iivfant,  framed  the  wondrou$  plan. 
In  fair  Qrtygh,  for  the  ufe  of  man. 
When  young  Diana  urg'd  her  fylvan  toils, 
From  Cynthus'  tops  fhe  brought  her  favage  fpoiU  j 
The  heads  of  mountain-goats,  and  antlers  }ay 
Spread  wide  around,  the  trophies  of  the  day  ; 
Of  theie  z  fti'U^lttu'e  he  composM  with  art. 
In  order  rang'd,  ^m^  jm(1  in  every  p^t  { 
And  by  th^j:  nwdel  taijght  us  to  difpofe 
The  rifing  city,  ^pd  ^ith  walls  indofp  i 
Where  the  foundations  of  the  pile  ihould  Jie^ 
Or  towers  and  battjeraents  fliould  rcpch  <he  (ky, 

ApoUo  fent  ^^  aufpicious  crow  bof^re, 
When  our  gr^t  founder  topchM  the  Libyaui  flio» : 
Full  on  the  right  h^  flew  to  c^ll  him  on,    , 
And  guide  the  jpi^ople  to  their  d«(ii^'d  to«^n  j 
Whidi  to  a  race  of  kings  Apollo  vQw'dp 
And  fixM  for  ever  Hands  the  promiie  of  the  God. 

Or.hear'ft  tboy,  while  thy  honours  we  proclaim. 
Thy  Boedrojnian,  ^r  thy  Clarian  Hf^mc  ? 
(For  to  the  powor.are  variops  n^mes  aiTign'd 
From  citi&s  rais'd,  and  blefilngs  to  n^ankind.) 
In  thy.  Cvnean  title  I  rejoice. 
And  join  my  grateful  country's  public  voice. 
Ere  to  Cyreo?'§  realms  oqr  courfe  we  bprp. 
Thrice  were  wie  l?d  by  thee  from  fhore  to  (hore  j 
Till  our  prpgeni  tor  the  region  gain'd. 
And  annual  rites  and  annual  feads  ordainM. 
When  at  thy  prophet  Camus'  will,  we  rais'd 
A  gloj:i<»tt8  ^mplc  |  and  the  altus  blaz'd 

With 
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With  hecatombt  of  bulU,  whofe  reeking  bloody 
Great  king,,  they  (hed  to  thee  their 'guardian  God. 

16  \  Camean  Phoebus  !  awful  power ! 
Whom  fair  Gyrene's  fuppliant  fons  adore  ! 
To  deck  thy  haliow'd  temple,  fee !  we  bring 
The  choice!);  flowers,  and  rifle  all  the  fpring  : 
The  moft  diftingullh'd  odours  nature  yields. 
When  balmy  Zcph^  breathes  along  the  liclds  j 
Soon  as  the  fad  inverted  year  retreats^ 
To  thee  the  crocus  dedicates  his  fweets. 
From  thy  bright  altars  hallow'd  jkmes  afpire ; 
They  (hine  inceflaRt  from  the  facred  fife. 
AVhat  joy,  what  tran/^ort,  fwclls  Apollo's  breaft^ 
When  at  his  great  Camean  annual  feaft. 
Clad  in  their  arms  ogr  Libyan  tribes  advance, 
Mixt  with  our  fwarthy  dames,  and  lead  the  dance* 
Nor  yet  the  Greeks  had  reachM  Cyrane's  floods  ; 
But  rov'd  through  wild  Azilis^  gloomy  woods  $ 
*  Whom  to  his  nymph  Apollo  deignM  to  fhow. 
High  as  he  flood  on  tall  Myrtufa's  brow  ; 
Where  the  fierce  lion  by  her  hands  was  flain. 
Who  in  his  fatal  rage  laid  waRe  the  plain. 
Still  to  Cyrene  are  his  gifts  convey'd, 
In  dear  remembrance  of  the  raviHiM  maid  ; 
Nor  werr  her  fohs  ungrateful,  who  beflowM 
Their  choiceft  honours  on  their  guardian  God. 

16  !  with  holy  raptures  iing  around  $ 
We  owe  to  Delphos  the  triumphant  found. 
When  thy  vi6lorious  hands  vouchfaPd  to  (how 
ff^e  wonders  of  thy  fliafts  and  golden  bow  $ 

7  When 


3W>4  PITT'S    POEMS. 

When  Python  from  his  den  was  feen  to  rife. 

Dire,. fierce,  tremendous,  of  enormous  fizcj 

By  thee  with  many  a  fatal  arrow  (lain, . 

The  monfter  funk  extended  on  the  plain  5 

Shaft  after  (haft  in  fwift  fucceffion  flew  5 

As  fwift  tiie  people*s  fhouts  and  prayers  purfue* 

16,  Apollo,  launch  thy  flying  dart : 

Send  it,  oh  !  fend  it  to  the  monftei^  heart. 

When  thy  fair  mother  bore  thee,  (he  defignM 

Her  mighty  fon,  a  blefling  to  mankind. 

Envy,  that  other  ]^gue  and  fiend,  drew  near  j 
And  gently  whifper*a  in  Apollo*s  car  : 
No  Poet  I  regard  but  him  whofe  lays 
Are  fwelling,  loud,  and  boundlefa  as  the  feas  j 
Apollo  fpurn'd  the  fury,  and  reply 'd, 
The.vaft  Euphrates  rolls  a  mighty  tide ; 
With  rumbling  torrents  the  rough  river  roars ; 
But  black  with  mud,  difcolourM  from  his  ihores. 
Prone  dovvn.  AAyria's  lands  his  courfe  he  keeps. 
And  with  polluted  waters  ftains  the  deeps.- 
But  the  Meliflan  nymphs  to  Ceres;  .bring 
The  pureft  produft  of  the  limpid  fpring  j 
Small  is  the  facred  flream,  but  never  ftainM 
With  mud,  or  foul  ablutions  from  the  land.  / 

Hail,  glorious  king !  beneath  thy  matchlefs  power 
May  malice  fii)k»  and  envy  be  no  more  ! 


To 
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To    Sir    J  A  ME  S   T  H  O  R  N  H  1  L  L,     On  kis    cx* 

cellent  Pairrting   the   Rape  of  Helen,  at  the 
Seat  of  General  E  r  l  e  in  Dorfetihire." 
Written  in  the  Year  1718. 

/^OULD  I  with  thee,  O  Tbornhill,  bear  a  part, 
^^  An^  join  the  Poet's  witli  the  Painter's  art, 
(Though  both  (hare  mutnaily  each  common  name, 
Their  thoughts,  their  genius  and  defign  the  fame  !) 
The  Mule,  with  features  neither  weak  nor  faint. 
Should  dfsiw  her  fifter-art  in  fpeaking  paint. 
But  while  admiring  thine  and  nature's  ilrife, 
I  fee  each  touch  juft  ftarting  into  life. 
From  fide  to  fide,  with  various  raptures  toft. 
Amid  the  vifionary  fcenes  I'm  Joft. 

Methinks  as  thrown  upon  fome  fairy  land, 
Amaz'd  we  know  not  how,  nor  where  we  ftand  $ 
While  tripping  phantoms  to  the  fight  advance. 
And  gay  ideas  lead  the  mazy  dance  s 
While  wondering  we  behold  in  every  part 
The  beauteous  fcenes  of  thy  cieating  art. 

By  fuch  degrees  thy  colours  rife  and  fall. 
And  breathing  flufti  the  animated  wall  5 
That  the  bright  objefts  which  our  eyes  furvey, 
Ravifti  the  mind,  and  tteal  the  foul  away  5 
Our  footfteps  by  fome  fecret  power  are  croft. 
And  in  the  parnter  all  the  bard  is  loft. 

Thus  in  a  magic  ring  we  ftand  con/inM 
While  fublle  fpells  the  fatal  circle  bind  j 

In 
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In  vain  we  ftrive  and  labour  to  depart, 
FU'd  by  the  charms  of  that  myfterious  art  j 
In  vain  the  paths  and  avenues  we  tiace. 
While  fpirits  guard  and  fortify  the  place. 

How  could  my  ftretch'd  imagination  rwell> 
And  on  each  regular  proportion  dwell  \ 
While  thy  fwift  art  unravels  nature's  maze. 
And  imitates  her  works,  and  treads  her  ways^ 
Nature  with  wonder  fees  herfelf  out-done. 
And  claims  thy  fair  creation  for  her  dwn  5 
Thy  figures  in  fuch  lively  ftrokes  excel. 
They  give  thofe  paffions  which  they  feem  to  feel* 
Each  various  feature  Tome  (Irong  impuKe  bears* 
Wraps  us  in  joy,  or  melts  us  ail  to  tears. 
Each  piece  with  fuch  tranfcendent  art  is  wrought. 
That  we  could  almoft  f^  thy  pi£iures  thought  5 
When  we  behold  thee  conquer  in  the  ftrife. 
And  ftrike  the  kindling  figures  intd  life. 
Which  does  from  thy  creating  pencil  pafs. 
Warm  the  dull  matter,  and  infpirc  the  raafs  | 
As  fam'd  Prometheus'  wand  convey'd  the  ray 
Of  heavenly  fire  to  animate  his  clay. 

How  the  juft  ftrokes  in  harmony  unite  ! 
How  fliades  and  darknefs  recommend  the  light ! 
No  lineaments  unequally  furprize  ; 
The  beauties  regularly  fall  and  rife. 
Loft  in  each  other  we  in  vain  purfue 
The  fleeting  lines  that  cheat  our  wearied  view. 
Nor  know  we  how  their  fubtle  courfes  run. 
Nor  where  this  ended>  nor  where  that  begun. 


Nor 
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Nor  whert  the  ihadcs  their  utmoft  bounds  difplay, 
Or  the  light  fades  infeniibly  away  j 
But  all  harmonioufly  confusM  we  fee. 
While  all  the  fweet  varieties  agree. 

Thus  when  the  organ's  folemn  airs  afpirei 
The  blended  mufic  wings  our  thoughts  with  fire| 
Here  warbling  notes  in  whifpering  breezes  iighy 
But  in  their  birth  the  tender  accents  die  5 
While  thence  the  bolder  notes  exulting  come. 
Swell  as  they  fly,  and  bound  along  the  dome. 
With  tranfport  fir'd,  each  loft  in  each  we  hear. 
And  all  the  foul  is  centerM  in  the  ear. 

See  firft  the  fcnate  of  the  Gods  above. 
Frequent  and  full  amid  the  courts  of  Jove  s 
Behold  the  radiant  confiftory  (hine. 
With  features,  airs,  and  lineaipents  divine. 
Hermes  difpatch*d  from  the  bright  council  flies. 
And  cleaves  with  all  his  wings  the  liquid  flues. 
In  many  a  whirl  and  rapid  circle  driven 
So  fwift,  he  Teems  at  once  in  earth  and  heaven* 
Oh  I  with  what  energy  !  what  noble  force 
Of  ftrongeft  colours  you  defcribe  his  courfe  ? 
Till  the  fwift  God  the  Phrygian  fliepherd  found 
Comp9sM  for  fleep,  and  ftretchM  along  the  ground* 
He  brings  the  blooming  gold,  the  fatal  prize. 
The  bright  reward  of  Cythcrca*s  eyes. 
The  confciousf  earth  the  awful  Signal  takes, 
Without  a  wind  the  quivering  forelt'  (hakes  ; 
Tall  Ida  bows  $  th'  unwieldy  mountains  nod } 
And  all  confefs  the  prefence  of  the  God, 

Like 
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Like  (hooting  meteors,  gliding  from  above. 
See  the  proud  confort  of  the  thunderingj  Jove, 
War's  glorious  goddefs,  and  the  queen  of  love  ; 
Arm'd  in  their  naked  charms  the  Phrygian  boy 
Regards  tbofe  charms  with  raingled  fear  and  joy. 
Here.  Juno  ftands  with  an  imperial  mein. 
At  once  confeft  a  goddefs  and  a  queen. 
Her  cheeks  aJcornful  indignation  warms, 
Blots  out  her  fmiles,  as  confcioos  of  her  charms. 
But  Venus  ihines  in  milder  beauties  there. 
And  every  grace  adorns  the  blooming  fair. 
While,  confcious  of  her  charms,  (he  feems  to  rife. 
Claims,  and  already  grafps  in  hope  the  prize  } 
Beauteous, .as  when  immortal  Phidias  ftrove 
From  Parian  rocks  to  carve  the  Queen  of  Love  : 
Each  grace  obey' 4  the  fummons  of  his  art. 
And  a  new  beauty  fprung  from  every  part. 
In  all  the  terrors  of  her  beauty  bright, 
Fair  Pallas  awes  and  charms  the  Trojan's  fight. 
And  gives  fuccelTive  reverence  and  delight. 

Nor  thrones,  nor  viftories,  his  foul  can  move  5 
Crowns,  arms,  and  triumphs,  what  are  you  to  love? 
Too  foon  refign'd  to  Venus,  they  behold 
The  glittering  ball  of  vegetable  gold. 
While  Jove's  proud  coafort  thrown  from  her  defircs, 
Inflam'd  with  rage  malicioufly  retires  5 
Already  kindles  her  immortal  hate. 
Already  Ijibours  with  the  Trojan  fate. 

While 
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While  a  new  tranfport  flulh'^l  the  blooming  boy, 

Helen  he  feems  already  to  enjoy. 

And  fee^s  the  flame  that  muft  confume  his  Troy^ 

Another  fcene  our  wondering  fight  recalls  | 
The  fair  adulterefs  leaves,  her  native  walls  & 
Her  cheeks  are  ftaiaM  with  mingled  (hame  and  joy  s^ 
Luird  on  the  bofom  of  the  Phrygian  boy. 
To  the  Jowd  deeps  he  bears  his  charming  fpoufe, 
Freed  from  her  loi'd,  and  from  her  former  vows. 
On  their  foit  wings  the  whifpering  zephyrs  play,, 
The  breezes  fkim  along  the  dimpled  fea  s 
The  wanton  Loves  direft  the  gentle  gales. 
Sport  in  the  ihrowds,  and  flutter  in  the  fails. 
While  her  twin-brothers  *  with  a  gracious  ray 
Point  out;  her  courfe  along  the  watery  way« 

Th'  exalted  ftrokes  Co  delicately  Ihine, 
All  fo  confpire  to  pufh  the  bold  defign  ^ 
That  in  each  fprightly  feature  we  may  find 
The  great  ideas  of  the  mafter*s  mind,, 
As  the  ftroog  colours  faithfully  unite» 
Mellovi^  to  (hade,  and  ripen  into  light. 
Let  others  form  wij:H  cace  th«  rudijy  mafs^ 
And  torture  into  life  the  running  brafs« 
With  potent  art  the  breathing^atue  mould,^ 
Shape  and  infpirc  the  animated  gold  : 
Let  otjiers  fenfe  to.  Parian,  marbles  give. 
Bid  the  rocks. bap  to  form^  and  learn  to.  lives; 
Still  be  it  thine,  O  Thornbill,.  to  unite 
The  pleafing  difcord  of  the  (bad€  and  light  j, 

•Caftor  and  Pollux. 
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To  vaaiqui/h  nature  in  the  g«nerous  ftrifey 
And  touch  the  glowing  features  into  life. 

But,  Thornhiiiy  wovM  thy  noble  foul  impart 
One  laHing  inftanct  of  thy  godlifce  art 
To  future  times  j  and  in  thy  fame  engage 
The  prwft  of  this  and  every  diftant  age  5 
To  ftretch  that  aft  as  far  as  it  can  gt>, 
Draw  the  triumphant  chief,  and  ▼anqnifhM  foe  t 
In  his  tfwn  dome,  amid  the  fpacious  walls, 
Draw  tke  deep  fquadrons  of  the  rotited  Gauls  5 
Their  ravifh'd  banners,  and  their  arms  refign'd, 
"While  the  brave  hero  thunders  from  behind  ; 
Pours  on  their  front,  or  hangs  upon  their  rear; 
Fights,  leads,  commands,  and  animates  the  war. 
Let  his  ftrong  courfer  champ  his  golden  chaifl> 
And  proudly  paw  tV  imaginary  plain. 
To  Aghrim's  bloody  wreaths  let  Crefli  yields 
With  the  fair  laurels  of  Ramillia^s  ireld. 

Next,  on  the  fea  the  daring  hero  fhow. 
To  chear  his  friends,  and  terrify  the  foe. 
Lo !  the  great  chief  to  famifhM  thoufands  bears. 
The  food  of  armies,  and  fupport  of  wars. 
The  Britons  rufk'd  with  native  virtue  fir'd. 
And  queird  the  foe,  or  glorioufly  expir'd ; 
Plunging  through  flames  and  floods,  their  valour  broke 
O'er  the  rangM  cannon,  and  a  night  of  fmoke, 
Through  the  wedg'd  legions  urg*d  their  noble  toil. 
To  fpend  their  thunder  on  the  towers  of  Lifle  ; 
While  by  his  deeds  their  courage  he  infpires. 
And  wakes  in  every  bread  the  deeping  fires. 

Thus 
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Thus  the  whole  fertes  of  his  labours  join, 
Stretch'd  from  the  Belgick  ocean  to  the  Boyne. 

Then  glorious  in  retreat  the  chief  may  read 
Th'  immortal  anions  of  the  noble  dead ; 
And  in  recording  colours,  with  delight, 
Keview  his  conquefts,  and  enjoy  the  fight  ;■ 
See  his  own  deeds  on  each  ennobled  plain  y 
While  fancy  a6ls  his  tritmiphs  o^er  again. 

Thus  on  the  Tyrian  walls  ^neas  read. 
How  ftem  Achilles  rag'd,  and  Heftor  bled ; 
But  half  on(beath*d  his  fword,  and  gripM  his  /hield, 
When  he  amidft  the  fcene  himfclf  beheld. 
Thundering  on  8imoi8*  banks,  or  battling  in  the  field 
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"KT  O  W  Jove's  command  fulfilPd,  the  fon  of  May 
-^^    Quits  the  black  (hades,  and  llowly  mounts  to  dayy 
For  lazy  clouds  in  gloomy  barriers  rife, 
Obftruft  the  God,  and  intercept  the  flcies| 
No  Zephyrs  here  their  airy  pinions  move. 
To  fpeed  his  progrefs  to  the  realms  above. 
Scarce  can  he  fteer  his  dark  laborious  flight. 
Loft  and  encumbeiM  rn  the  damps  of  night : 
There  roaring  tides  of  fire  his  courfe  withftood,- 
Here  Styx  in  nine  wide  circles  rolPd  his  flood. 
Behind  old  Laius  trod  th'  infernal  ground, 
TrembI4iig  with  age,  and  tardy  from  his  wound  : 

P  z  (For 
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(For  all  his  force  his  furious  fon  apply*d, 
And  pluog^d  the  guilty  faulchion  in  his  ilae.) 
Propt  and iupported^by  the  healing  rod. 
The  fhade  purfued  the  footfteps  of  the  God. 
The  groves  that  never  bloom  ;  the  Stygian  coaftsy 
The  houfe  of  woe ;  the  manfions  of  the  ghofts. 
Earth  too  admires  to  fee  the  ground  give  way. 
And  gild  hell's  horrors  with  the  gleams  of  day. 

But  not  with  life  repining  Envy  fled, 
She  ftill  reigns  there,  and  lives  among  the  dead. 
One  from  this  crowd  exclaimM  (whofe  Iaw|efs  will 
Inur'd  to  crimes,  and  cxercisM  in  ill. 
Taught  his  prepofterous  joys  from  pains  to  ilow» 
And  never  triumphed,  but  in  fcenes  of  woe) 
Go  to  thy  province  in  the  realms  above, 
Call'd  by  the  Furies  or  the  will  of  Jovex 
Or  drawn  by  magic  force  or  myftic  fpell, 
Rife,  and  purge  off  the  footy  gloom  of  hell. 
Go,  fee  the  fun,  and  whiten  in  his  beams, 
Or  haunt  the  flowery  fields  and  limpid  ftreams, 
"With'woes  redoubled  to  return  again. 
When  thy  paft  pleafures  (hall  enhance  thy  pain. 

Now  by  the  Stygian  dog  they  bent  their  way  j 
Stretch'd  in  his  den  the  dreadful  monfter  lay  j 
But  lay  not  long,  for,  ftartling  at  the  found, 
Head  above  head  he  rifes  from  the  ground. 
From  their  dofe  folds  his  darting  ferpents  break. 
And  curl  in  horrid  circles  round  his  neck. 
This  faw  the  God,  and,  ftretching  forth  his  hand, 
Luird  the  grim  monfter  with  his  potent  wand  ; 

7  Through 
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Through  his  vaft  bulk  the  gliding  flumbers  creep, 
And  feal  down  all  his  glaring  eyes  in  fleep. 

There  lies  a  place  in  Greece  well  known  .to  fame. 
Through  all.  her  realn>s,  and  Taenarus  the  name. 
Where  from  the  fea  the  tops  of  Malea  rife, 
Beyond  the  ken  of  mortals,  to  the  ikies  : 
Proud  in  his  height  he  calmly  heais  below 
The  diftant  winds  in  hollow  murmurs  blow. 
Here  flcep  the  ftorms  when  weary'd  and  oppreft. 
And  on  his  head  the  drowfy  planets  reft  : 
There  in  blue  mifts  bis  rocky  fides  he  ilirouds, 
And  here  the  towering  mountain  props  the  clouds  ; 
Above  his  awful  brow  no  bird  can  fly. 
And  far  beneath  the  muttering  thu^iders  die. 
When  down  the  fleep  of  heaven  the  day  defcends. 
The  fun  fo  wide  his  floating  bound  extends. 
That  o'er  the  deeps  the  mountain  hangs  difplay'd. 
And  covers  half  the  ocean  with  his  fliade : 
Where  the  Taenarian  ftiores  oppofe  the  fea. 
The  land  retreats,  and  winds  into  a  bay. 
Here  for  repofe  imperial  Neptune  leads, 
-Tir\l  from  th'  .ffigean  floods,  his  fmoaking  ftecdsj 
With  their  broad  hoofs  they  fcoop  the  beach  away. 
Their  finny  train  rolls  back,  and  floats  along  the  fea. 
Here  fame  reports  th'  unbody'd  fhades  to  go 
Through  this  wide  paflage  to  the  realms  below. 
From  hence  the  peafants  (as  th'  Arcadians  tell) 
Hear  all  the  cries,  and  groans,  and  din  of  helU 
Oft,  as  her  fcourge  of  fnakes  the  fury  plies, 
The  piercing  echoes  mount  the  diftant  Ikies  ^ 

P  J  Scar'd 
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ScarM  at  the  porter^s  triple  roar,  the  fwains 
Have  fled  aftonifli'd,  and  forCbok  the  plains. 

From  hence  emergent  in  a  mantling  cloud 
Sprung  to  his  native  Ikies  the  viinged  God, 
Swift  from  his  face  before  th'  ethereal  ray. 
Flew  all  the  black  Tartarean  ftains  away. 
And  the  dark  Stygian  gloom  refin^'d  to  day. 
Oe'r  towirs  and  realms  he  held  his  progrefs  on. 
Now  wing'd  the  flcies  where  bright  Arflurus  ihone. 
And  now  the  filent  empire  of  the  moon. 
The  power  of  fleep,  who  met  his  radiant  flight. 
And  drove  the  folemn  chariot  of  the  night, 
Rofe  with  refpeft,  and  from  th*  empyreal  road 
Turn'd  his  pale  ftccds,  in  reverence  to  the  God. 
The  (hade  beneath  purflfes  his  courfe,  and  fpies 
The  well-known  planets,  and  congenial  (kies. 
His  eyes  from  far,  tall  Cyrrha*s  heights  explore. 
And  Phocian  fields  polluted  with  his  gore. 
At  length  to  Thebes  he  came,  and  with  a  groan 
Surveyed  the  guilty  palace  once  his  own  5 
With  awful  filence  ftalk'd  before  the  gate. 
But  when  he  faw  the  trophies  of  his  fate. 
High  on  a  column  raisM  againft  the  door, 
And  his  rich  chariot  ftill  deformM  with  gore, 
He  ftarts  with  hon'or  back  5  ev'n  Jove's  command 
Could  fcarce  control  him,  nor  the  vital  wand. 

'Twas  now  the  folemn  day ;  when  Jove,  array'd 
In  all  bis  thun<?ers,  grafp'd  the  Theban  maid :      ' 
Then  took  from  blafled  Seraele  her  load. 
And  in  himfelf  conceivM  the  future  God. 

7  For 
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For  this  the  Thebans  reverd  in  de]igbt» 
And  gave  to  play  and  luxury  the  night  | 
A  national  debauch!  confus'd  they  lie 
Stretched  o'er  the  £elds,  their  canopy  the  iky. 
The  fprightly  trunvpets  founds  the  timbrels  plaVf 
And  wake  with  facred  harmony  the  day. 
The  matron's  breaft  the  gracious  power  infpir^ 
With  milder  raptures^  and  with  fofter  fires. 
So  the  Biftonian  race»  a  madding  train* 
Exult  and  revel  on  the  Thracian  plain ; 
With  milk  their  bloody  banquets  they  allay,» 
Or  from  the  lion  rend  his  panting  prey  s 
On  fome  abandoned  favage  fiercely  fly, 
Seize,  tear,  devour,  and  think  it  luxury. 
But  if  the  riiing  fumes  of  wine  confpire 
To  warm  their  rage,  and  fan  the  brutal  fire» 
Then  fcenes  of  horror  are  their  dear  delight, 
They  whirl  the  goblets,  and  provoke  the  fight  t 
Then  on  the  (lain  the  revel  is  ranew'd, 
And  all  the  horrid  banquet  floats  in  blood. 

And  now  the  winged  Hermes  from  on  high 
Shot  in  deep  filence  from  the  dufky  fky  j 
Then  hover'd  o'er  the  Theban  tyrant's  head. 
As  ftretch'd  at  eafe  he  preft  hi»  gorgeous  be<l  t 
Where  laboured  tapeftry  from  fide  to  fide, 
Glow'd  with  rich  figures,  and  Aflfyrian  pride. 
Oh !  the  precarious  terms  of  human  ftate  1 
How  blind  is  man !  how  thoughtlefs  of  his  fate  t 
See !  through  his  limbs  the  dews  of  flumbcr  creep, 
Sunk  as  he  lies,  in  luxury  and  fleep» 

P  4  The 
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The  reverend  (kadc  coinmiflion'd  from  above, 

Haftes  to  fulfill  the  higirbebefts  of  Jove  s 

Like  blind  Tirefias  to  the  bed  he  came. 

In  form,  in  habit,  and  in  voice  the  fame. 

Pale,  «8  before,  the  phantom  fiill  appear^, 

Down  his  wan  bofom  flow''d  a  length  of  beard  ; 

His  head  an  imitated  (illet  wore. 

His  hand  a  wreath  of  peaceful  olive  bore : 

With  this  he  touched  the  fleeping  monarches  bread. 

And  in  his  own,  the  voice  of  fate,  expreft. 

Then  can  ft  thou  deep,  to  though  tlcfs  reft  refign'd  ? 
And  drive  thy  brother's  image  from  thy  mind  ? 
Yon  gathering  ftorm  demands  thy  timely  care. 
See  !  how  it  rells  this  way  the  tide  of  war. 
When  o'er  the  feas  the  fweeping  whirlwinds  fly. 
And  roar  from  every  quarter  of  the  Iky  j 
The  pilot,  in  defpair  the  fliip  to  (ave. 
Gives  up  the  helm,  a  fport  to  every  wave ; 
Such  is  thy  error,  and  thy  fate  the  fame 
(For  know,  I  fpeak  the  common  voice  of  fame). 
Proud  in  his  new  alliances,  from  far 
Againft  thy  realm  he  meditates  the  war; 
Big  with  ambitious  hopes  to  reign  alone. 
And  fwell  unrival'd  on  the  Theban  throne. 
New  figns  and  fata]  prodigies  infpire 
His  road  -ambition,  with  his  boafted  fire ; 
And  Argos*  ample  realms  in  dower  beftow*d. 
And  Tydeus  reeking  from  his  brother's  blood. 
League  and  confpire  to  raife  him  to  the  throne, 
Jfind  make  his  tedious  banishment  thy  own. 

For 
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For  this,  with  pity  touch'd,  Almighty  Jove, 
The  fire  of  Gods,  difpatchM  me  from  above. 
Be  dill  a  monarch;  let  him  fwcll  in  vain 
With  a  gay  profpcfl  of  a  fancy'd  reign  : 
Still  let  him  hope  by  fraud,  or  by  the  fword. 
To  humble  Thebes  beneath  a  foreign  lord. 

Thus  the  majcftic  ghoft ;  but  ere  he  fled. 
He  pluck'd  the  wreatlis  and  fillets  from  his  head. 
For  now  the  (ickening  ftars  were  chac'd  away. 
And  heaven's  immortal  courfcrs  breathM  the  day. 
Awful  to  fight  confeft  the  grandfire  ftood, 
Baied  his  wide  wound,  and  all  his  bofom  fhow'd, 
Then  dafli'd  the  deeping  monarch  with  hrs  blood. 

With  a  diftra£led  air,  and  fudden  fpring, 
Starts  from  his  broken  fleep  the  trembling  king. 
Shakes  off  amazed  th*  imaginary  gore. 
While  fancy  paints  the  fcene  he  faw  before  : 
Deep  in  his  foul  his  grandfire's  image  wrought. 
And  all  his  brother  rofe  in  every  thought. 

So  while  the  toils  are  fpread,  and  from  behind 
The  hunter's  fhouts  come  thicken>ng  in  the  wind  j 
The  tiger  Harts  from  fleep  the  war  to  wage. 
Collets  his  powers,  and  rouzes  all  his  rage : 
Sternly  he  gritids  his  fangs,  he  weighs  his  might. 
And  whets  his  dreadful  talons  for  the  fight  j 
Then  to  his  young  he  bears  his  foe  away. 
His  foe,  at  once  the  chacer  and  the  prey. 
Thus  on  his  brother  he  in  every  thought, 
M^aged  future  wars,  and  battles  yet  unfoogbt. 
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On  the  Death  of  a  Young  Gentleman. 

WT  I T  H  joy,  bleft  youth,  w«  faw  thee  reach  thy 

^^  goal  ; 

Fair  was  thy  frame,  and  beautiful  thy  foul  j 
The  Graces  and  the  Mufes  carae  combinMy 
Thefe  to  a4orn  the  body,  thofe  the  mind ; 
'Twas  there  we  faw  the  fofteft  manners  meet. 
Truth,  fweetnefs,  judgment,  innocence,  and  wit. 
So  forra'd,  he  flew  his  race  5  'twas  quickly  won  j 
'Twas  but  a  ftep,  and  finifli'd  when  begun. 
Nature  herfelf  furpriz'd  would  fidd  no  more. 
His  life  compleat  in  all  its  parts  before  j 
But  his  few  years  with  pleafmg  wonder  told. 
By  virtues,  not  by  days  ;  and  thought  hioa  old. 
So  far  beyond  his  age  thofe  virtues  ran,. 
That  in  a  boy  ihe  found  him  more  than  man. 
For  years  let  wretches  importune  the  fkies. 
Till,  at  the  long  cxpence  of  anguifh  wife. 
They  live,  to  count  their  days  by  miferies. 
Thofe.  wni  the  priie,  who  fooneft  run  the  race. 
And  life  burns  brighteft  in  the  ftiorteft  fpacc. 
So  to  the  convex-glafs  cmbody'd  run, 
Drawn  to  a  point  the  glories  of  the  fun  j 
At  once  the  gathering  beams  intenfely  glow. 
And  thrQugh  th«  ftreightfn'd  circle  fiercely  flow  j  • 

In 
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In  one  ftrong  flame  confpire  the  blended  rays, 
Kun  to  a  fire,  md  croud  into  a  blaze. 


CHRIST'S   PASSION, 

From  a  Greek  Ode  of  Mr.  Master's,  formerly 
of  New  College. 

A  N      Q  D  E, 

■^T  O  more  of  earthly  fubje^ls  fing, 
**■  ^  To  heaven,  my  Mufe,  aTpii^  5 
To  raife  the  fong,  charge  every  ftring. 

And  ftrike  the  living  lyre.  ' 

Begin  ;  in  lofty  numbers  fliovr 
Th'  Eternal  King's  unfathom'd  lo^c, 
Who  reigns  the  fovereign  God  above. 
And  fuffers  on  the  crofs  below. 
Prodigious  pile  of  wonders  1  raisM  too  high 
For  the  dim  ken  of  fnvil  mortality. 

What  numbers  fhall  I  bring  along  ! 
From  whence  fhall  I  begin  the  fong  ? 
The  mighty  myftery  Til  fing  infpirM 
Beyond  the  reach  of  human  wifdom  wrought. 
Beyond  the  compafs  of  an  angePs  thought. 
How  by  the  rage  of  man  his  God  expir'd. 
1*11  make  the  tracklefs  depths  of  mercy  known. 
How  to  redeem  hia  foe  God  rendered  up  his  Son  ; 

rii 
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I*II  rairc  my  voice  to  tell  mankind 

Thp  vi£lor*s  conqueft  o'er  his  doom. 
How  in  the  grave  he  lay  confin'd. 
To  feal  more  Aire  the  ravenous  tomb. 
Three  days  th'  infernal  empire  to  fubdue. 
He  pafs'd  tiiumphant  through  the  coafts  of  woe  , 
With  his  own  dart  the  tyrant  Death  he  flew. 
And  led  hell  captive  through  her  realms  below. 

A  mingled  found  from  Calvary  I  hear. 
And  the  loud  tumult  thickens  on  my  ear, 
The  fhouts  of  murderers  that  infult  the  flain. 
The  voice  of  torment  and  the  ikrieks  of  pain. 

I  caft  my  eyes  with  horror  up 
To  the  curft  njcuntain's  guilty  top  5 
See  there !  whom  hanging  in  the  midft  I  view  ! 

Ah  !  how  unlike  the  other  two  I 

I  fee  him  high^bove  his  foes. 

And  gently  bending  from  the  wood 

His  head  in  pity  down  to  thofe, 

Whofe  guilt  confpircs  to  fhed  his  blood. 
His  wide- ex  tended  arms  I  fee. 

Transfixed  with  nails,  and  faften'd  to  the  tree. 

Man  !  fenfelefs  man  !  canft  thou  look  on  > 
Nor  make  thy  Saviour's  pains  thy  own. 
The  rage  of  all  thy  grief  exert. 
Rend  thy  garments  and  thy  heart : 
Beat  thy  breafl,  and  grovel  low. 
Beneath  the  burden  of  thy  woe  ^ 

Bleed 
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Bleed  through  thy  bowels^  tear  thy  hairs» 
Breathe  gales  of  fighs,  and  weep  a  flood  of  tears. 

Behold  thy  king  with  purple  cover'd  round. 
Not  in  the  Tyrian  tinfturcs  dy'd. 

Nor  dipt  in  poifon  of  Sidonian  pride. 
But  in  his  own  rich  blood  that  ftreams  from  every  woundv 
^  Doft  thou  not  fee  the  thorny  circle  red  ? 
The  guilty  wreath  that  blu flies  round  his  head  ? 
And  with  what  rage  the  bloody  fcourge  apply'd, 
Curls  round  his  limbs,  and  ploughs  into  his  fide  ? 

At  fuch  a  fight  let  all  thy  anguifli  rife. 
Break  up,  break  up  the  fountains  of  thy  eyes. 
Here  bid  thy  tears  in  gufliing  torrents  flow. 
Indulge  thy  grief,  and  give  a  loofe  to  woe. 
Weep  from  thy  foul,  till  earth  be  drown 'd. 
Weep,  till  thy  forrows  drench  the  ground. 
Canft  thou,  ungrateful  man  I  his  torments  fee. 
Nor  drop  artear  for  him,  who  pours  his  blood  for  thee? 


R 


On     the     kings    RETURN, 
In  the  Year   1720. 
ETURN,  aufpicious  prince,  again, 


Nor  let  Britannia  mourn  in  vain  ; 
Too  long,  too  long,  has  flie  deplorM 
Her  abfent  father  and  her  lord. 
To  bend  her  gracious  monarch's  mind, 
She  fends  her  fighs  in  every  wijid  : 
Can  Britain's  prayer  be  thrown  a  fide  ? 
And  that  the  firft  he  e'er  denyM  ! 


Yet, 
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Yet,  mighty  prince,  vouchfafe  to  fmile, 
Ketura  and  blefs  our  longifig  iile  i 
Though  fond  Germania  b€gs  thy  flay. 
And  courts  thee  from  our  eyes  away. 

Though  Belgia  would  our  king  detain, 
\tf"c  know  flie  begs  and  pleads  in  vain  $ 
We  know  our  gracious  king  prefers 
Britannia*s  happinefs  to  her^s. 

And  Jo !  to  fave  us  from  defpair. 
At  length  he  liftens  to  our  prayer. 
Dejected  Albion's  vows  he  hears, 
And  haftes  to  dry  her  falling  tears. 

He  hears  his  anxious  people  pray, 
And  loudly  call  their  king  away, 
Once  more  their  longing  eyes  to  blefs. 
And  guard  their  freedom  and  their  peace. 

Tihey  know,  while  Brunfwick  fills  the  throne. 
The  feafons  glide  with  pleafure  on  j 
The  Britiih  funs  improve  their  rays. 
Adorn,  and  beautify  the  days. 

But  fee  the  royal  veffel  flies, 
LelTening  to  Bdgia's  weeping  eyes  t 
She  proudly  fails  for  Albion's  fhorcs, 
Guard  her,  ye  Gods,  with  all  your  powei-s.. 

O  fea,  bid  every  wave  fubfide. 
And  teach  allegiance  to  thy  tide  ; 
;  Thy  billows  in  fubjeftion  keep, 
And  own  the  monarch  of  the  deep. 


Old 


On  the  KING'S    RETURN.  22j' 

Old  Thames  can  fcarce  his  joy  fuftain, 
But  runs  dov^n  headlong  to  the  main, 
His  mighty  mafter  to  defcry. 
And  leaves  his  fpacious  channel  dry. 

Augufta's  fons  from  either  hand 
Pour  forth,  and  dai;ken  all  the  (Irand  ^ 
Their  eyes  purfue  the  royal  barge, 
"Which  now  refigas  her  facrcd  charge. 

Xh'  unruly  tranfport  ftiakcs  tJ^lhorc, 
And  drowns  the  feeble  cannon's  roarj 
Xhe  nations  in  the  fight  rejoice. 
And  lend  their  fouls  in  every  voice. 

But  now  amidft  the  loud  applaufe, 
With  fliame  the  confcious  Mufe  withdraws  ) 
Nor  can  her  voice  be  heard  amidft  the  throng. 
The  theme  fo  lofty,  and  fo  low  the  fong. 

On     the    .mas  ajj  E  R  A  D  E  S* 

•«  Si  Nalura  negat,  facit  indignatio  verfum." 

■f  1C  7  E  L  L — we  have  reached  the  precipice  at  laft  j 
^  ^     The  prefent  age  of  vice  obfcurcs  the  paft. 
Our  dull  forefathers  were  content  to  ftay. 
Nor  fin'd,  till  nature  pointed  out  the  way  : 
No  arts  they  praftis'd  to  foreftall  delight. 
But  ftop'd,  to  wait  the  calls  of  appetite. 
Their  top-debauches  were  at  beft  precife. 
An  unimprovM  fimplicity  of  vice. 

But 
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But  this  bleft  age  has  found  a  fairer  road. 
And  left  the  paths  their  anceflors  had  trod. 
Nay,  we  could  wear  (our  tafte  fo  very  nice  is) 
Their  old  caft-fafliions  fooner  than  their  vices* 
Whoring  till  now  a  common  trade  has  been» 
But  mafquerades  refine  upon  the  fin  : 
An  higher  tafte  to  wickednefs  impart. 
And  fecond  nature  with  the  helps  of  art. 
New  ways  and  means  to  pleafuie  we  devife. 
Since  pleafurc  looks  thflbvelier  in  difguife. 
The  ftealth  and  frolick  give  a  fmarter  guft^ 
Add  wit  to  vice,  and  elegance  to  lull. 
In  vain,  the  modifti  evil  to  rcdrefs. 
At  once  confpire  the  pulpit  and  the  prefs  : 
Our  priefts  and  poets  preach  and  write  in  vain  j 
All  fatyr  's  loft  both  facred  and  profane. 
So  many  various  changes  to  impart, 
Would  tire  an  Ovid*s  or  a  Proteus'  art  5 
Where  loft  in  one  prom i feu 0 us  whim  we  fee. 
Sex,  age,  condition,  quality,  degree. 
Where  the  facetious  crowd  themfelves  lay  down. 
And  take  up  every  perfon  but  their  own. 
Fools,  dukes,  rakes,  cardinals,  fops,  Indian  queens» 
3elles  in  tye-wigs,  and  lords  in  harlequins  ; 
Troops  of  right-honourable  porters  come, 
And  garter'd  fmall-coal-merchants  crowd  the  room  i 
Valets  adorn'd  with  coronets  appear. 
Lacqueys  of  ftate,  and  footmen  with  a  ftar  1 
Sailors  of  quality  with  judges  mix. 
And  chimney-fweepers  drive  their  coach  and  fix. 

Statefmen 
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Statefmen  Co  us'd  at  court  the  mafk  to  wear, 
'With  lefs  difguife  aflTame  the  vizor  here. 
Officious  Hey degger  deceives  our  eyes, 
For  his  own  perfon  is  his  beft  difguife  : 
And  half  the  reigning  toafts  of  equal  grace,, 
Truft  to  the  natural  vizor  of  the  face. 
Ideots  turn  conjurers  5  and  courtiers  clowns  j 
And  fultans  drop  their  handkerchiefs  to  nuns. 
StarchM  quakers  glare  in  furbelows  and  filk  ; 
Beaux  deal  in  fprats,  and  dutcheffes  cry  milk. 

But  guard  thy  fancy,  Mufe,  nor  (lain  thy  pen 
"With  the  lewd  joys  of  this  fantaftic  fcene  5 
Where  fexes  blend  in  one  confusM  intrigue. 
Where  the  girls  ravifti,  and  the  men  grow  big  s 
Nor  credit  what  the  idle  world  has  faid. 
Of  lawyers  forc'd,  and  judges  brought  to  bed : 
Or  that  to  belles  their  brothers  breathe  their  vows. 
Or  husbands  through  miftake  gallant  a  fpoufc. 
Such  dire  difafters,  and  a  numerous  throng 
Of  like  enormities,  require  the  fong : 
But  the  chafte  Mufe,  with  blulhes  cover'd  o'er, 
Ketires  confus'd,  and  will  reveal  no  more. 

On      a      shadow. 

A  N       O    D    E. 

TJ  O  W  are  deluded  human  kind 

'*'   By  empty  fhows  betrayM  ? 
In  all  their  hopes  and  fchemes  they  find 
A  nothing  or  a  ihade. 
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The  profpe£ls  of  a  truncheon  caft 

The  foldier  on  the  wars  j 
Difmift  with  fhatterM  limbs  at  laft. 

Brats,  poverty,  and  fears. 

The  fond  philofophers  for  gain 
Will  leave  unturnM  no  ftone  ; 

But  though  they  toil  with  endlefs  pain. 
They  never  find  their  own. 

By  the  fame  rock  the  chemifts  drovrn. 
And  find  no  friendly  hold. 

But  melt  their  ready  fpccie  down. 
In  hopes  of  fancy 'd  gold. 

What  is  the  mad  projector's  care  ? 

In  hopes  elate  and  fwelling. 
He  builds  his  caftles  in  the  air. 

Yet  wants  an  houfe  to  dwell  in. 

At  court  the  poor  dependants  fail. 
And  damn  their  fruitlefs  toil. 

When  complimented  thence  to  jail. 
And  ruin'd  with  a  fmile. 

How  to  philofophers  will  found 
So  ftrange  a  truth  difplay'd  ? 

*'  There  's  not  a  fubftance  to  be  found, 
«  But  everv  where  a  (hade. 


C    «*7     ] 
T^    CJELIA    PLAYING     ON     A     LUTE. 

An        ode, 

W/  H I L  E  Caelia's  hands  fly  fwiftly  o'er, 
^  ^     And  ftrike  this  foft  machine, 
Her  touch  awakes  the  fprings,  and  life 
Of  harmony  within. 

Sweetly  they  fink  into  the  firings. 

The  quivering  ftrings  rebound. 
Each  ftroke  obfequioufly  obey. 

And  tremble  into  found. 

Oh !  had  you  bleft  the  years  of  old ; 

His  lute  had  Ovid  ftrung, 
And  dwelt  on  yours,  the  charming  theme 

Of  his  immortal  fong. 

Yohr's,  with  Arion's  wondrous  harp. 

The  bard  had  hung  on  high  j 
And  on  the  new-born  ftar  beftowM 

The  honours  of  the  Iky. 

The  radiant  fpheres  had  ceas'd  their  tunes, 

.  And  dancM  in  filence  on, 
PleasM  the  new  harmony  to  hear. 
More  heavenly  than  their  own. 

Of  old  to  raife  one  ihade  frohi  hell, 

To  Orpheus  was  it  given  : 
But  every  tune  of  yours  calls  down 

An  angel  from  his  heaven. 

.   Oj  To 
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To  the  Unknown  Author  of 

THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  SEXES. 

'TH  H  E  theme  in  other  works,  for  every  part, 
-^     Supplies  materials  to  the  builder's  art : 
To  build  from  matter,  is  fublimely  great. 
But  Gods  and  Poets  only  can  create  j 
And  fuch  arc  you  ;  their  privilege  you  claim. 
To  fhow  your  wonders^  but  conceal  your  name. 

Like  fome  eilablifh'd  king,  without  control. 
You  take  a  general  progrefs  through  the  foul  i 
Survey  each  part,  examine  every  fide. 
Where  fhe's  fecm-e,  and  where  unfcrtify'd. 
In  faithful  lines  her  hiftory  declare. 
And  trace  the  caufes  of  her  civil  war ; 
Your  pen  no  partial  prejudices  fway. 
But  truth  decides,  and  virtue  wins  the  day. 

Through  what  gay  fields  and  flowery  fcenes  we  pafs. 
Where  fancy  fporfs,  and  fiftion  leads  the  chace  ? 
Where  life,  as  through  her  vanous  afts  fhe  tends. 
Like  other  comedies,  in  marriage  ends. 
V    What  Mufe  but  yours  fo  juftly  could  difplay 
Th'  embattled  paflions  marflial'd  in  array  ? 
Bid  the  rang'd  appetites  in  order  move. 
Give  lufi:  a  figure,  and  a  fhape  to  love  ? 
To  airy  notions  folid  forms  difpenfe. 
And  make  our  thoughts  the  images  of  fenfe  ? 
Difcover  all  the  rational  machine. 
And  fhow  the  movements,  fprings,  and  wheels  within  ? 

But  Hymen  waves  his  torch,  all  difcords  ceafc  $ 
All  parley,  drop  their  arm's,  and  fue  for  peace. 

Soon 
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Soon  as  the  fignal  flames,  they  quit  the  fight. 
For  all  at  firft  but  differed  to  unite. 
From  every  part  the  lines  in  order  move. 
And  fweetly  center  in  the  point  of  love. 

Let  blockheads  to  the  mufty  fchools  repair. 
And  poach  for  morals  and  the  pa/lions  there. 
Where  virtue,  like  a  dwarf  in  giants  arms. 
Cumbered  with  words,  and  manacled  in  terms. 
Serves  to  amufe  the  philofophic  fool, 
By  method  dry,  and  regularly  dull. 
Who  fees  thy  lines  fo  vifibly  exprefs 
The  foul  herfelf  in  fuch  a  pleafing  drefs  ; 
May  from  thy  labours  be  convinced  and  taught, 
How  Spenfer  would  have  fung,  and  Plato  thought. 

The  Twelfth    Ode  of  the  Firft  Book  of 
HORACE,   Translated. 

WJ"  HAT  man,  what  hero  will  you  raife, 

^^     By  the  flirill  pipe,  or  deeper  lyre  ? 
What  God,  O  Clio,  will  you  praifc. 

And  teach  the  echoes  to  admire  ? 
Amidft  the  ihades  of  Helicon, 

Cold  Haemus'  tops,  or  Pindus'  head. 
Whence  the  glad  forefts  haften'd  down. 

And  danc'd  a«  tuneful  Orpheus  play'd. 
Taught  by  the  Mufe,  he  ftop'd  the  fall 

Of  rapid  floods,  and  charm'd  the  wind  ^ 
The  iiftening  oaks  obey'd  the  call. 

And  left  their  wo  ndering^hills  behind.  > 

0^3  Whom 
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Whom  Hiould  I  firft  record,  but  Jove, 

Whofe  fway  extends  o'er  fea  and  land. 
The  king  of  men  and  gods  above. 

Who  holds  the  feafons  in  command  ? 
To  rival  Jove,  ihaU  none  afpire. 

None  fliall  to  equal  glory  rife  s 
But  Pallas  claims  beneath  her  fire. 

The  f^cond  honours  of  the  ikies. 

To  thee,  O  Bacchus,  great  in  war. 
To  Dian  will  I  ftrike  the  ftring. 

Of  Phoebus  wounding  from  afar. 
In  numbers  like  his  own  I'll  fmg. 

The  Mufe  Alcidcs  fhall  refound  ; 

The  twins  of  Leda  (hall  fucceed  j 
This  for  the  (landing  (ight  renown'd. 

And  that  for  managing  the  (leed. 

Whofe  (tar  (hines  innocently  ftill  j 

The  clouds  difperfc,  the  tempefts  ceafe. 

The  waves  obedient  to  their  will, 

Sink  down,  and  hu(h  their  rage  to  peace* 

Next  (hall  I  Numa's  pious  reign. 
Or  thine,  O  Romulus,  relate  s 

Or  Rome  by  Brutus  free'd  again. 
Or  haughty  Cato's  glorious  fate? 

Or  dwell  on  noble  Paulus'  fame  ? 

Too  lavi(h  of  the  patriot's  blood  ? 
Or  Regulus'  immortal  name. 

Too  obdinately  juft  and  good  ? 


Thcfe 
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Xhefe  with  Camillas  bvave  and  bold, 

And  other  chiefs  of  matchlefs  mighty 
Rome^s  virtuous  poverty  of  old. 

Severely  feafon'd  to  the  fight. 

Like  trees,  Marcel  1  us'  glory  grows. 

With  an  infentible  advance  5 
The  Julian  ftar,  like  Cynthia,  glows. 

Who  leads  the  planetary  dance. 

The  fates,  O  fire  of  httman  race, 

Entruft  great  Caefar  to  thy  care. 
Give  him  to  hold  thy  fecond  place. 

And  reign  thy  fole  vicegerent  h^re* 

And  whether  India  he  ihall  tame, 
'   Or  to  his  chams  the  Seres  doom  f 
Or  mighty  Parthia  dreads  his  name, 
And  bows  her  haughty  neck  to  Roixie» 

While  on  our  grove»  thy  bolts  are  hiirlM,. 

And  thy  loud  car  (hakes  heaven  above> 
He  Ihall  with  juftice  awe  the  world,. 

To  none  inferior  but  to  Jove.^ 

The  Twenty   Second   Ode  of  the  Flrll 
Book  of  HORACE. 

'T^  H  E  man  unfully'd  with  a  crime, 
"^    Difdains  the  pangs  of  fear. 
He  fcorns  to  dip  the  poifonM  fhaft> 
Or  poife  the  glittering  fpear. 

c(>  Nor 


«S»  PITT'S   POEMS. 

Nor  with  the  loaded  quiver  goes 

To  take  the  dreadful  field  : 
His  folid  virtue  is  his  helm, 

And  innocence  his  (hield. 

In  vain  the  famM  Hydafpes^  tidesy 

Obftru6l  and  bar  the  road, 
He  fmiles  on  danger,  and  enjoys 

The  roarings  of  the" flood. 

'  All  climes  are  native,  and  forgets 
Th'  extremes  of  heats  and  frofts» 

The  Scythian  Caucafus  grovtrs  warm, 
And  cool  the  Libyan  coafts. 

For  while  I  wander'd  through  the  woods^ 

And  rang'd  the  lonely  grove, 
Loft  and  bewildered  in  the  fongs 

And  pleafing  cares  of  love ; 
A  wolf  beheld  me  from  afar. 

Of  monftrous  bulk  and  might ; 
But,  naked  as  I  was,  he  fled 

And  trembled  at  the  fight. 

A  beaft  fo  huge,  nor  Daunia's  grove. 

Nor  Africk  ever  view'd  ; 
Though  nurft  by  her,  the  Hon  reigns 

The  mona.ch  of  the  wood. 

Expofe  me  in  thofe  horrid  climes, 

Where  not  a  gentle  breeze 
Revives  the  vegetable  race, 

Or  chears  the  drooping  trees. 


Where 
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Where  on  the  world's  rcmoteft  verge 

Th'  una£live  lieafons  lie, 
And  not  one  genial  ray  unbinds 

The  rigor  of  the  (ky. 
On  that  unhabitable  ftiore, 

Expofe  me  all  alone, 
Where  I  may  view  without  a  ihade. 

The  culminating  fun. 
Beneath  th*  Equator,  or  the  Pole, 

In  fafety  could  I  rove  5 
And  in  a  thoufand  different  climes 

Could  live  for  her  I  love. 

A  Prologue  for  the  STROLLERS. 

/^  ENTEELS,  of  old  pert  prologues  led  the  way, 
^^  To  guide,  defend,  and  ufher  in  the  play. 
As  powder'd  footmen  run  before  the  coach. 
And  thunder  at  the  door  my  lord's  approach. 
But  though  they  fpeak  your  entertainment  near. 
Mod  prologues  fpeed  like  other  bills  of  fare  j 
Seldom  the  languid  ftomach  they  excite. 
And  oftener  pall,  than  raife  the  appetite. 

As  for  the  play — 'tis  hardly  worth  our  care. 
The  prologue  craves  your  mercy  for  the  player ; 
That  is,  your  money— for  by  Jove  I  fwcar. 
White-gloves  and  lodging  are  confounded  dear. 
Since  here  are  none  but  friends,  the  truth  to  own, 
Hafp'd  in  a  coach  our  company  came  down. 
But  I  moft  (hrewdly  fear  we  fliall  depart, 
Ev'n  in  our  old  original,  a  cart. 

With 
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Witb  pride  inverted,  and  fantaftic  power. 
We  ftrut  the  fancy 'd  monaichs  of  an  hour} 
While  duns  our  emperors  and  heroes  fear. 
And  *  Cleoraenes  ftarves  in  earned  here  : 
The  mightieft  kings  and  queens  we  keep  in  pay. 
Support  their  pomp  on  eighteen -pence  a  day. 
Great  Cyrus  for  a  dram  has  pawnM  hi^  coat. 
And  all  our  Caefars  can't  command  a  groat  $ 
Our  Scipio's,  Hannibals,  and  Pompeys  break. 
And  Cleopatra  fhifts  but  once  a  week. 

To  aggravate  the  cafe,  we  have  not  one. 
Of  all  the  new  refinements  of  the  town  : 
No  moving  ftatues^  no  lewd  Harlequins, 
No  pafteboard-players,  no  heroes  in  machines  j 
No  rofin  to  flafti  lightning— 'twould  exhauft  us. 

To  buy  a  devil  and  a  Doftor  Fauftu«. 

No  windmills,  dragons,  millers,  conjurers. 

To  exercife  your  eyes,  and  fpare  your  ears  j. 

No  paper-feas,  no  thunder  from  the  ikies. 

No  witches  to  defcend,  no  ftage  to  rife; 

Scarce  one  for  us  the  aftors— -we  can  fet 

Nothing  before  you  but  meer  fenfe  and  wit. 

A  bare  downright  old-fafhion'd  Englifli  feaft,. 

Suclfas  true  Britons  only  can  digeft  ;     ^ 

Such  as  your  homely  fathers  us'd  to  love. 

Who  only  came  to  hear  and  to  improve : 

Humbly  content  and  pleas'd  with  what  was  dreft. 

When  Otway,  Lee,  and  Shakefpeare  rang*d  the  fcafr. 

•  The  Spartan  Hero,  a  tragedy,  by  Mr.  Dryden. 

The 
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The  Eighth  Psaim  Translated.. 

/^  King  eternal  and  divine  } 
^"^    The  world  is  thine  alone : 
Above  the  ftars  thy  glories  fhine. 
Above  the  heavens  thy  throne. 

How  far  extends  thy  mighty  name  I 

Where'er  the  fun  can  roll, 
That  fun  thy  wonders  fhall  proclaim. 

Thy  deeds  from  pole  to  pole. 

The  infant's  tongue  Ihall  fpeak  thy  powcr,^ 

And  vindicate  thy  law's  ; 
The  tongue  that  never  fpokc  before. 

Shall  labour  in  thy  caufe. 

For  when  I  lift  my  thoughts  and  cycs> 

And  view  the  heavens  around. 
Yon'  ftretching  wafte  of  azure  ikies. 

With  ftars  and  planetsi  crown'd  i 

Who  in  their  dance  attend  the  moon> 

The  emprefs  of  the  night. 
And  pour  around  her  filver  throne,. 

Their  tributary  light : 

Lord !  what  is  mortal  man  ?  that  he 

Thy  kind  regard  fhould  (hare  ? 
What  is  his  fon,  who  claims  from  thee 

And  challenges  thy  care  ? 

Next 


1 
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Next  to  the  bleft  angelic  kind. 

Thy  hands  created  man. 
And  this  inferior  world  aflignM, 

To  dignify  his  fpan. 

Rim  all  revere,  and  all  obey 

His  delegated  reign, 
The  flocks  that  through  the  valley  ftray, 

The  herds  that  graze  the  plain. 

The  furious  tiger  fpeeds  his  flight. 

And  trembles  at  his  power  j 
In  fear  of  his  fuperior  might. 

The  lions  ceafe  to  roar. 

Whatever  horrid  monfters  tread 

The  paths  beneath  tVe  fea. 
Their  king  at  awful  diftance  dread. 

And  fullenly  obey. 

O  Lord,  how  far  extends  thy  name  ! 

Where-e'er  the  fun  can  roll, 
That  fun  thy  wonders  Ihall  proclaim. 

Thy  deeds  from  pole  to  pole. 

Psalm  the  Twenty^burth,  Paraphrased. 

T^  A  R  as  the  world  can  ftretch  its  bounds, 
-^     The  Lord  is  king  of  all. 
His  wondrous  power  extends  around 
The  circuit  of  the  ball. 

3  For 
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For  he  within  the  gloomy  deeps 

Its  dark  foundations  caft. 
And  rear'd  the  pillar-s  of  the  earth 

Amid  the  watery  wafte. 

Who  fhall  afcend  his  Sion's  hill. 

And  fee  Jehovah  there  ? 
Who  from  his  facred  fhrine  ihall  breathe- 
^       The  facrifice  of  prayer  ? 
He  only  whofe  unfully'd  foul 

Fair  virtue's  paths  has  trod. 
Who  with  clean  hands  and  heart  regards 

His  neighbour  and  his  God. 

On  him  fhali  his  indulgent  Lord 

DifFufive  bountie;s  (hed. 
From  God-his  Saviour  (hall  defcend 

All  bleflings  on  his  head. 
Of  thofe  who  feek  his  righteous  wayy. 

Is  this  the  chofen  race. 
Who  balk  in  alt  his  bounteous  fmiles. 

And  flourish  in  his  grace. 

Lift  up  your  ftately  heads,  ye  doors. 

With  hafty  reverence  rife  j 
Ye  everlafting  doors,  who  guard 

The  paffes  of  the  Ikies. 

Swift  from  your  golden  hinges  leap. 

Your  barriers  roll  away, 
Now  throw  your  blazing  portals  wide. 

And  burft  the  gates  of  day. 

For. 
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For  fee !  the  King  of  glory  comes 

Along  th'  ethereal  road  ; 
The  cherubs  through  your  folds  fltall  bear 

The  triumph  of  your  God. 
Who  is  this  great  and  glorious  King  ? 

Oh  I  'tis  the  Lord,  whofe  might 
Decides  the  conqueft,  and  fufpends 

The  balance  of  the  fight. 
Lift  up  your  ftately  heads,  ye  doors, 

With  hafty  reverence  rife  j 
Ye  everlafting  doors,  who  guard 

The  pafles  of  the  Ikies. 

Swift  from  your  golden  hinges  leap. 

Your  barriers  roll  away, 
Now  throw  your  blazing  portals  wide. 

And  burft  the  gates  of  day. 

For  fee  '.  the  King  of  glory  comes 

Along  th'  ethereal  road  : 
The  cherubs  through  your  folds  (h^U  bear 

The  triumphs  of  their  God. 
Who  is  this  great  and  glorious  King  ? 

Oh  !  'tis  the  God,  whofe  care 
Leads  on  his  Ifrael  to  the  field, 

Whofe  power  controls  the  war. 


Psalm 
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Psalm  the  TwBNT y-N i k t m. 

YE  mighty  princes,  your  oblations  bring. 
And  pay  due  honours  to  your  awfiil  king; 
His  boundlefs  power  to  all  the  world  proclaim. 
Bend  at  his  (hrine,  and  tremble  at  his  name. 
For  hark  !  his  voice  with  unrefifted  Iway 
Rules  and  controls  the  raging  of  the  fea ; 
Within  due  bounds  the  mighty  ocean  keeps, 
An^  in  their  watery  cavern  awes  the  deeps  : 
Shook  by  that  voice,  the  nodding  groves  around 
Start  from  their  roots,  and  fly  the  dreadful  found. 
The  blafted  cedars  low  in  duft  are  laid. 
And  Lebanon  is  left  without  a  /hade. 
See  !  when  he  fpeaks,  the  lofty  mountains  croud. 
And  fly  for  fhelter  from  the  thunderii^  God  s 
Sirion  and  Lebanon  like  hinds  advance. 
And  in  wild  raeafures  lead  th*  ufiwiekiy  dance« 
His  voice,  his  mighty  voice,  divides  the  fire. 
Back  from  the  blaft  the  fhrinking  flames  retire. 
Ev'n  Cades  trembles  when  Jehovah  fpeaks. 
With  all  his  favages  the  defert  fliakes. 
At  the  dread  found  the  hinds  with  fear  are  flung. 
And  in  the  lonely  foreft  drop  their  young. 
While  in  his  hallowM  temple  all  proclaim 
His  glorious  honours,  and  adore  his  name. 
High  o>r  the  foaming  fiirges  of  the  fea 
He  fits,  and  bids  the  liflening  deeps  obey  > 

He 
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He  reigns  o'er  all ;  for  ever  lafts  his  power 
Till  nature  fmks,  and  time  fhall  be  no  more. 
With  ftrcngth  the  fons  of  Ifrael  Ihall  he  blefs. 
And  crown  our  tribes,  with  happinefs  and  peace. 

Psalm  the  Forty-fixth,  Paraphrased. 

/^  N  God  we  build  our  fure  defence, 
^^  In  God  our  hope  repofe : 
His  hand  protefls  us  in  the  fight, 
And  guards  us  from  our  woes. 

Then,  be  the  earth's  unwieldy  frame 

From  its  foundations  hurl'd. 
We  may,  unmov'd  with  fear,  enjoy 

The  ruins  of  the  world. 

What  though  the  folid  rocks  be  rent. 

In  tempefts  whirPd  away? 
What  though  the  hills  (hould  burft  their  roots. 

And  roll  into  the  fea  ? 

Thou  fea,  with  dreadful  tumults  fwcU, 

And  bid  thy  waters  rife 
In  furious  furges,  till  they  aafli 

The  flood-gates  of  the  flcies. 

Our  minds  fhall  be  ferene  and  calm. 

Like  Siloah's  peaceful  flood  $ 
Whofe  foft  and  filver  fh'eams  refrefh 

The  city  of  our  God. 

Within 
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Within  the  proud  deKghted  waves. 

The  wanton  turrets  play  5 
The  dreams  lead  down  their  humid  traiNy 

Relu£lant  to  the  fea. 

Amid  the  fccne  the  temple  floats. 

With'  its  reflefled  towers, 
Gilds  all  the  furface  of  the  flood. 

And  dances  to  the  ihores. 

With  wonder  fee  what  mighty  power 

Our  facred  Sion  chears, 
Lo  !  there  amidft  her  (lately  walls. 

Her  God,  her  God  appears. 
Fixt  on  her  bafis  ihe  (hall  fland. 

And,  innocently  proud. 
Smile  on  the  tumults  of  the  world. 

Beneath  the  wings  of  God. 

See !  how,  their  weaknefs  to  proclaim. 

The  heathen  tribes  engage  I 
See  I  how  with  fruitlefs  wrath  they  bum. 

And  impotence  of  rage  ! 

But  God  haa  fpoke  $  and  lo !  the  world. 

His  terrors  to  difplay, 
With  all  the  melting  globe  of  earth, 
'    Drops  filcntly  away. 

Still  to  the  mighty  Lord  of  ho(l» 

Securely  we  reibrt  j 
For  refuge  fly  to  Jacob's  God, 

Our  fnccour  and  fiipport. 

&  Hither, 
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iiither>  ye  numerous  nations^  croud. 

In  filent  rapture  (land. 
And  fee  o*er  all  the  eaith  diCghfd 

The  wondei-8  of  his  hand. 
He  bids  the  din  of  war  be  ftill. 

And  all  its  tumults  ceaie  { 
He  bids  the  guiltlefs  trumpet  foiwd 

The  harmony  of  peace. 
He  breaks  the  tough  relu^axit  hovr. 

He  burtfs  the  brazen  fpear. 
And  in  the  crackling  fire  his  hand 

Confumes  the  blazing  car« 

Hear  then  his  formidable  voice, 

**  Be  ftill,  and  know  the  Lord  ; 
««  By  all  the  heathen  I'll  be  fearM  j 

"  By  all  the  earth  adorM. 
Still  to  the  mighty  Lord  of  hofts. 

Securely  we  refort  j 
For  refuge  fly  to  Jacob's  God  $ 

Our  fuccbur  and  fuppoit« 

Psalm   the  90th  Paraphrafed. 

^ip  H  Y  hand,  O  Lord,  through  rolling  years 
'*'    Has  fav'd  us  from  delpair^ 
From  period  down  to  period  flretck^d 
The  profpe^  of  thy  cam; 


Before 
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Before  the  world  was  firfl  coac«iv'4» 

Before  the  pregnant  eartb» 
CalPd  forth  the  mount^wf  from  hu  womb» 

Who  ftruggled  to  their  birtb  j 

Eternal  Gdd !  thy  early  dayi 

Beyond  duration  run. 
Ere  the  firft  race  of  ftartiBg  tiin^ 

Was  mcafur'd  by  the  fun. 

We  die ;  but  future  nations  bfar 

Thy  potent  voice  again. 
Rife  at  the  fummons,  sind  rcftore 

The  perilhM  race  of  man  5 

Before  thy  comprehenfive  fight,  , 

Duration  fleets  away  j 
And  rapid  ages  on  the  wing, 

Fly  Iwifter  than  a  day. 

As  great  Jehovah's  piercing  cycj 

Eternity  explore. 
The  longeft  aera  is  a  night, 

A  period  is  an  hour. 

We  at  thy  mighty  caU»  O  I#ord, 

Our  fancyM  beings  leave, 
Rouz'd  from  the  flattering  dream  of  life. 

To  fleep  within  the  grave. 

Swift  from  their  barrier  tp  their  goal 

The  rapid  moments  pafs. 
And  leave  poor  man,  for  whom  they  run, 

The  emblem  of  the  grafs. 

K%  In 


«44  PITT'S    POEMS. 

In  the  firft  morn  of  life  it  grows. 

And  lifts  its  verdant  head. 
At  noon  decays,  at  evening  dies» 

And  withers  in  the  mead. 

Wc  in  the  glories  of  thy  face 
Our  fecrct  fins  furvey,  » 

And  fee  how  gloomy  thofc  appear. 
How  pure  and  radiant  they. 

To  death  as  our  appointed  goal 

Thy  anger  drives  us  on. 
To  that  full  period  fix'd  at  length 

This  tale  of  life  is  done. 

With  winged  fpeed,  to  ftated  bounds 

And  limits  we  mud  fly, 
While  feventy  rolling  funs  compleat 

Their  circles  in  the  (ky. 

Or  if  ten  more  around  us  roll, 
*Tis  labour,  woe,  and  ftrife. 

Till  we  at  length  are  quite  drawn  down 
To  the  laft  dregs  of  life. 

But  who,  O  Lord,  regards  thy  wrath. 
Though  dreadful  and  fevere  ? 

That  wrath,  whatever  fear  he  feels. 
Is  equal  to  his  fear. 

So  teach  us.  Lord,  to  count  our  days. 

And  eye  their  conftant  race. 
To  meafure  what  we  want  in  time. 

By  wifdom,  and  by  grace. 


Wiih 
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With  us  repent,  and  on  our  hearts 

Thy  choiceft  graces  ihed, 
And  ihower  from  thy  celeftial  throne 

Thy  bleffings  on  our  head. 

Oh  !  may  thy  mercy  crown  us  here^ 

And  come  without  delay  j 
Then  our  whole  courfe  of  life  will  feem 

One  glad  triumphant  day. 

Now  the  bleft  years  of  joy  reftore. 

For  thofe  of  grief  and  ftrife, 
And  with  one  plcafant  drop  allay 

This  bitte^^  draught  of  life. 
Thy  wonders  to  the  world  difplay. 

Thy  fervants  to  adom» 
That  may  delight  their  future  fonsy 

And  children  yet  unborn  | 

Thy  beams  of  majefty  difFufe, 

With  them  thy  great  commands. 
And  bid  profperity  attend 

The  labours  of  our  hands. 

The  139th  Psalm  paraphrafed  in  Miltonick 
Verfe. 

/^  Dread  Jehovah  !  thy  all -piercing  eyes 
^^  Explore  the  motions  of  this  mortal  frame. 
This  tenement  of  duft :  Thy  ftretching  figjit 
Surveys  th*  hannonious  principles,  that  move 

R  S  In 
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In  beauteous  rank  and  order,  to  inform 
This  caflc,  and  animated  maft  of  day. 
Nor  are  the  profpefts  of  thy  wondrotis  fight 
To  this  terreftrial  part  of  man  confinM  $ 
But  fhoot  into  his  fouU  and  there  diicern 
The  firft  materials  of  unfafhionM  thought^ 
Yet  dim  and  undigeiled«  till  the  mind. 
Big  with  the  tender  images,  expands^ 
And,  fwelling,  labours  with  th'  ideal  birth. 

Where-e'er  I  move,  tliy  cares  purfoe  my  fc^ct 
Attendant.    When  I  drink  the  dews  of  Hecp, 
Stretch'd  on  my  downy  bed,  and  there  enjoy 
A  fweet  forgetfulnefs  of  all  my  toils,        • 
Unfeen,  thy  fovereign  prefcnce  guards  my  deep. 
Wafts  all  the  terrors  of  my  dreams  away. 
Sooths  all  my  foul,  and  foftens  my  repofe. 

Before  conception  can  employ  the  tongue. 
And  mould  the  duflile  images  to  found  ^ 
Before  imagination  (lands  difpiayM, , 
Thine  eye  the  future  eloquence  can  read» 
Yet  unarray'd  with  fpecch.     Thou,  mighty  Lord  ! 
Haft  moulded  man  from  his  congenial  dud. 
And  fpoke  him  into  being ;  while  the  clay, 
Bjencath  thy  forming  hand,  leapM  forth,  infpir'd. 
And  ftarted  into  life  :  through  every  part. 
At  thy  command,  the  wheels  of  motion  playM. 

But  fuch  exalted  knowledge  leaves  below 
And  drops  poor  man  from  its  fuperior  fphere. 
In  vain,  with  reafon^s  ballad,  would  he  try 
To  ftem  th*  unfathomable  depth  ;  his  bark 
O'er-fets,  and  founders  in  the  vaft  abyfs. 

7  Then 
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Then  whither  (hall  the  rapid  fancy  ran, 
Though  in  its  full  career,  to  fpecd  my  flight 
From  thy  unbounded  prefencie  P  which,  alone. 
Fills  all  the  regions  and  extended  fpace 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  nature  !  Whrtbcr,  Lord  J 
Shall  my  unreined  imagination  rove. 
To  leave  behind  thy  fpirit,  and  out-fly 
Its  influence,  which,  with  brooding  wings,  out-fprcatl 
Hatched  unfledged  nature  from  the  dark  profound. 

If  mounted  on  my  towering  thoughts  I  el'imh 
Into  the  heaven  of  heavens  i  I  there  behold 
The  blaze  of  thy  unclouded  majefty  I 
In  the  pure  empyrean  thee  I  view. 
High  thronM  above  all  bei^t,  thy  radiant  fhrine,' 
Throng'd  with  the  proftrate  feraphs,  who  receive 
Beatitude  pafl;  utterance  \  If  I  plunge 
Down  to  the  gloom  of  Tartarus  profound. 
There  too  I  find  thee,  iu  the  loweft  boundi^ 
Of  Erebus,  and  read  thee,  in  the  fcenes 
Of  complicated  wrath  :  I  fee  thee  clad 
In  all  \he  majefty  of  darknef!»  thcre^ 

If,  on  the  ruddy  morning's  ptirple  wing* 
Up-born,  with  indefatigable  courfc, 
I  feek  the  glowing  borders  of  the  Eaft, 
Where  the  bright  fun,  emergent  from  the  deeps. 
With  his  firft  glories  gilds  the  fparkling  feas. 
And  trembles  o'er  the  waves  j  ev'n  there,  thy  hand 
Shall  through  the  watery  deiert  guide  my  courfe. 
And  o'er  the  broken  furges  pave  my  way. 
While  on  the  dreadful  whirles  I  hang  fecurc, 

R  4  And 
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And  mock  the  warring  ocean.    If>  with  hopes. 
As  fond  as  falfe,  the  darknefs  I  expeft 
To  hide,  and  wrap  me  in  its  mantling  (hade. 
Vain  were  the  thought :  for  thy  unbounded  ken 
Darts  through  the  thickening  gloom,  and  pries  through  aH 
The  palpable  obfcure.     Before  thy  eyes, 
The  vanquifliM  night  throws  off  her  duiky  /hrowd. 
And  kindles  into  day :  the  (hade,  and  light« 
To  man  (till  various,  but  the  fame  to  thee. 
On  thee,  is  all  the  ftrufture  of  my  frame 
Dependant.    LockM  within  the  filent  womb» 
Sleeping  I  lay,  and  ripening  to  my  birth; 
Yet,  Lord,  thy  out-ftretch'd  arm  preferv*d  me  there  j 
Before  I  roov*d  to  entity,  and  trod 
The  verge  of  being.     To  thy  hallowed  name 
I  *11  pay  due  honours  :  for  thy  mighty  hand 
Built  this  corporeal  fabrick,  when  it  laid 
The  ground-work  of  exigence.     Hence,  I  read 
The  wonders  of  thy  art.    This  frame  I  view 
With  terror  and  delight ;  and,  wrapt  in  both, 
I  ftartle  at  myfelf.    My  bones,  unform*d 
As  yet,  nor  hardening  from  the  vifcous  parts. 
But  blendeil  with  th*  unanimated  mafs. 
Thy  eye  diftinftJy  view'd  j  and,  while  I  lay 
Within  the  earth,  iroperfeft,  nor  perceived 
The  firft  faint  dawn  of  life,  with  eafe  furvey'd 
The  vital  glinunerings  of  the  a£Uve  feeds, 
Juft  kindling  to  exiftence ;  and  beheld 
My  fubftance  fcarce  material.     In  thy  book. 
Was  the  fair  model  of  this  ftrufiure  drawn, 

7  Where 
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Where  every  part,  in  juft  connexion  join'd. 
Composed  aad  perfe£lred  th*  harmonious  piece^^ 
Ere  the  dim  fpeck  of  being  learnM  to  ftretch 
Its  du£lilc  form,  or  entity  had  known 
To  ran^  and  wanton  in  an  ampler  fpace. 

How  dear,  how  rooted  in  my  inmoft  foul. 
Are  all  thy  couniels,  and  the  various  ways 
Of  thy  eternal  pi'ovidence  I  The  fum 
So  boundlcfs  and  immenfe,  it  leaves  behind 
The  low  account  of  numbers  j  and  out-flies 
All  that  imagination  e're  concciv^d^ 
Lei's  numerous  are  the  fands  that  crowd  the  fiioresy 
The  barriers  of  the  ocean.     When  I  rife 
From  my  foft  bed,  and  fofter  jdys  of  deep, 
I  rife  to  thee.     Yet  lo  !  the  impious  flight 
Thy  mighty  wonders.     Shall  the  fons  of  vice  » 
Elude  the  vengeance  of  thy  wrathful  band. 
And  mock  thy  lingering  thunder^  which  with-holdt 
Its  forky  terrors  from  their  guilty  heads  ? 
Thou  great  tremendous  God  !•— Avaunt,  and  fly, 
All  ye  who  third  for  blood.*-<-For,  fwoln  with  pride^ 
Each  haughty  wretch  blafphemes  thy  facred  name. 
And  bellows  his  reproaches  to  affront 
Thy  glorious  Majefty.    Thy  foes  I  hate 
Worfe  than  my  own,  O  Lord  !  Explore  my  ibul. 
See  if  a  flaw  or  flain  of  fln  infe^ls 
My  guilty  thoughts.    Then,  lead  me  in  the  way 
That  guides  my  feet  to  thy  own  heaven  and  diee. 

Psalm 
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Psalm    the    Handrcd  and  Forty-foarti 
Paraphrafed. 

TtiCY  foul,  in  raptures  rife  to  blefs  the  Lord, 

AyX  ^jjo  taught  my  hands  to  draw  the  fatal  fword  j 

Led  by  his  arm,  undaunted  I  appear 

In  the  firft  ranks  of  death,  and  front  of  war. 

He  taught  nie  firft  the  pointed  fpear  to  wield. 

And  mow  the  glorious  harveft  of  the  field. 

By  him  infpir'd,  from  ftrength  to  ftrengih  I  paft, 

Plung*d  through  the  troops,  and  laid  the  battle  wafte. 

In  him  my  hopes  I  center  and  repofe. 
He  guards  my  life,  and  Ihields  me  from  my  foes. 
He  held  his  ample  buckler  o^er  my  head. 
And  fcrecn'd  me  trembling  in  the  mighty  (hade  : 
Againft  all  hoftile  violence  and  power. 
He  was  my  fword,  my  bulwark,  and  my  tower. 
He  o'er  my  people  will  maintain  my  fway. 
And  teach  my  willing  fubjefts  to  obey. 

Lord  I  what  is  man,  of  vile  and  humble  birth  ? 
Sprung  with  his  kindred  reptiles  from  the  earth  ? 
That  he  (hould  thus  thy  fccret  counfels  fhare  ? 
Or  what  his  Ton,  who  challenges  thy  care  f 
Why  docs  thine  eye  regard  this  nothing,  man  ? 
His  life  a  point,  his  meafure  but  a  fpan  ? 
The  fancy 'd  pageant  of  a  moment  made, 
S wife  as  a  dream,  and  fleeting  as  a  Aiade. 

Come  in  thy  power,  and  leave  tir  ethereal  plain. 
And  to  thy  harnefs'd  tempeft  give  the  rein  j 

Yon 
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Ton  ftarry  arch  fhall  bend  beneath  the  load, 
io  loud  the  chariot,  and  To  great  the  God  I 
>oon  as  his  rapid  wheels  Jehovah  rolls, 
The  folding  (kies  /hall  tremble  to  the  poles : 
Fleaven's  gaudy  axle  with  the  world  fhall  fall. 
Leap  from  the  centre,  and  unhinge  the  ball. 

TouchM  by  thy  hands,  the  labouring  hills  expire 
Thick  clouds  of  fmoke,  and  deluges  of  fire; 
On  tlie  tall  groves  the  red  deftroyer  preys, 
And  wraps  th*  eternal  mountains  in  the  blaze : 
Full  on  tny  foes  may  all  thy  lightnings  fly, 
On  purple  pinions  through  the  gloomy  flcy. 

Extend  thy  hand,  thou  kind  all-gracious  God, 
Down  from  the  heaven  of  heavens  thy  bright  abode. 
And  (hield  me  from  my  foes,  whofe  towering  pride 
Lowers  like  a  ftorm,  and  gathers  like  a  tide  : 
Againft  ftrange  children  vindicate  my  caufc. 
Who  curfe  thy  name,  and  trample  on  thy  laws  5 
Who  fear  not  vengeance  which  they  never  felt, 
Train'd  to  blafpheme,  and  eloquent  in  guilt : 
Their  hands  are  impious,  and  their  deeds  profane. 
They  plead  their  boafted  innocence  in  vain. 

Thy  name  fliall  dwell  for  ever  on  my  tongue. 
And  guide  the  facred  numbers  of  my  fong  ; 
To  thee  my  Mufe  fliall  confecrate  her  lays. 
And  every  note  ftiall  labour  in  thy  praife  5 
The  halluwM  theme  ifaall  teach  me  how  to  fmg. 
Swell  on  the  lyre,  and  tremble  on  the  ftring. 

Oft  has  thy  hand  from  fight  the  monarch  led. 
When  death  flew  raging,  and  t{i£  battle  bled ; 

And 
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And  fnatch'd  thy  fervant  in  the  laft  defpair 
From  all  the  rifing  tumult  of  the  war. 

Againft  ftrange  children  ^vindicate  my  caufe. 
Who  curfe  thy  name,  and  trample  on  thy  laws  i 
That  our  fair  fens  may  fmile  in  early  bloom. 
Our  Tons,  the  hopes  of  all  our  years  to  come  : 
Like  plants  that  nurs'd  by  foftcring  fhowers  arife. 
And  lift  their  fpreading  honours  to  the  fkies. 
That  our  chaftc  daughters  may  their  charnis  diiplay^ 
Like  the  bright  pillars  of  our  temple,  gay, 
Polifh'd,  and  tall,  and  fmooth,  and  fair  as  they. 

Piled  up  v/ith  plenty  let  our  barns  apptar. 
And  burft  with  all  the  feafons  of  the  year  j 
Let  pregnant  flocks  in  every  quarter  bleat. 
And  drop  their  tender  young  in  every  ftreet. 
Safe  from  their  labours  may  our  oxen  come. 
Safe  may  they  bring  the  gathered  fummer  home. 
Oh !  may  no  fighs,  no  ftreains  of  Ibn'ow  flow^ 
To  (lain  our  triumphs  with  the  tears  of  woe. 

Blefs*d  is  the  nation,  how  fmcerely  blefsM  ! 
Of  fuch  unbounded  happinefs  polTefsM, 
To  whom  Jehovah's  facred  name  is  known. 
Who  claim  the  Cod  of  Ifrael  for  their  own. 


The   Third   Chapter    of  JOB. 

JO  B  cursM  his  birth,  and  bade  his  cnrfet  flow 
In  words  of  grief,  and  eloquence  of  woe  $ 
Loft  be  that  day  which  draggM  me  to  my  doom* 
Recent  to  life,  and  ftruggling  from  the  womb  $ 

Whofe 
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Whofe  beams  with  fuch  malignant  ludre  /hone, 
AVhefice  all  ray  years  in  anxious  circles  run. 
Loll  be  that  night  in  undeterminM  fpace. 
And  veil  Dvith  deeper  ihades  her  gloomy  face, 
'Which  crowded  up  with  woes  this  (lender  fpan, 
While  the  dull  mafs  rofe  quickening  into  man. 

O'er  that  cursM  day  let  fable  darknefs  rife, 
Shrowd  the  blue  vault,  and  blacken  all  the  fkies  j 
May  God  o'er-look  it  from  his  heavenly  throne. 
Nor  rouze  from  deep  the  fedentary  fun. 
O'er  its  dark  face  to  (hed  his  genial  ray, 
And  warm  to  joy  the  melancholy  day. 
May  the  clouds  frown,  and  livid  poifons  breathe, 
And  (bin  heaven's  azure  with  the  (hade  of  death. 

May  ten-fold  darknefs  from  that  dreadful  night 
Seize  and  arreft  the  (b-aggUng  gleams  of  light  ^ 
To  pay  due  vengeance  for  its  fatal  crime. 
Still  be  It  banilh'd  from  the  train  of  time  $ 
Nor  in  the  radiant  lift  of  months  appear. 
To  ftain  the  (hining  circle  of  the  year  s 
There  through  her  du(ky  range  may  iilence  roam. 
There  may  no  ray,  no  glimpfe  of  gladnefs  come, 
No  voice  to  cheer  the  folitary  gIoom« 
May  every  ftar  his  gaudy  light  with-hold. 
Nor  through  the  vapour  (hoot  his  beamy  gold  t 
Nor  let  the  dawn  with  radiant  (kirts  come  on, 
TJppM  with  the  glories  of  the  rifing  fun  $ 
Becaufe  that  dreadful  period  (ix'd  my  doom. 
Nor  feard  the  dark  rece(res  of  the  womb. 

To 
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To  that  original  my  ills  I  owe. 

Heir  of  afflif^ion,  and  the  ion  of  woe. 

Oh  !  had  I  dy'd  unexercisM  in  pain. 

And  wak'd  to  life,  to  deep  in  death  again  ! 

Why  did  not  Fate  attend  me  at  my  birth. 

And  give  me  back  to  my  congenial  earth  ? 

Why  was  I,  when  an  infant,  footed  to  reft, 

Luird  on  the  knee,  or  hung  upon  the  brcaft  ? 

For  now  the  grave  would  all  my  cares  compose. 

Conceal  my  forrows,  and  inter  my  woes  : 

There  wrappM  and  lock'd  within  his  cold  embrace 

Safe  had  I  flumberM  in  the  arms  of  peace  ; 

There  with  the  mighty  kings,  who  lie  inroU*d 

In  clouds  of  incenfe,  and  in  beds  of  gold  : 

There  with  the  princes,  who  in  grandeur  fhone. 

And  aw'd  the  trembling  nations  from  the  throne  • 

Afflifled  Job  an  equal  reft  might  have. 

And  (hare  the  dark  retirement  of  the  grave  ; 

Or  as  a  (hapelefs  Embryo  feek  the^mb. 

Rude  and  imperfect  from  the  abortive  womb  t 

"Ere  motion^s  early  pnnciple  began. 

Or  the  dim  fubftance  kindled  into  man. 

There  from  their  monftrous  crimes  the  wicked  ccafe 
Their  labouring  guilt  is  wearyM  into  peace  5 
There  bleiided  fleep  the  coward  and  the  brave,  ■) 

StretchM  with  his  lord,  the  undiftinguiih'd  flavt         L 
Enjoys  the  common  refuge  of  the  grave.  I 

Aa  equal  lot  the  mighty  viftor  fliares. 
And  lies  amidil  the  captives  of  his  wars'; 

With 
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With  his,  thofc  captives  mingk  their  remains, 
Xhe  fame  in  death,  nor  leffcn'd  by  their  chains. 
Why  are  we  doom'd  to  view  the  genial  ray  ? 
"Why  curft  to  bear  the  painful  light  of  day  f 
Oh  !  with  what  joy  the  wretches  yield  their  breath  ? 
And  pant  in  bittemefs  of  foul  for  death  f 
As  a  rich  prize,  tlie  diftant  blifs  they  crave. 
And  find  the  glorious  treafure  in  the  grave. 
Why  is  the.  wretch  condemned  without  relief, 
To  combat  woe,  and  tread  the  round  of  grief, 
Whoni  in  the  toils  of  fate  his  God  has  bound. 

And  drawn  the  line  of  mifcries  around  ? 
When  nature  calls  for  aid,  my  iighs  intrude^ 

My  tears  prevent  my  neceffary  food  s 

Like  a  full  ilream  b'ercharg'd,  my  forrows  flow. 

In  burfts  of  anguilh,  and  a  tide  of  woe  { 

For  now  the  dire  afiljflion  which  I  fled. 

Pours  like  a  roaring  torrent  on  my  head. 

My  terrors  dill  the  phantom  viewM,  and  wrought 

The  dreadful  image  into  every  thought : 

At  length  pluck'd  down,  the  fatal  Uroke  I  fee], 

Andiofe  the  faocy'd  in  the  real  HI. 

The  Twenty-Fifth  Chapter" of  Job,  Paraphrafcd. 

'X^  HEN  will  vain  man  complain  and  murmur  flill  ? 
^    And  ftand  oh  terms  with  his  Creator^s  will  ? 
Shall  this  high  privilege  to  clay  be  given  ? 
Shall  dull  arraign  the  providence  of  heaven  ? 

Witli 
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With  rcafon*s  line  the  boundlcfs  diftancc  fcan  5 
Oppofe  heaven's  awfiil  majcfty  to  man. 
To  what  a  length  his  vaft  dominions  ron  ? 
How  far  beyond  the  journeys  of  the  fun  ? 
He  hung  yon'  golden  balls  of  light  on  high. 
And  launched  the  planets  through  the  liquid  flcy  t 
To  rolling  worlds  he  mark'd  the  certain  fpacc, 
Fixt  and  foftain'd  the  elemental  peace. 

Unnumber'd  as  thofe  worlds  his  armies  tnovCy 
And  the  gfay  legions  guard  his  realms  above ; 
High  o'er  th'  ethereal  plains,  the  myriads  rife. 
And  pour  their  flaming  ranks  along  the  fkics  : 
From  their  bright  arms  inceffant  fplendors  dreamy 
And  the  wide  azure  kindles  with  the  gleam. 

To  this  low  world  he  bids  the  light  repair, 
Down  through  the  gulphs  of  undulating  air : 
For  man  he  taught  the  glorious  fun  to  roll. 
From  his  bright  barrier  to  his  weftcm  goal. 

How  then  fhaH  man,  thus  infolently  proud. 
Plead  with  his  Judge,  and  combat  with  his  God  > 
How  from  his  mortal  mother  can  he  come, 
Unftain'd  from  fin,  untinftur'd  from  the  womb  ? 

The  Lord  from  his  fublime  empyreal  throne. 
As  a  dark  globe,  regards  the  diver  moon-. 
*  Thofe  ftars,  that  grace  the  wide  celedial  plain. 
Are  but  the  humbleft  fweepings  of  his  traia  j. 
Dim  are  the  brighteft  fplendors  of  the  iky^ 
And  the  fun  darkens  in  Jehovah's  eye. 
But  does  not  fm  diffufe  a  fouler  ftain. 
And  thickir  darknefs  cloud  the  foul  of  man  ? 


Shali 
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$hall  he  the  depths  of  endlefs  wifdom  kiiow? 

This  (hort-Uv'd  fovereign  of  the  world  below? 

His  frail'  Griginal  confounds  his  boaft, 

Sprung  from  the  ground,  and  quickenM  from  the  duft. 

The  Song  of  Mo  s  e  s,  in  the  Fifteenth  Chapter 
of  E  X  o  D  u  s,  Paraphrafed. 

THE N  to  the  Lord,  the  vaft  triumphant  throng. 
Of  Ifraers  fons,  with  Mofes,  rais'd  the  fong. 
To  God  our  grateful  accents  will  we  raife, 
And  every  tongue  fhall  celebrate  his  praife  : 
Behold  difplayM  the  wonders  of  his  might  j 
Behold  the  Lord  triumphant  in  the  fight ! 
With  what  immortal  fame  and  glory  gracM! 
What  trophies  raisM  amid  the  watery  wafte! 
How  did  his  power  the  Heeds  and  riders  fweep 
IngulphM  in  heaps,  and  whelm'd  beneath  the  deep  ? 

Whom  ihould  we  fear,  while  he,  heaven's  awful  Lord^ 
Unlheaths  for  Ifrael  hi&  avenging  fword  ? 
His  outftretchM  arm,  and  tutelary  care,. 
Guarded  and  favM  us  in  the  laft  defpair  r  . 
His  mercy  easM  us  from  our  circling  pains,. 
Unbound  our  fhackles,  and  unlocked  our  chains* 
To  him  our  God,  our  Fathers  God,  Til  reac 
A  facred  temple,  and  adore  him  there, 
With  vows  and  incenfe,.  facrifice  and  prayer. 

The  Lord  commands  in  war ;  his  matchlefs  might 
Hangs  out  and' guides  the  balance  of  the  fight: 
By  him  the  war  the  mighty  leaders  form. 
And  teach  the  hovering  tumult  where  to  ftorm». 

S  His. 


His  Name,  O  Ifrael,  Heaven^s  Eternal  Lord, 
For-cvcr  honourM,  reverenced,  and  adored. 

When  to  the  fight  from  ^gypt*s  fruitful  foil, 
Pour'd  forth  in  myriads  all  the  fens  of  Nile; 
The  Lord  o'crthrew  the  courfer  and  the  car. 
Sunk  Pharaoh's  pride,  and  o'erwhelm'd  his  war. 
Beneath  th*  enc^imber^d  deeps  Lis  legions  lay. 
For  many  a  league  impurpling  all  the  fea: 
The  chiefs,  and  fteeds,  and  warriors  whirl'd  arottnd. 
Lay  midft  the  roarings  of  the  furgcs  drown'd. 

Who  ihall  thy  power,  thpu  mighty  God,  withftand, 
And  check  the  force  of  thy  viftorious  hand  ? 
Thy  hand,  which  red  with  wrath  in  terror  roCc, 
To  crufti  that  day  thy  proud  Egyptian  foes. 
Struck  by  that  hand,  their  drooping  fquadrons  fall. 
Crowding  in  death  ;  one  fate  o'erwhelms  them  all. 

Soon  as  thy  anger,  charg'd  with  vengeance,  came, 
They  funk  like  ftubble  crackling  in  the  flame. 
At  thy  dread  voice  the  Aimmon'd  billows  crowd. 
And  a  ftill  filence  lulls  the  wondering  flood  : 
Roird  up,  the  cryftal  ridges  llrike  the  fkies. 
Waves  petp  d'er  waves,  and  feas  o'er  feas  ari(e. 
Around  in  heaps  the  littening  furges  ftand. 
Mute  and  obfervant  of  the  high  command. 
CongeaPd  with  fear  attends  the  watery  train, 
Rouz'd  from  the  fecret  chambers  of  the  main. 

With  favage  joy  the  fons  of  ^gypt  cry'd, 
(Vaft  were  their  hopes,  and  boundlefs  was  their  pride) 
Let  us  purfue  thofe  fugitives  of  Nile, 
This  fervile  nation,  and  divide  the  fpQil : 

And 
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?Vnd  fpread  fo  wide  the  flaughter,  till  their  blood 
Dyes  with  a  ftronger  red  the  blulhing  flood. 
Dh  !  what  a  copious  prey  their  hofts  afford. 
To  glut  and  fatten  the  devouring  fword  1 

As  thus  the  ya^Jvning  gulf  the  boafters  pafs^'d,  , 

At  thy  command  rulh'd  forth  the  raprd  blaft.  , 

Then,  at  the  fignal  given,  with  dreadful  fway. 
In  one  huge  heap  roll'd  down  the  roaring  feaj 
And  now  the  difintangled  waves  divide, 
Unlock  their  folds,  and  thaw  the  frozen  tide. 
The  deeps  alarm'd  call  terribly  from  far 
The  loud,  embattled  furges  to  the  war; 
Till  her  proud  fons  aftoni^'d  -^gypt  found, 
Cover'd  with  billows,  and  in  tempells  drown'd. 

What  God  can  emulate  thy  power  divine, 
Or  who  oppofe  his  miracles  to  thine  ? 
When  joyful  we  adare  thy  glorious  name, 
Thy  trembling  foes  confefs  their  fear  and  (harae. 
The  world  attends  thy  abfolute  command, 
And  nature  waits  the  wonders  of  thine  handle 
That  hand,  extended  o*er  the  fwellirg  fea, 
The  confcious  billows  reverence  and  obey. 
O'er  the  devoted  race  the  furges  fweep, 
And  whelm  the  guilty  nation  in  the  deep. 
That  hand  redeem'd  us  from  cur  fervile  toil, 
And  each  infulting  tyrant  of  the  Nile  : 
Our  nation  came  beneath  that  mighty  hand. 
From  jflEgypt's  realms,  to  Canaan^s  facred  land. 
Thou  wert  their  Guide,  their  Saviour,  and  their  God, 
To  fmooth  the  way,  and  clear  the  dreadful  road. 

Si  The 
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The  diftant  kingdoms  (hall  thy  wonders  hear^  ' 

The  fierce  Philiftines  fball  confefs  their  fear  ^ 

Tby  fame  (hall  over  £dom*s  princes  fpread. 

And  Moab*s  kings,  the  nniverfal  dread  i 

While  the  vaft  fcenes  of  miracles  impart 

A  thrilling  horror  to  the  braveft  heart. 

As  through  the  world  the  gathering  terror  runs,. 

Canaan  (hall  (hrink,  and  tremble  for  his  Tons. 

Till  thou  haft  Jacob  from  his  bondage  brought^ 

At  fnch  a  vaft  expence  of  v^onders  bought. 

To  Canaan*s  promised  realms  and  bieft  abodes^ 

Led  through  the  dark  recefl*es  of  the  floods. 

CrownM  with  their  tribes  (hall  proud  Moriah  rile. 

And  rear  bis  fummit  nearer  to  the  (kies. 

Through  ages.  Lord,  (halLftietch  thy  bound lefspower^ 
Thy  throne  (hall  ftand  when  Time  (hall  be  no  more  *.. 
For  Pharaoh's  fteeds,  and  cars,  and  warlike  train, 
LeapMJn,  and  boldly  rangM  the  Tandy  plain.. 
While  in  the  dreadful  road»  and  defart  way. 
The  (hining  crowds  of  gafping  fi(hes  lay  : 
Till,  all  around  with  liquid  toils  befet. 
The  Lord  fwept  o'er  their  heads  the  watery  net. 
He  freed  the  ocean  from  his  fecret  chain^ 
And  on  each  hand  difchargM  the  thundering  main*. 
The  loofenM  billows  burft  from  every  (ide. 
And  whelm  the  war  and  warriors  in  the  tide;. 
But  on  each  hand  the  folid  billows  ftood,. 
Like  lofty  mounds  to  check  the  raging  flood  y 
Till  the  bleft  race  to  promised  Canaan  paft 
O'er  the  dry  path,  and  trod  the  watery  waftc 
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The  Third   Ode  of  the  Second  Book  of 
HORACE,   Paraphrafed. 

LE  T  the  brave  youth  be  trainM,  the  (lings 
Of  poverty  to  bear. 
And  in  the  fchool  of  want  be  taught 
The  exercife  of  wai*. 

Let  him  be  pra6lis'd  in  his  bloom. 

To  liftcn  to  alarms. 
And  learn  proud  Parthia  to  fubdue 

With  unrefiftcd  arms. 
The  hoftile  tyrant's  beauteous  bride, 

Difira6led  with  defpair. 
Beholds  him  pouring  to  the  fight. 

And  thundering  through  the  war* 
As  from  the  battlements  flic  views 

The  flaughter  of  his  fword. 
Thus  fliall  the  fair  exprefs  her  grief. 

And  terrors  for  her  Lord : 

Look  down,  ye  gracious  powers,  from  heaveo, 

Nor  let  my  con  fort  go, 
Rude  in  the  arts  of  war,  to  fight 

This  formidable  foe. 
Oh !  not  with  half  that  dreadful  rage 

The  royal  favage  flies, 
When,  at  the  flighteft  touch,  he  fprings 

And  darts  upon  his  prize. 

S  3  How 
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How  fair,  how  comely  are  our  wound)}. 

In  cur  dear  country's  caufe  ! 
What  fame  attends  the  glorious  fate. 

That  props  our  dying  laws ! 
For  death's  coH  hand  arrefts  the  fears 

That  haunt  the  coward's  mind ; 
Swift  fhe  purfues  the  flying  wretch. 

And  wounds  him  from  behind. 
Bravely  regardkfs  of  difgracc. 

Bold  virtue  (lands  alone. 
With  pure  unfully'd  glory  fhines. 

And  honours  ftiU  her  own. 

From  the  dark  grave,  and  filent  dttft> 

She  bids  her  fons  arife. 
And  to  the  radiant  train  unfolds 

The  portals  of  the  fkics. 

Now,  with  triumphant  wings,  fhe  foars. 

Above  the  realms  of  day. 
Spurns  the  dull  earth,  and  groveling  crowd. 

And  towers  th'  ethereal  way. 

With  her  has  filence  a  reward, 

Within  the  blefsM  abodes. 
That  holy  filencc  which  conceals 

The  fecrets  of  the  Gods. 

But  with  a  wretcli  I  would  not  live. 

By  facrilege  prophan'd. 
Nor  lodge  beneath  one  roof,  nor  bunch 

One  veiTei  from  the  land : 

For, 
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■"or,  blended  with  the  bad,  the  good 

rrhe  common  ftroke  have  felt, 
Vnd  heaven's  diir  vengeance  ttnick  alike 

At  innqcence  and  guilt. 

riie  wrath  divine  purfues  the  wietch, 

-At  prefent  lame,  and  flow, 
But  yet,  though  tardy  to  advance. 

She  gives  the  furer-blow. 

The  Third    Ode    of  the  Fourth  Book  of 
HORACE,    Paraphrafed. 

"^T7H O  M  firft,  Melporacnc,  thy  eye 

^  ^     With  friendly  afpe^l  views. 
Shall  from  his  cradle  rife  renown'd, 
And  facrcd  to  the  Mufe. 

Kor  to  the  Ifthmian  games  hts  fame 

And  death lefs  triumphs  owe  j 
Nor  fliall  he  wear  the  verdant  wreath. 

That  ihades  the  champion's  brow. 
Nor  in  the  wide  Elasan  plains 

Fatigue  the  courfer's  fpeedj 
Nor'through  the  glorious  cloud  of  duft. 

Provoke  the  bounding  deed. 
Nor,  as  an  haughty  viftor,  mount 

The  Capitolian  heights. 
And  proudly  dedicate  to  Jove 

The  trophies  of  his  fights. 

S  4  Becaufe 
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Becaufe  his  thundering  hand  in  war 

Has  check'd  the  fwelling  tide 
Of  the  ftcrn  tyrant's  power,  and  broke 

The  naeafures  of  his  pride. 

But  by  fweet  Tybttr's  groves  and  ftreams 

His  glorious  theme  purfues, 
And  fcorns  the  laurels  of  the  war, 

For  thofe  that  crown  the  Mufe. 

There  in  the  moft  rctir'd  retreats, 

He  fets  his  charming  fong. 
To  the  fweet  barp  which  Sappho  touch'd, 

Or  bold  Alcaeus  ftrung. 

Rank'd  by  thy  fons.  Imperial  Rome, 

Among  the  poet*s  quire. 
Above  the  reach  of  envy's  hand 

I  fafely  may  afpire. 

Thou  facred  Mufe,  whofe  artfiH  hand 

Can  teach  the  bard  to  fmgj 
Can  animate  the  golden  lyre, 

And  wake  the  living  ftring  : 

Thou,  by  whdfe  mighty  power,  may  fmg^ 

In  unaccuftom'd  drains. 
The  filent  fifhes  in  the  floods. 

As  on  their  banks  the  fwans. 
To  thee  I  owe  ray  fpreading  fame. 

That  thoufan^s,  as  they  gaze, 
.  Make  me  their  wonder's  common  theme. 

And  objea  of  their  praife. 


If 


HORACE,   ODE  III.  B.  IV.  265 

W  firft  I  ftruck  the  Leibian  lyre. 

No  fame  belongs  to  me  $ 
1  owe  my  honours,  when  I  plcafc, 

(If  e'er  I  fleafe)  to  thee. 

On  the  approaching  Congress  of  C  a  m  b  r  a  y« 
Written  in  1721. 

yLT  E  patriots  of  the  world,  whofe  cares  comhin'd 
*     Confult  the  public  welfare  of  mankind. 
One  moment  let  the  crowding  kingdoms  wait. 
And  Europe  in  fufpence  attend  her  fate. 
Which  turns  on  your  great  councils  5  nor  refufe 
To  hear  the  ftrains  of  the  prophetic  Mufe  5 
Who  fees  thofe  councils  with  a  generous  care 
•Heal  the  wide  wounds,  and  calm  the  rage  of  war; 
She  fees  new  verdure  all  the  plbin  o^erfpread, 
Where  the  fight  bum'd,  and  where  the  battle  bled. 
The  fields  of  death  a  fofter  fcene  difclofc. 
And  Ceres  fmiles  where  iron  harvefts  rofe. 
The  bleating  Aocks  along  the  baftion  pafs. 
And  from  the  awful  ruins  crop  the  grafs. 
Freed 'from  his  fears,  each  unmolefted  fwain. 
In  peaceful  furrows  cuts  the  fatal  plain  j 
Turns  the  high  bulwark  and  afpiring  mound. 
And  fees  the  camp  with  all  the  feafons  crown *d. 
Beneath  each  clod,  bright  burni(h*d  arms  appear; 
Each  furrow  glitters  with  the  pride  of  war; 
The  fields  refound  and  tinkle  as  they  break, 
And  the  keen  faulchion  rings  againft  the  rake; 

At 
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At  reft  beneath  the  hanging  ramparts  laid. 
He  fmgs  fecurely  in  the  dreadiiri  fhade. 

Hark !— o'er  thetfcas,  the  Britlfh  lions  roar 
Their  monarch's  fame  to  ev^ry  diftamt  (hore : 
Swift  on  their  canvafs  wings  his  navies  go,        ^ 
Wheir-e-ever  fides  can  nJl,  or  vrinds  can  blow  j 
Their  fails  within  the  ar£lic  circle  rife, 
Led  by  the  ftars  that  gild  the  northern  ilcies ; 
Tempt  frozen  ieas,  nor  fear  the  driving  blaft^ 
But  fwell  exulting  o'er  the  hoary  wafte  j 
O'er  the  wide  ocean  hold  fupremc  command. 
And  a£live  commerce  fpread  through  every  laivd  i 
Or  with  full  pride  to  fouthern  regions  run. 
To  diftant  worlds,  on  t'other  fide  the  fun  5 
And  plow  the  tides,  where  odoriferaus  gales 
Perfume  the  fmiling  wave8>  and  ftretch  the  bellying  fails. 

See !  the  proud  meKhant  feek  the  precious  (hore, 
And  trace  the  winding  veitis  of  gitttering  orej 
Low  in  the  earth  his  wondering  eyes  behold 
Th'  imperfe^l  metal  ripening  into  gold. 
The  mountains  tremble  with  alternate  rays. 
And  caft  at  once  a  (hadow  and  a  blaze  1 
Streak'd  o'er  with  gold,  the  pebbles  flame  around. 
Gleam  o*er  the  foil,  and  gild  the  tinkling  ground  ; 
Charg'd  with  the  glorious  prize,  his  veflels  come. 
And  in  proud  triumph  bring  an  India  home. 

Fair  Concord,  hail ;  thy  wings  o'er  Brunfwitk  fpread. 
And  with  thy  olives  crown  his  laureled  bead. 
Come  ;  in  thy  moft  diftinguifli'd  charms  appear ; 
Oh !  come,  and  bolt  the  iron-gates  of  waft 

5  The 
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The  fight  ftam^s  ftiH  when  Brunfwick  bids  it  ceafe. 
The  monarch  fpeaks,  ainl  gives  the  wo^id  a  peace  j 
Like  awful  juftice,  fits  fuperior  l<>rdy 
To  poife  the  balaxicc,  or  to  draw  th«  fword  5 
In  due  fufpenfc  the  Janing  realms  tf^  keep. 
And  hufh  the  tumults  of  the  world  to^  flecp. 
Now  with  a  brighter  face*  and  nobler  ray. 
Shine  forth,  tliou  Source  of  light,  aod  God  of  day  j 
Say,  didft  thou  evei-  in  thy  briglrt  career 
Light  up  before  a  more  diftinguiihM  year  ? 
Through  all  thy  journeys  paft  thou  canft  not  fee 
A  perfeft  image  of  what  this  fliall  be : 
Scarce  the  Pbtoaic  year  ftiall  this  renew. 
Or  keep  the  bright  ojriginal  in  view. 

The  Fablr   of 

The    young  MAN   and  his  CAT. 

A  Haplefs  youth,  whom  fates  averfe  had  drove 
^^'  To  a  ftrange  pafllon,  and  prepofterous  love, 
LongM  to  poiTefs  his  pufs's  fpotted  charms, 
And  hug  the  tabby  beauty  in  his  arms. 
To  what  odd  whimHes  love  inveigles  men  ? 
Sure  if  the  boy  was  ever  blind,  'twas  then. 
RackM  with  his  paflion,  and  in  deep  defpair. 
The  youth  to  Venus  thus  addreit  his  prayer. 
O  queen  of  beauty,  fince  thy  Cupid's  dart 
Kas  fir'd  my  foul,  and  rankles  in  my  heart ; 
Since  doom'd  to  burn  in  this  unhappy  flame. 
From  thee  at  leaft  a  remedy  I  claim  j 

If 
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If  on  ce,  to  blefs  Pigmalion^s  longing  armsy 
The  marble  foftenM  into  living  charms ; 
And  warm  with  life  tlie  purple  current  ran 
In  circling  ftreams  through  every  flinty  vein  5 
If,  with  his  own  creating  hands  difplay'd, 
He  hugg'd  the  ftatue,  and  embraced  a  maid  5 
And  with  the  breathing  image  firM  his  heart. 
The  pride  of  nature,  and  the  boaft  of  art : 
Hear  my  requeft,  and  crown  my  wondrous  flame. 
The  fame  its  nature,  be  thy  gift  the  fame; 
Cive  me  the  like  unufual  joys  to  prove. 
And  though  irregular,  .indulge  my  love. 

Delighted  Venus  heard  the  moving  prayer. 
And  foon  refolv'd  to  eafe  the  lover's  care. 
To  fet  Mifs  Tabby  off  with  every  grace. 
To  drefs,  and  fit  her  for  the  youth's  embrace. 

Now  flie  by  gradual  change  her  form  forfook, 
Firft  her  round  face  an  oval  figure  took  ; 
The  roguifh  dimples  next  his  heart  beguile. 
And  each  grave  whifker  foften'd  to  a  fmilej 
Unufual  ogles  wanton'd  in  her  eye. 
Her  folemn  purring  dwindled  to  a  figh  : 
Sudden,  a  huge  hoop-petticoat  difplay'd, 
A  wide  circumference  !  intrenched  the  maid. 
And  for  the  tail  in  waving  circles  play'd. 
Her  fur,  as  deftin'd  ftill  her  charms  to  deck, 
Made  for  her  hands  a  muff^,  a  tippet  for  her  neck. 

In  the  fine  lady  now  her  ftiape  was  loft. 
And  by  fuch  ftrange  degrees  (he  grew  a  toaft  j 
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'Was  all  for  ombre  now ;  and  who  but  (he^        * 
'Po  talk  of  modes  and  fcandal  o^er  her  tea^ 
Xo  fettle  every  faftiion  of  the  fex. 
And  run  through  all  the  female  politics} 
To  fpend  her  time  at  toilet  and  baifet, 
To  play»  to  flaunt,  to  flutter,  and  coquet  i 
From  a  grave  thinking  moufer,  (he  was  growi> 
The  gayeft  flirt  that  coach'd  it  round  the  town» 

But  fee  how  often  forae  intruding  woe, 
Nips  all  our  blooming  profpe6ls  at  a  blow ! 
For  as  the  youth  his  lovely  confort  led 
To,  the  dear  pleafures  of  the  nuptial  bed, 
Juft  on  that  inftant  from  an  inner  houfe. 
Into  the  chamber  popt  a  heedlefs  moufe. 
Mifs  Tabby  faw,  and  brooking  no  delay. 
Sprung  from  the  flieets,  and  feizM  the  trembling  prey,  t 
Nor  did  the  bride,  in  that  ill-fated  hour, 
Refle£l  that  all  her  moudng-days  were  o'er. 
The  youth,  aftonifh'd,  felt  a  new  defpair, 
Ixion-like  he  grafp'd,  and  grafpM  but  air  5 
He  faw  his  vows  and  prayers  in  vain  beftow'd>, 
And  loft  the  [ilting  goddefs  in  a  cloud. 
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Hafte  to  the  work  $  the  ladies  long  to  fee 

The  pious  frauds  of  chafte  Penelope. 

Helen  they  long  have  feen,  whofe  guilty  charmr 

For  ten  whole  years  engag'd  the  world  in  arms. 

Then,  as  thy  fame  fhall  fee  a  length  of  days, 

Some  future  Bard  ihall  thus  record  thy  pFaife  : 

"  In  thofe  bleft  times  when  fmiling  heaven  and  fats 

"  Had  raisM  Britannia  to  her  happieft  ftate, 

**  When  wide  around,  fhe  faw  the  world  fubmit^ 

*'  And  own  her  Tons  fupreme  in  arts  and  wit ; 

<«  Then  Pope  and  Dryden  brought  in  triumph  honae^. 

<«  The  pride  of  Greece,-  and  ornament  of  Rome  5 

"  To  the  great  tafk  each  bold  tranilator  came, 

«<  With  Virgil's  judgment,  and  with  Homer'^s  flame; 

«<  Here  the  pleas'd  Mantuan  fwan  was  taught  to  Coar^ 

•<  Where  fcaree  the  Roman  eagles  towered  before : 

<<  And  Greece  no  more  was  Homer*s  native  earth, 

"  Though  her  feven  rwal  cities  claimed  his  birth  | 

**  On  her  feven  cities  he  IcokM  down  with  fcorn, 

**  And  own'd  witK  pride  he  was  in  Britain  bom." 
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ARMS  and  the  man  I  fing,  the  firft  who  driveiw 
By  fate  from  Troy,  the  fugitive  of  heaven^ 
On  land  and  fea  by  toils  and  tempefts  toft. 
Came  to- the  Latian  and  Lavinian  coaft; 
*  ForcM  by  the  Gods  inceflfant  wars  to  wage^ 
And  urg'dby  Juno's,  unrelenting  ragcj 
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£r«  he  could  raife  his  town,  and  fix  the  Gods 
He  brought  from  iTroy  in  Italy's  abodes ; 
Hence  our  famM  Latian  line,  and  lenates  come. 
Hence  rofe  the  lofty  walls  and  towers  of  Rome* 

Say,  Muft,  what  caufes  could  fo  far  incenfc 
Celeftial  powers,  and  what  the  dire  offence 
That  mov'd  heaven's  awful  emprefs  to  impofe. 
On  fudi  a  pious  prince,  fuch  endlels  woes  ? 
By  fuch  a  round  of  toils  fo  long  diftreft  : 
Can  rage  fo  fierde  inflame  an  heavenly  bread  ? 

Againft  th'  Italian  coaft,  of  ancient  fame 
A  city  flood,  and  Carthage  was  the  name ; 
A  Tyrian  colony  5  from  Tyber  far, 
Rich,  bi-ave,  and  pra6^rs'd  in  the  arts  of  war : 
AVhich  Juno  far  above  all  realms,  above 
Her  own  dear  Samos,  honoiir'd  with  her  love : 
Htre  flood  her  chariot,  here  her  armour  lay. 
Here  fhe  defign'd,  would  deftiny  give  Way, 
Ev'b  then  the  feat  of  univerfal  fway. 
But  of  a  race  fhe  heard,  that  fhould  deflroy 
The  Tyrian  towers,  a  race  deriv'd  from  Troy  5 
Who  proud  in  arms,  triumphant  by  their  fwords. 
Should  rife  in  time,  the  worUVs  viflorious  lords  ^ 
Ordain'd  by  fate  her  Libya  10  fubdue. 
And  on  her  ruin'd  empire  ralfe  a  new. 
This  fear'd  the  goddefs  5  and  in  mind  fhe  bore 
Th^  late  long  war  her  fury  rais'd  before 
For  Greece  at  Troy  5.  nor  was  her  wrath  refignM, 
But  every  caufe  hung  heavy  on  her  mind. 
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Her  injurM  fofm,  and  Parls^  judgment  roU 

Deep  in  her  breaft,  and  kindle  all  her  foul  s 

Th'  immortal  honours  of  the  raviih'd  boy  j 

And,  jaft,  the  whole  dctefted  race  of  Troy. 

With  all  thele  motives  fir'd,  fromLatium  far 

She  drove  the  relicks.  of  the  Grecian  war  5 

Fate  urg'd  their  courfe  5  and  long  they  wandered  o'er 

The  boundlefs  ocean,  toft  from  (hore  to  (bore  t 

So  vaft  the  work  to  build  fo  vaft  a  frame» 

And  raife  the  glories  of  the  Roman  name. 

Scarce  from  Slcilia's  ihores  the  ihouting  train 
Spread  their  broad  fails,  and  plow'd  the  foamy  maia^ 
When  haughty  Juno  thus  her  rage  expreft  j. 
Th'  eternal  wound  ftill  rankling  in.  her  breaft. 

Then  muft  I  ftop  ?  are  all  my  labours  vain  ?. 
And  muH  this  Trojan  prijice  in  Latium  reign  ? 
The  Fates,  I  find,  may  baflle  Juno's  aims  ; 
And  why  could  Pallas,  with  avenging  flames^ 
Bum  a  whole  navy  of  the  Grecian  ihips. 
And  plunge  the  fcatter'd  Argives  in  the  deeps  ? 
She,  for  the  crime  of  A}ax,  from  above 
Launched  through  the  clouds  the  fiecy  bolts  of  Jove  f 
Difperft  his  fleet,  and  as  her  tempeft  flew. 
Exposed  the  ocean*s  inmoil  deeps  to  view. 
Then,  while  transfixed  the  blafted  wretch  expires^ 
Flames  from  his  bread,  and  fires  fucceeding  firesji. 
Snatched  in  a  whirlwind,  with  a  fudden  fliock 
She  hurl'd  him  headlong  on  a  ported  rock. 
But  I,  who  move  fupreme  in  heaven's  abodes, 
Jove's  fifter-wifej^  and  cmprcfs  of  the  Gods^ 
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AVith  this  one  nation  muft  a  war  maintain 
So  many  years ;  and  wage  that  war  in  vain. 
And  now  what  fuppliants  will  invoke  noy  name^ 
Adore  my  power,  or  bid  my  altars  flame  I 

Thus  fir'd  with  rage  the  furious  Goddcfs  fli6s 
To  dark  -ffiolia  from  the  diftant  fkies  5 
The  native  region  of  the  illorms  (he  finds, 
"Where  in  huge  gloomy  caves  their  tyrant  binds- 
The  bluftering  tempefts,  and  reluctant  winds  ; 
Whofe  rage  imperial  JSoius  retrains, 
With  rocky  dungeons,  and  with  heaps  of  chains  s 
While  they,  within  the  fpacious  hollow  pent, 
Koar  round  the  cave,  and  flruggle  for  a  vent. 
From  his  high  throne,  their  fury  to  affwage. 
He  waves  his  fceptre,  and  controls  their  rage  s 
Or,  down  the  void  their  rapid  whirls  had  driven 
Eartli,  air,  and  ocean,  and  the  heights  of  heaven* 
But  Jove,  the  mighty  ruin  to  prevent, 
In  gloomy  caves  the  airy  captives  pent, 
0*er  their  wild  rage  the  ponderous  rocks  he  fpread» 
And  hurPd  hugs  heaps  of  mountains  on  their  head  i 
And  gave  a  king  commiffionM  to  reftraiii> 
And  curb  the  tempeft,  or  to  loofe  the  rein. 

Whom  thus  the  queen  addrefsM }  Since  mighty  Jove 
The  king  of  men,  and  fire  of  Gods  above* 
Has  given  thee,  ^olus,  the  power  to  raife 
Storms  at  thy  fovereign  will,,  or  fmooth  the  ftat  i 
A  race,  I  long  have  laboured  to  deftroy. 
Waft  to  Hefperia  the  remains  o£  Troy. 

T  a  Ev'n 
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Struck  by  a  billowi  in  the  hero'*s  view. 

From  prow  to  ftcrn  the  broken  galley  flew. 

Which  bore  Orontes,  and  the  Lycian  crew. 

Swept  off  the  deck,  the  piiot  from  the  (hip, 

StunM  by  the  ftroke,  Hiot  headlong  down  the  deep. 

The  veffcl  by  iht  forge  turn'd  round  and  rouiKl, 

Sank  by  the  whirling  gulf  devourM  and  drowned* 

Some  from  the  dark  zbyfs  emerge  again ; 

Arms,  planks,  and  treafures  floating  on  the  mam« 

And  now  thy  (hip,  Ilioneus,  gives  way. 

And  brave  Achates*  veflel  drinks  the  fea. 

Nor  old  Alethes  his  ftrong  galley  faves, 

And  Abas  yields  to  the  viflorious  waves. 

The  ftorm  diffolves  tlieir  well -compared  fides. 

Which  drink  at  many  a  leak  the  ruihing  tides. 

Mean  time  great  Neptune  from  beneath  the  maki 
Heard  the  loud  tumults  in  his  watery  reign. 
And  faw  the  furious  tempeft  wide  around 
Work  up  the  waters  from  the  vaft  profound. 
Then,  for  his  liquid  realms  alarm'd,  the  God 
Lifts  his  high  head  ferenely  e'er  the  flood  ; 
Whei-e  wide  difperil  the  Trojan  fleet  he  fpies^ 
Prcft  by  the  llorros  and  terrors  of  the  ikies  t 
Full  well  he  knew  his  fitter's  endlefs  hate. 
Her  wiles  and  arts  to  iink  the  Trojan  flate« 
To  Bums  and  the  weftern  blaft  he  cry'd. 
Does  your  high  birth  infpiFe  this  lawlefs  pride  ? 
Audacious  winds  I  without  a  power  from  me^ 
To  raiXe  at  will  fuch  mountains  on  the  Tea  i 
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Xhud  to  confound  heaven^  earth,  the  air,  and  niain» 

"W^hom  I— ibut  firft  I  '11  calm  the  waves  again. 

But  if  you  tempt  my  rage  a  fecond  time, 

Xnow,  that  fotne  heavier  vengeance  waits  the  crime* 

Hence  fly  with  fpeed ;  from  m£  your  tyrant  tell> 

That  to  my  lot  this  watery  empire  fell. 

Bid  him  ms  rocks,  your  gloomy  dungeons,  keep  { 

But  leave  to  me  the  trident  of  the  deep  : 

There  let  him  reigr^  with  undifputed  power. 

And  hear  within  his  b}uflering  iubjefls  roar. 

He  fpoke  }  and  fpeaking  chacM  the  clouds  away, 
Hu(hM  every  billow,  and  reftor'd  the  day* 
Cymothoe  guards  the  vcflels  in  the  (hock, 
And  Triton  heaves  them  from  the  pointed  rock. 
He  with  his  trj^nt  diieogag'd  the  fliips. 
And  cleared  the  Syrtes,  and  composed  the  deeps. 
Then  mounted  on  the  radiant  car  he  rides 
Swift  o'er  the  Teas,  .and  fmoothly  (kirns  the  tides  t 
As  when  fedition  fii^es  th'  ignoble  crowd. 
And  the  wild  rabble  dorms  and  thirds  for  blood. 
Of  ftones  and  brands  a  mingled  temped:  flies. 
And  all  the  fudden  arms  that  rage  fupplies  s 
If  Tome  grave  fire  appears  amidll  the  ftrife. 
In  morals  flri£i,  and  innocence  of  life, 
All  fix'd  in  filence  itand  5  their  fury  cools  ; 
While  his  refiftleis  eloquence  controls 
Their  frantic  rage,  and  gently  caims  their  Ibuls. 
So  did  the  roaring  deeps  their  rage  compofe. 
When  the  great  father  of  the  floods  arofc. 
Rapt  by  his  fteeds,  he  files  in  o.pen  day, 
Tlipows  up  the  reins,  and  flcims  the  watery  wav. 
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On  his  MAJESTY'S  playing  witb  a    Tici* 
in  Ken^ngton,  Gardens. 

«*  Prima  Diftc  mlhi,  fumtna  Dicende  Camoena,*' 

A  M I D  S  T  the  d^n,  the  lions  prey,  * 

'^*'  Seal'd  up  for  dead^.  the  |>f!0}ihet  lay  ( 
But  couchM  the  hungry  nopbnflers  &> 
And  fawning  lick  his  facred  feet  f 
Swift  /hot  an.  angel  from  above> 
And  ehang''d  their  fury  into  love^ 

As  fwift  did  Bri taints  genius  fty. 
And  fo£  her  charge  ftaod  trembiiflg  by  f  - 
When  Brunfwick,  plotts,  brave>  and  wiie> 
Like  Uxm  the  favourite  of  the  ikiesy 
Played  with  the  moniler's  dreadful  teetb^ 
And  fported  with  the  fangs  of  death. 

Genius  of  Britain,  fpare  thy  fears. 
For  kn^Wy  wiihin,  omr  fovereign  wears 
The  foreft  geard  ^  the  b  eft  defence ; 
A  firm  untainted  innocence. 
So  fweet  an  innocence  difarms 
The  fierceft  rage  with  powerful  chafms^ 
So  far  rebellion  it  begoiles. 
That  faftion  bends  j  that  envy  fmiles  f 
That  furious  favages  fubmity 

id  pay  dxifi  homage  at  his  feet» 
.ritain  !  by  this  example  prove 
f  duty>  loyalty,  and  love« 

See/ 


y^  The  P.OXT  and   SERVANT.      *Si 

;ee  1  the  fierce  brute*  thy  king  earefsi, 

Vnd  court  him  with  a  mute  addrefs  j 
I  siisVell  may'ft  thou  own  hia  gentle  fway» 
fl!;.  if  tigers  T)cn4,  and  favagcs  obey. 

A  Dialogue    between  a    Poet    ax>d  his; 
Servant. 
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Xo  enter  into  the  beauties  of  this  fatir*,  if  muft  be  re- 
membered, that  (laves,  among  the  Romans,  during 
the  feafts  of  Saturn,  wore  their  matters  habits,  and 
were  allowed  to  fay  what  they  pleafed. 

Servant. 

O  IR,— I've  long  waited  in  my  turn  to  have 

*^  A  word  with  you— but  I  'm  your  humble  flavr. 

P.  What  knave  is  that  ?  my  rafcal ! 

S.  Sir,  'tis  I, 
No  knave  nor  rafcal,  but  your  trufty  Guy. 

P.  Well,  as  your  wages  ftill  are  due,  I  'II  bear 
Your  rude  impertinence  this  time  of  year. 

S.  Some  folks  are  drunk  one  day,  and  fbme  for  ever> 
Aad  fome,  like  Wharton,  but  twelve  years  together. 
Old  Evremond,  renown'd  for  wit  and  dirt. 
Would  change  his  living  oftener  than  his  (hirt ; 
Roar  with  the  rakes  of  ftate  a  month  ;  and  come 
To  ftarve  another  in  his  hole  at  home. 
So  rov'd  wild  Buckingham  the  public  jett. 
Now  fome  innholder's,  now  a  monaixh's  gucft  j 
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His  life  and  politics  of  every  (hape. 
This  hour  a  Roman,  and  the  next  an  apew 
The  gout  in  every Jimb  from  every  vice. 
Poor  Clodio  hirM  a  boy  to  throw  the  dice. 
Some  wench  for  ever ;  and  their  (ins  on  thole. 
By  cuftom,  fit  as  eafy  as  their  cloaths. 
Some  fly,  like  pendulums,  from  good  to  evil. 
And  in  that  point  are  madder  than  the  devil  s 
For  they— - 

P.  To  what  will  thefe  wild  maxims  tend  ? 
And  where,  fweet  fir,  will  your  refieflions  end  f 

S.  In  you. 

P.  In  me,  you  knave  ?  make  out  your  charge. 

S.  You  praife  low-living,  but  yon  live  at  large. 
Perhaps  you  fcarce  bel  ieve  the  rules  you  teach. 
Or  find  it  hard  to  praftife  what  you  preach. 
Scarce  have  you  paid  one  idle  journey  down. 
But,  without  bufmefs,  you  Ve  again  in  town. 
If  none  invite  you,  fir,  abroad  to  roam. 
Then — Lord,  what  pleafure  'tis  to  read  at  home  s 
And  fip  your  two  half- pints,  with  great  delight. 
Of  beer  at  noon,  and  muddled  port  at  night. 
From  *  Encome,  John  comes  thundering  at  the  door. 
With  "Sir,  my  mafter  begs  you  to  come  o'er, 
**  To  pafs  thefe  tedious  hours,  thefi:  winter  nigbtc, 
"  Not  that  he  dreads  invafions,  rogues,  or  fprites.*' 
Strait  for  your  two  beft  wigs  aloud  you  call, 
'^^•s  ftiff  in  buckle,  that  not  curlM  at  all, 

e  feat  of  John  Pitt,  Efi^j  in  Dorfetfhire. 
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**  And  Vrherey  you  caTcal,  are  the  fpurs,'*  you  cry  j 

«<  Axid  O !  what  blockhead  laid  the  buikins  by  V 

On  your  old  battered  mare  you  Ul  need«  be.gone» 

"(No  matter  whether  on  four  legs  or  none) 

Splafliy  plunge,  and  tumble,  as  you  fcour  the'  heath ; 

All  fwear  at  Morden  'tis  on  life  or  <death  ^ 

Vrildly  through  Warehara  ftreets  you  fcamper  on, 

Raife  all  the  dogs  and  voters  in  the  town  ; 

Then  Ay  for  fix  long  dirty  miles  as  bad. 

That  Corfe  and  Kingfton  gentry  think  you  mad. 

And  all  this  furious  riding  is  to  prove 

Your  high  itfpc&.y  it  ieems,  and  eager  love : 

And  yet,  that  mighty  honour  to  obtain, 

Banks>  Shaftefbury,  Doddington,  may  fend  in  vain. 

Before  you  go,  we  curfe  the  noife  you  make. 

And  blefs  the  moment  that  yoo  turn  your  back  t 

As  for  myieif,  I  own  it  to  your  face, 

I  love  good  eating,  and  I  take  my  glafs : 

But  fure  'tis  ilrange,  dear  (ir,  that  this  ihould  be 

In  you  amufement,  but  a  fault  in  me. 

AH  this  is  bare  refining  on  a  name. 

To  make  a  difference  where  the  fault 's  the  fame. 
<My  father  fold  me  to  your  (ervice  here. 

For  this  fine  livery,  and  four  pounds  a  year. 

A  livery  you  ihould  wear  as  well  as  I, 

And  this  I'  11  -prove— but  lay  your  cudgel  by. 

You  fervje  your  pafiions— •  Thus,  without  a  jeft. 

Both  are  but  feilow-iervants  at  the  beft. 

Yourfelf^  good  -Sir,  are  playM  by  your  defires, 

A  mert  tall  puppet  dancing  on  the  wires. 

P.  W 
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P,  WIms  at  tliie  i;at»  of  tilking',  can  b^  free  7 
S.  The^bravt)  wift^  boneft  man,  and  only  be : 
All  elft  are  i\sxwe^  alike,  tke  world  aroiuid» 
Kings  on  the  tbnone^  aad  beggars  on  tbe  gronad  t 
Hc^  &ti  is  proof  to  grmdeoj^  pciac^  or  pelf, 
And  (greater  tftill)  is  mafter^ihimfelf  x 
Not  to-and-fro  by  feara  and  £iiaions  burl*d^ 
But  loofe  to  att  the  interefts  of  the  world  : 
And  while  that  world  turns  rounds  entire  amd.  whole. 
He  keeps-  the  facred  tenor  of  hi»  &ml  $. 
In  every  turn  of  fortune  ftill  the  famc^ 
As  gold  unchanged,  or  brighter  fronv  the  flame  t 
Collected  in  himfelf,  with  godlike  pride. 
He  fees  the  darts  of  envy  glance  afide  j 
And,  fixM  like  Atlas,  while  tlie  tempeft  blow. 
Smiles  at  the  idle  florms  that  roar  below. 
One  fuch  you  know,  a  layman,  to  your  ihame. 
And  yet  the  honour  of  your  blood  and  name^ 
If  you  ean  fuch  a  chara£ler  maintain. 
You  too  are  free,  and  I  'm  your  (lave  again. 

But  when  in  Hemikirk^s  piAures  you  delight. 
More  than  yoorfelf,  to  fee  two  dmiukacds  fight  $ 
**  Fool,  rogue,  fot,  blockhead,'*  or  fuch  names  are  minet 
Your's  ai-e,  «  a  Connoifieur,^'  or  "  Deep  Dcrine/* 
I  *m  chid  for  loving,  a  luxunous  bit. 
The  facred  prize  of  learning,  worth,  and  wit : 
And  yet  Qunt  fell  their  lands  thefe  bits  to  buy  $ 
Then,  pray,  who  fuffei-s  meft  from  luxury  ? 
I  'm  chidy  'tis  true  $  but  then  I  pawa  no  plate, 
I  leal  no  bonds,  I  martg^e  no  eftate* 

Belldes, 
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Befides,  high  living*  fir,  muft  M^ear  yo«  out 
"With  furfeits,  qualms,  a  fever,  «r  the  gout. 
By  fome  new  pleafares  are  you  ftifl  engrofsM, 
And  when  you  fave  an  hour,  you  think  it  loft. 
To  fports,  play«,  races,  from  your  books  you  run. 
And  like  all  company,  except  your  own. 
You  hunt,  drink,  fleep,  or  (idler  flill)  you  rhyme  j 
Why  ?— bat  to  banifh  thought,  and  rourde^  time : 
And  yet  that  thought,  which  you  discharge  in  vain. 
Like  a  foul-loaded  piece,  recoils  ^galn. 

P.  Tom,  fetch  a  cane,  a  whip,  a  club,  a  ftone, — 

S.  For  what  ? 

P.  A  fword,  a  piftol,  or  a  gun : 
I  Ml  flioot  the  dog. 

S.  Lord  1  who  would  be  a  wit  ? 
He  ""s  in  a  mad,  or  in  a  rhyming  fit. 

P.  Fly,  fly,  you  rafcal,  for  your  fpade  and  fork  $ 
For  once  I  Ml  fet  your  lazy  bones  to  work ; 
Fly,  or  I  *11  fend  you  back,  without  a  groat. 
To  the  bleak  moutitains  where  you  firll  were  caught. 

ODE   TO   JOHN    PITT,    Esc^ 

Advifing  him  to  build  a  banqnetting^houfe  on  a  hill 
that  overlooks  the  Tea* 

PP  R  O  M  this  tall  promontdry^s  brow 
*•     You  look  majeilic  down. 
And  fee  extended  wide  below 
Th*  horizon  all  your  own. 
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With  growing  pijes  the  vales  are  crowtt*d> 

Here  hilU  peep  over  hills  $ 
There  the  vaft  flcy  and  fea  profound 

Th*  inereafing  proipeA  Blls. 
O  bid,  itiy  friend,  a  flrufture  nfc. 

And  this  huge  ronnd  command  $ 
Then  (hall  this  little  point  comprife 

The  ocean  and  the  land. 

Then  you,  like  ^olus,  on  high. 

From  your  aerial  tower, 
Shalf  fee  fecure  the  billows  fly. 

And  hear  the  whirlwinds  roar. 
You,  with  a  fmile,  their  rage  defpife^ 

Till  fome  fad  wreck  appears. 
And  calls,  from  your  relenting  eyes. 

The  fympathizing  tears. 

Thus  may  you  view,  with  proud  delight^ 

While  winds  the  deep  deform, 
(Till  human  woes  your  grief  excite) 

All  nature  in  a  ftorm. 

Majeftic,  awful  fcene!  when,  hurPd. 

On  Hirges,  furges  rife. 
And  all  the  heaving  watery  world 

Tumultuous  mounts  the  ikies» 

The  feas  and  thunder  mar  by  turns^ 

By  turns  the  peals  expire  $ 
The  billows  fla(h,  and  aether  burns. 

With  momenury  fire. 

5  But 
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But  lo  t  the  furious  tempefts  ceafe^, 

The  mighty  rage  fubfidesj 
Old  ocean  hufh^d,  in  folemn  peace,. 

Has  ftilPd  the  murmuring  tides. 

Spread  wide  abroad,  the  glalTy  plain,, 

In  various  colours  gay. 
Reflects  the  g;k)rious  I'un  again^ 

And  doubly  gilds  the  day^ 

Th'  horizon  glows  from  fide  to  fide^ 

And  flames  with  glancing  rays; 
Thfr  floating,  trembling,  filvcr  tide,. 

Is  one  continual  blaze. 

Your  eyes  the  profpe6l  now  command,. 

All  uncontro4M  and  free. 
Fly  like  a  thought  from  land  to  land,, 

And  dart  from  fea  to  fea. 

Thus,  while  above  the  clouds  we  fit,. 

And  innocently  gay, 
Pafs  in  amufements,  wine^  or  wit. 

The  fultry  hours  away  5 

Sometimes,  with  pity,  or  difdain. 

In  thought  a  gjance  we  throw 
Down  on  the  poor,  the  proud,  the  vain>, 

In  yonder  world  below. 

We  fee,  from  this  exalted  feat, 

(How  flirunk,  reduced,  confin'd!) 
The  little  pcrfon  of  the  great. 

As  little  as  his  mind. 
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See  there— amidft  the  Crowds  our  view 
.  Some  fcatter'4  virtues  ftrikc ; 
But  thofe  fo  thronged,  and  thefe  £0  few. 

The  world  looks  all  alike. 
Yet,  through  this  cloud  of  human  kind. 

The  Talhots  we  furvey. 
The  Pitts,  the  Yorks,  the  Seekers  find. 

Who  fliine  in  open  day. 

ODE   TO   JOHN  PITT,  Esq^ 

On  the  fame  fubjeft. 

jr\ '  E  R  curious  models  as  you  rove 
^^  The  vales  with  piles  to  crown. 
And  great  Palladio's  plans  improve 
With  nobler  of  your  own  ; 

O  bid  a  ftru6lure  o'er  the  floods 

From  this  high  n^ountain  rife. 
Where  wc  may  fit  enthron'd  like  gods. 

And  revel  in  the  fkies. 

Th'  afcending  breeze^  at  each  repaid. 

Shall  breathe  an  air  divine. 
Give  a  new  brightnefs  to  the  tafte, 
^ew  fpirit  to  the  wine. 

\  low  pleafures  we  may  quit 
uiquets  more  refinM, 
ks  of  each  immortal  wit, 
xury  of  the  mind. 


Plato, 
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Plato,  or  Boyle's,  or  Newton's  page. 

Our  towering  thoughts  ihall  raif^;. 
Or  Homer's  fire,  or  Pindar's  rage^       •'• 

Or  Virgil's  lofty  lays. 

Or  with  amufive  thoughts  the  Sea 

Shall  entertain  the  mind, 
"While  we  the  rolling  fcene  fiirvey. 

An  emblem  of  mankind. 
"Where,  like  fwom  foes,  fucceffive  all,. 

The  furious  furges  run. 
To  urge  their  predeceflbr's  fall. 

Though  foUow'd  by  their  own. 

^  Wliere,  like  our  moderns  fo  profound^ 
Engag'd  in  dark  difpute. 
The  ikuttles  caft  their  ink  around 
To  puzzle  the  difpute.. 

Where  fharks,  like  ihrewd  direftorfl,  thnve>. 

Like  lawyers,  rob  at  will  | 
Where  flying-iiih,  like  trimmers  live  i 

Like  Ibldiers,  fword-fiih  kill. 
Where  on  the  lefs  the  greater  feed,. 

The  tyrants  of  an  hour. 
Till  the  huge  royal  whale  fucceed^ 

And  all  at  once  devour. 
Thus  in  the  moral  world  we  now 

Too  truly  underftand. 
Each  monfter  of  the  fea  below 

I»  match'd  by  one  at  land. 

IT  © 
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Particularly  that  on  the  Author. 

T)LUSH}  Wilrnot,  blu(h|  afmaleMofe^ 
-"  Without  one  guiky  line. 
The  tender  theme  of  love  purfiict  ' 

In  fofter  ftrains  than  thine. 

*Tis  thine  the  paiHon  to  blafpheme, 

'Tis  her's  with  wit  and  cafe 
(When  a  mere  nothing  is  the  theme) 

Beyond  thyfelf  to  ple&ie. 

Then  be  to  her  the  prize  decreed, 

Whofe  merit  ha&  prevaird ; 
For  what  male  poet  can  fucceed. 

If  Roche Aer  hat  fairdf 

Since  Phoebus  quite  forgetful  grows^ 

And  has  not  yet  thought  fit. 
In  his  high  wifdom,  to  Impofe 

A  falique  law  on  wtt  $ 
Since  of  your  rights  he  takes  no  care. 

Ye  Priors,  Popes,  and  Gays ; 
*Ti8  hard !-— ~but  let  the  women  wear 

The  breeches  aad  the  bay»« 


VERSED 


t    *4«    ] 

V^EllSES  oil  A  FLOWERED  CARPET. 
Worked  by  the  young  Ladies  at  Kin^fton. 

XTfT  HEN  PaJlas  faw  the  piece  her  pupils  wrouglit^, 
^  ^    She  ilood  long  wondering  at  the  lovely  draught  t 
«*  And,  Flora,  now  (fh6  cried)  no  more  dffplay 
Thy  flowers,  the  triiling  beauties  of  a  day : 
For  fee  1  how  ibefe  whh  life  immortal  bloom. 
And  fpread  and  flourifh  For  an  age  to  come  t 
In  what  unguarded  hour  did  I  impart 
To-thefe  fair  virgins  all  my  darling  art? 
In  all  my  wit  I  few  thcfc  rivals  fhtnc, 
But  this  one  art  I  thought  was  always  mhret 
Yet  lo!  I  yield  i  their  miftrefs  now  no  more. 
But  proud  to  learn  from  thefe  I  taught  before. 
For  look,  what  vegetable  fenfe  is  here  * 
How  warm  with  life  thefe  bhifhWig  leaves  appmr! 
What  temperM  fplendoi-s  o'er  the  piece  arc  laid  ! 
Shade  fteals  on  light,  and  light  dies  into  (hade. 
Through  heaven's  gay  bow  left  various  beauties  fun. 
And  far  left  bright,  thougli  painted  by  the  fiin. 
See  in  each  blooming  flower  what  fpirit  glows ! 
What  vivid  colours  flufli  the  opening  rofe ! 
In  fome  few  hours  thy  lily  difappears  ^ 
But  this  (hall  flourifh  through  a  length  of  years. 
See  unfelt  winters  pafs  fuccefTive  by. 
And  fcoru  a  mean  dependence  on  the  iky. 
And  oh  !  may  Britain,  by  my  counfels  fwayM, 
But  Hvc  and  flourifii,  till  thefe  flowers  (hall  fade ! 

U»  Th' 


%9z  PITT*S    P^OEMS. 

Then  go,  fond  Flora,  go,  the  palm  refign 
To  works  more  fair  and  durable  tlia»  thine  » 
For  I,  even  I,  in  juftice  yield  the  crown 
To  works  fo  far  fuperior  to  my  own/* 

VERSES  ON  4  FLOWERED  CARPET. 

/^  N  this  fair  ground,  with  ravifliM  eyes, 

^^^  We  fee  a  fecond  Eden  rife, 

As  gay  and  glorious  as  the  firft. 

Before  tb*  offending  world  was  curft. 

While  thefe  bright  nymphs  the  needle  gulde^. 

To  paint  the  refe  in  all  her  pride. 

Nature,  like  her,  may  bluih  to  own 

Herfelf  fo  far  by  art  outdone. 

Thefe  flowers  flie  raised  withaU  her  care^ 

So  blooming,  fo  divinely  fair  I 

The  glorious  children  of  the  fun. 

That  David's  regal  heir  out-flione. 

Were  fcarce  like  one  of  thefe  arrayM  i. 

They  died^  but  thefe  fliall  never  fade«. 
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On    TftE    ART    OF    PREACHING. 
AFragment. 

In  imitation  of  Horace^s  Art  of  Poetry. 

**  —  Pendent  opera  interrupta*— *' 

OHOULD  £6me  jTani'd  hand,  in  this  fantaftic  age, 

^-^  rfraw  Rich)  as  Rich  appears  upon  the  ftage, 

"With'all  his  poftures,  in  one  motley  plan, 

The  god,  the  hound,  the  monkey,  and  the  man  ^ 

Here  o>r  his  head  high  brandi(hing  a  leg. 

And  theVe  juft  hatcVd,  and^breaking  from  his  egg| 

VThile  rooiifter  crouds  on  monfter  through  the  piece^ 

Who  could  help  laughing  at  a  fight  like  this  ? 

Or  as  a  drunkard''s  dream  together  brings 

A  court  of  coblers,  and  a  mob  of  kings  $ 

Such  is  a  fermon,  where,  confusMly  daik. 

Join  Hoadly,    Sharp,  South,    Sherlock^   Wake^   and 

Clarke. 
So  eggs  of  different  pari/hes  will  run 
To  batter,  when*  you  beat  fix  yolks  to  one  5 
So  fix  bright  chemic  liquors  if  you  mix. 
In  one  dafk  fliadow  vanifli  all  the  fix. 

This  licence  priefts  and  painters  ever  had» 
To  run  bold  lengths,  but  never  to  run  -mad ; 
For  thofe  can*t  reconcile  God*s  grace  to  fin. 
Nor  thefe  paint  tigers  in  an  afs^'s  Ikin ; 
No  common  dauber  ki  one  piece  would  join, 
A  fox  and  goofe,— >unlefs  upon  a  fign. 

U  J  Sor 
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Some  deal,  a  page  of  fenfe  from  Tillot(bii> 
And  thf  n  cosclude  dimely  with  tkeif  own  | 
Like  oil  on  water  mounts  the  prelate  up. 
His  grace  is  alw^p  fuye  to  fee  at  top  v 
That  vein  of  mercury  its  beams  will  ^r^d. 
And  fhSne  more  ftrongly  through  a  mine  of  lead*. 
With  fuch  low  arts  ji^mi  bearers  never  bilk* 
For  who  can  bear  a  fuftian  linM  with  iilk? 
Sooner  than  preach,  fuch  ftuff,  V^  walk  the  town» 
Without  my  fcavf,  in  Whifton's  draggled  gown  j. 
Ply  at  the  Chapter,  and  at  Child^s,  to  read 
For  pence,  and  bury  for  a  groat  a  head. 

Some  eafy  fubi.e£t  chufe,  within  your  power^ 
Or  you  will  ne^er  hold  out  for  half  an  hour. 
Still  to  your  hearers  all  your  icrmons  fort} 
Who^d  preach  againft  corruption  at  a  court  ? 
Againft  church  power  at  vUitations  bawl  ? 
Or  talk  about  damnation  at  Whiteliall  ? 
H^jran^ue  the  Horfe-guarda  on  a  curs  of  (bnU  ?  ^ 

Condemn  the  (juirks  of  Chancery  at  the  Rolls  ?  ( 

Or  rail  at  hoods  and  organs  at  St.  Pauls  f  j 

Or  be,  like  David  Jones,  fo  indifcreet. 
To  rave  at  ufurers  in  Lombard-Ilrect } 

^Begin  with  care,  nor,  like  that  curate  viie. 
Set  out  in  this  high  prancing  dumbliag  flyle  t 
**  Whoever  with  a  piercing  eye  can  fee 
*•  Through'  the  paft  records  of  futurity  ?" 
AH  gape,  no  meaning  :— the  puft  orator 
Talks  mucb,  suid  fays  juft  noth'ng  for  as  hovn 

Tnrk 
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Truth  and  the  text  he  labours  to  difplay. 
Till  both  are  quite  mterprcied  away : 
So  frugal  dames  infiptd  water  pour, 
TiU  gf ten,  Wi«,  er  c<>*b«'  ^  ^  ^^^' 
His  arguments  in  giddy  circles  ran 
Still  round  and  round,  and  end  where  tliey  begynr 
So  the  poor  turnfpit,  as  the  wheel  runs  round. 
The'  more  he  gains.,  the  more  he  lofes  ground. 
No  parts  diftinft,  or  general  feheme  we  find. 
But  one  wild  {hapelels  monfter  of  the  mmd  i 
So  Virhen  old  Bruin  teems,  her  children  fail 
Of  limbs,  form,  figure,  features,  head,  or  tail  j 
Nay,  though  (he  licks  the  ruins,  all  her  caws 
Scarce  mend  the  lumps,  and  bring  thetn  but  to  T)ear8. 

Ye  country  vicars,  when  you  preach  in  town 
A  turn  at  Paul's,  to  pay  your  Journey  down. 
If  you  would  (hun  the  fncer  of  every  prig, 
Lay  by  the  little  band,  and  rufty  wigj 
But  yet  be  fure,  your  proper  language  know. 
Nor  talk  as  bom  within  the  found  of  Bow. 
Speak  not  the  phrafe  that  Drury-lane  affords. 
Nor  from  Change-alley  fteal  a  cant  of  words. 
Coachmen  will  criticife  your  ftylc  i  nay  further, 
Porters  will  bring  it  in  for  wilful  murther  $ 
,  The  dregs  of  the  canaille  will  look  aikew. 
To  hear  the  language  of  the  town  from  you  5 
Nay,  my  lord  mayor,  with  merriment  pqffeft,  ^ 

Will  break  his  nap,  and  laugh  among  the  reft,  > 

And  log  the  aldermen  to  hear  the  jejl.  3 

•         ##••• 
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An       epitaph. 

Infcribed  on  k  ftone,  that  covets  his  Father,  Mother, 
and  Brother. 

XT'  £  facred  fplrits  1  while  your  friends  diftrefs'^d 
-^     Weep  o*er  your  aflies,  and  lament  the  blel8'*d  $ 
C  let  the  penfive  Mufe  infcribe  that  ftone. 
And  with  the  general  forrows  mix  her  own  x 
The  penfive  Mufe  !<— who,  from  this  mournful  hour« 
Shall  raife  her  voice,  and  wake  the  ftnng  no  more ! 
Of  love,  of  duty,  this  laft  pledge  receive ; 
*Tis  all  a  brother,  all  a  fbn  can  give* 
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A  POEM  on  the  DEATH  of  the  late  Earl 
Stanhope.  Hambly  infciibed  to  the 
Coimtefs  oFStanhopb. 

*«  At  length,  grim  fate,  thy  dreadful  trinniphs  ccafe : 
•«  Lock  up  the  tomb,  and  feal  the  grave  in  peace." 

^^r  O  W  from  thy  riot  of  deftru6tion  breathe, 
•^^    Call  in  thy  raging  plagues,  thou  tyrant  death  t 
Too  mean  *8  the  conqueft  which  thy  arms  beftow. 
Too  mean  to  fweep  a  nation  at  a  blow. 
Ko,  thy  unbounded  triumphs  higher  run. 
And  feem  to  ftrike  at  all  mankind  in  one  j 
Since  Stanhope  is  thy  prey,  the  great,  the  brave, 
A  nobler  prey  was  never  paid  the  grave.    ' 

"We  feem  to  feel  from  this  thy  daring  crime, 

A  blank  in  nature,  and  a  paufe  in  time. 
He  ftood  To  high  in  reafon*s  towering  fphere. 

As  high  as  man  unglorifyM  could  bear. 

In  arms«  and  eloquence,  like  Caefar,  ihone 

So  bright,  thai  each  Minerva  was  his  own« 

How  could  fo  vaft  a  fund  of  learning  lie 

Shut  up  in  inch  a  fliort  mortality  ? 

One  world  of  icience  nobly  travellM  o'er, 

I-ikc  Philip's  glorious  fon,  he  wept  for  nk>re* 
And  now,  refignM  to  tears,  th'  angelic  choixt. 

With  drooping  heads,  unftring  their  golden  lyres. 

Wrapt  in  a  cloud  of  grief,  they  figh  to  view 

Their  faccied  image  laid  by  death  fo  low  i 

Am 
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And  deep  in  axigulfti  funk,  on  Stanhope^s  fate, 
Brgin  to  doubt  their  pw«  immortal  ftate. 

But  bold,  my  Mufe»  thy  mournful  tranlport  errs. 
Hold  here,  and  liften  to  Lucinda*8  teafs. 
While  thy  vain  forro\i^s  echo  to  his  tomb. 
Behold  a  %ht  tb^t  ftrikee  all  {ovr<m  dumb  i 
Beheld  the  partAer  of  his  cares  and  life. 
Bright  in  her  tears,  and  beautiful  in  ^rief. 
Shall  then  in  vain  thpi^  Ibeaias  of  foirow  fi^w^ 
Dr«ft  up  in  al)  th^  elf  g^ce  of  woe  f 
And  OiaU  thf^  kiyf^  o%ioDa  M»fe  foibeaf 
To  anfwer  iigh  fqis  iigh»  ««d  tell  out  tesur  fur  tmsl 
Oh !  no }  at  iof^  ^  melancholy  fccfiC, 
The  Poet  echoe»  baek  her  woes  again. 
Each  weepiog  Muie  Q^mld  miniiler  relief* 
From  all  the  moving  eloquence  of  grief. 
Each,  like  a  Niobe,  his  €ate  beinoanii 
Melt  into  tears,  oe  hsr^a  into  ftone. 
From  dark  obtexurity  hit  virtue*  fave. 
And,  like  pale  fpe&res»  hover  round  hit  gntve. 
With  them  thenarbie  fiiould  due  mcafures  keep^ 
Relent  at  every  ^h,  at  every  accent  weep. 

Britannia  n[)o«m  thy  hero,  nor  refuie 
To  vent  the  iighs  and  fonaows  with  the  M«6 ;  ^ 
Oh  *  let)  thy  rifmg  gro»i9  load  every  wiad* 
Nor  let  one  iluggi(U  accent  lag  behind* 
Thy  heavy  fate  with  Juftice  to  depJore, 
Convey  a  gale  of  fighs  from  (hore.  to  ihore. 
And  thou,  her  guardian  angel,  widely  ^Mread 
Thy  golden  wif^s,  and  ihield  the  niii^hty  deii* 
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Srood  o''er  his  aihes,  and  illufhrious  di]A» 
And  footb  with  care  the  venerable  ghoft. 
To  guard  the  noKler  relinks,  leave  a  while 
The  kind  prote^io*  of  thy  favountie  ifie: 
Around  bis  iilent  tomb,  thy  ftatkm  keep» 
And,  with  thy  fifter*angcl>  leara  to  weep. 

Ye  Tons  of  Albioa*  o*er  your  patnot  moom^ 
And  coot  with  ftceams  of  tears  his  ftesed  urn. 
His  wondroiis  iviftutt^  iretdiM  to  dUlaat  fhofe$> 
Demand  all  £urope*s  tears>  as  well  as  youi'S* 
Nature  can't  bring  in  every  period  fortb» 
A  Aoifh'd  beroy  of  exalted  wofth, 
'  AVhofe  godJike  genius,  towering  and  fublime^ 
Muft  long  lie  ripening  in  the  woaab  of  time; 
Before  a  Stanhope  eaters  on  the  ftage> 
The  birth  of  years,  and  labour  «f  an  agt. 
In  field,  and  council,  born  the  palm  to  ihare> 
His  voic^  a  fenate,  as  bit  fword  a  war  i 
And  each  illuftrious  ad  ion  of  hi«  .lif«| 
Confpire  to  form  the  patriot,  and  the  chief  i 
On  either  fide,  unite  their  blended  ray^^ 
And  kindly  mingle  in  a  friendly  hlaie. 

Stand  out,  and  witnefs  this,  vmiappy  Spain» 
Lift  up  to  view  the  mountains  of  thy  flatn  t 
Tell  how  thy  heroes  yielded  to  their  fear. 
When  Stanhope  rouzM  the  thunder  of  the  war  » 
With  what  fierce  tumults  of  ftvere  delight 
Th'  impetuous  hero  plur.gM  into  the  fight. 
How  he  the  dreadful  front  of  death  cefac'd, 
Tour'd  on  tike  foe^  and  laid  ibe  battle  wafte. 

Did 
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3^id  not  his  ann  the  ranks  of  war  deform. 
And  point  the  hovering  tumult  where  to  ftorm  ? 
Did  not  his-fword  throqgh  legiOBS  cleave  his  way. 
Break  their  dark  fquadrons,  and  let  hi  the  day  i 
Did  not  he  lead  the  terrible  attacks 
Pulh  conqueft  on^  and  bring  her  bleeding  back  ? 
Throw  ^mde  the  icenes  of  horror  and  defpair. 
The  tide  of  confiift,  and  the  Hream  of  war? 
Bid  yeilow  Tagus,  who  in  triumph  iioU*d» 
Till  then  his  turbid  tides  of  foaming  gold, 
Boaft  his  rich  channels  to  the  world  no  niorey 
Since  all  his  glittering  itreamsy  and  liquid  ore. 
Lie  undiftinguifli'd  in  a  flood  of  g^ore. 
£id  his  chargM  waves,  and  loaded  billows  fweep. 
Thy  flaiighterM  thoufands  to  the  frighted  deep. 
Confefs,  fair  Albion,  how  the  Itftening  throng 
Dwelt  onthe  moving  accents  of  bis  tongue. 
In  the  fage  council  feat  him,  and  confefs 
Thy  arm  in  warj  thy  oracle  in  peac« : 
How  here  t^romphant  too,  his  nervous  fenfe 
Bore  off  the  palm  of  manly  eloquences 
The  healing  balm  to^ Albion's  wounds  apply'd. 
And  chai'nrd  united  fa£iions  to  his  £de « 
FixM  on  his  fovereign's  bead  the  nodding  crown. 
And  prop'd  the  tottering  bafis  of  the  throne, 
.  Supported  bravely  all  the  nation's  weight. 
And  fiood  the  public  Atlas  of  the  ftate. 

Sound  the  loud  trumpet,  lit  the  folcmn  knell 
Bid  with  due  horror  his  great  foul  fareweL 


I 


Tune 


On  the  Death  of  Earl  Stan-hofe,  y^i 

Tune  every  martial  inftrument  with  care, 
At  once  wake  all  tlje  harmony  of  war, 
Xet  each  fad  hero  in  procefTion  go, 
Andtfwelf  the  vaft  folemnity  of  woe. 
Neglcft  the  yew,  the  njournful  cyprefs  leave. 
And  with  frefh  laurels  ftrew  the  warrior's  grave 
There  they  (hall  rife,  in  hoaour  of  his  name. 
Grow  green  with  viftory,  and  bloom  with  fame. 

Lo  !  from  his  azure  throne,  old  father  Thames 
Sighs  through  his  floods,  and  groans  from  all  his  dreams^ 
O'er  his  full  urn  he  droops  his  reverend  head. 
And  &nks  down  deeper  in  his  oozy  bed. 
As  the  fad  pomp  proceeds  along  his  fides, 
O'ercharg'd  with  forrow,  pant  his  heaving  tides.. 
Low  in  his  humid  palace  laid  to  mourn. 
With  flreams  of  tears,  the  God  fupplies  his  urn. 
Within  his  channels  he  forgets  to  flow. 
And  pours  o'er  all  his  bounds  the  deluge  of  his  woe*. 

But  fee,  my  Mufe,  if  yet  thy  raviih'd.  fight   . 
Can  bear  that  blaze,  that  rufhing  flieara  of  light  j 
Where  the  great  hero's  difencumbcr^d  foul. 
Springs  from  the  earth,  to  reach  her  native  pole. 
Boldly  fhe  i^uks  th'  abandon'd  calk  of  clay, 
Freed  from  her  chains*  and  towers  th'  aethereal  way  t 
Soars  o'er  th'  eternal  funds  of  hail  and*  fnow,. 
And  leaves  heaven's  ftormy  magazines  below. 
Thence  through  the  vaft  profound  of  heaven  Ihe  flies* 
And  meafures  all  the  conca^  of  the.  Ikies  ; 
Sees  where  the  planetary  worlds  advance. 
Orb  above  orb,  and  lead  the  ftarry  dince.. 
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EPITAPH    ON    Dr.    KEIL, 

The  late  famous  Aftrologen 

BENEATH  tkis  ftone  the  world*8  juft  wonder  lies, 
Who>  while  on  earth,  had  rang,'d  the  fpacious  flues^ 
Around  the  ftars  his  a£^ive  foul  had  flown. 
And  feen  their  courfes  finifhM  ere  his  own  t 
Now  he  enjoys  thofe  realms  he  could  explore. 
And  finds  that  heaven  he  knew  Co  well  before. 
He  through  more  worlds  his  vifVory  purfued 
Than  the  brave  Greek  could  wiih  to  have  fubdued;. 
In  triumph  ran  one  vaft  creation  o'er. 
Then  ftop'd,— — for  Nature  could  afford  no  more. 
With  Csefar*s  fpeed,  young  Ammon*6  noble  pride. 
He  came,  faw,  vanquifh'd,  wept,  returned,  and  died* 
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To  the  Right  Honourable  PHILIP,  Earl  Stanhope, 
Vifcount  Mahon,  and  Baron  Elvaston,  this 
TranAation  is  dedicated,  by  his  Lordfliip's  humble 
Serrant  and  Chaplain, 

Christopher.  Pitt. 

BOOK    I. 

^^  I VE  me,  ye  facred  Mtifes,  to  impart 
^^  The  hidden  fecrets  of  your  tuneful  art  5 
Oive  me  your  awful  myfteries  to  fing, 
Unlock,  and  open  wide,  your  facred  fpring  { 
While  from  his  infancy  the  Bard  I  lead. 
And  fet  him  on  your  mountain's  lofty  head  | 
Dire£^  his  courfe,  and  point  him  out  the  road 
To  iing  in  epic  fti-ains  an  hero  or  a  God. 

What  youth,  whofe  generous  bofom  pants  for  praile. 
Will  dare  with  me  to  beat  thofe  arduous  ways  ? 
0*er  high  Parnafius*  painful  fteeps  to  go. 
And  leave  the  groveling  multitude  below : 
Where  the  glad  Mufes  fing,  and  form  the  choir^ 
While  bright  Apollo  ftrikes  the  filver  lyre. 
Approach  thou  firft,  great  Francis,  nor  refufe 
To  pay  due  honours  to  the  facred  Mufe  5 
While  Gallia  waits  for  thy  aufpicious  reign, 
*Till  age  compleats  the  monarch  in  the  man  | 
Meantime  the  Mufe  may  bring  fome  fmall  i^Uef, 
To  charm  thy  atogui/h^  and  fufpend  thy  grief  j 

X  While 
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While  guilty  fortune^s  ftern  decrees  detain 
Thee  and  thy  brother  in  the  realms  of  Spain  | 
Far,  far  traofported  from  your  native  place. 
Your  country^Sy  father*$,  and  your  friend**  embrace ! 
Such  are  the  tenns  the  cruel  Fates  impofe 
On  your  great  father,  ftruggling  with  his  woes» 
Such  are  their  hard  conditions  :-^-They  reqaire 
The  fons,  to  purchafe,  and  redeem  the  fire- 
But  yet,  brave  youth,  from  grief,  from  tears  abfiaio, 
Fate  may  relent,  and  heaven  grow  mild  again  ; 
At  laft  perhaps  the  glorious  diy  may  come. 
The  day  .that  brings  our  royal  exile  home  ; 
When,  to  thy  native  realms  in  peace  reftorM, 
The  ravi0i*d  crowds  fliall  hail  their  pafling  lord  ; 
When  each  tranfported  city  (hall  rejoice. 
And  nations  blefs  thee  with  a  public  voice  3 
To  the  tbrong'd  fanes  the  matrons  ihall  repair; 
Abfolve  their  vows,  and  breathe  their  fouls  in  prayer. 
Till  then,  let  eveiy  Mufe  engage  thy  love,  y 

With  me  at  large  o^er  high  Pamaflns  rove,'  ( 

Range  every  bower,  and  fport  in  every  grove.  j 

Firft  then  obferve,  that  verfe  is  ne'er  confined 
To  one  iixt  meafure,  or  determinM  kind  $ 
Though  at  its  birth  it  fung  the  Gods  a]one> 
And  then  religion  claimed  it  for  her  own  j 
In  facred  drains  addrefsM  the  deity, 
And  fpoke  a  language  worthy  of  the  &y  $ 
New  themes  fuccceding  Bards  began  to  chufe, 
AndJn  a  wider  field  engaged  the  Mufe  ; 
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The  cominon  bulk  of  fubjc6la  to  rehcarfe 
In  all  tlie  rich  varieties  of  verfe. 
Yet  none  of  all  with  equal  honours  fhine 
(But  thofe  which  celebrate  tfie  power  divine)^ 
To  thofe  exalted  meafnres,  which  declare 
The  deeds  of  heroes,  aiiid  the  fons  of  war. 
From  hence  posterity  the  name  beftowM- 
On  this  rich  prefent  of  the  Delphic  God  ; 
Fame  fays,  Phsemonoe  ia  this  meafure  gavt 
Apollo's  anfwers  from  tlie  Pythian  cave. 

But  ere  yov  wrlte^  confult  youp  flrength,  and  chufe- 
A  theme  proportionM  juftly  to  your  Mufe. 
For  though  in  chief  thcfe  precepts  are  befiowM 
On  him  who  iings  an  hero  or  a.  God  f 
To  other  themes  their  general  ufe  extends, 
And  ferves  in  diflferent  views  to  different  endsr 
Whether  the  lofty  Mufe  with  tragic  lage 
Would  proudly  ftalk  m  bufkine  on  the  ilage  f 
Or  in  foft  elegies  our  pity  move,^ 
And  ihew  the  youth  in  all  the  flanges  of  love  i 
Or  fing  the  (hepherd's  woes  in  humble  ftrains. 
And  the  low  humours  of  contending  fwains  : 
Thefe  faithful  rules  (hall  guide  the  Bard  along 
In  every  meafure,  argument,  and  fong. 

Befure  (whatever  you  ppopofe  to  write) 
Let  the  chief  motive  be  your  own  delight. 
And  well-weigh'd  choice;— -a  taflc  injoin'd  rcfuiiy 
Unlef^  a  monarch  (hould  command  your  Mufe. 
(If  we  may  hope  thofe  golden  times  to  fee, 
When  Bards  become  the  care  of  majeftj  !)■ 

X  s  Frff - 
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Free  and  fpontaneous  the  fmooth  numbers  glide. 
Where  choice  determines,  and  our  wills  prefide  5 
But,  at  command,  we  toil  with  fruitlefs  pain^ 
And  drag  th'  involuntary  load  in  vain. 

Nor,  at  its  birth,  indulge  your  warm  defire. 
On  the  firft  glimmering  of  the  facred  fire ; 
Defer  the  mighty  talk  ;  and  weigh  your  power 
And  every  part  in  every  view  explore  5 
And  let  the  theme  in  different  profpefts  roll 
Deep  in  your  thoughts,  and  grow  into  the  foul. 

But  ere  with  fails  unfurlM  you  fly  away. 
And  cleave  the  bofom  of  the  boundlefs  fea  ; 
A  fund  of  words  and  images  prepare. 
And  lay  the  bright  materials  up  with  care. 
Which,  at  due  time,  occafion  may  produce. 
All  rang'd  in  order  for  the  Poet's  ufe. 
Some  happy  objefts  by  meer  chance  are  brought 
From  hidden  caufes  to  the  wandering  thought  5 
Which  if  once  loft,  you  labour  long  in  vain 
To  catch  th'  ideal  fugitives  again. 
Nor  muft  I  fail  their  conduct  to  extol, 
Who,  when  they  lay  the  bafis  of  the  whole. 
Explore  the  antients  with  a  watchful  eye, 
Xay  all  their  charms  and  elegancies  by, 
Then  to  their  ufe  the  precious  fpoils  apply. 

At  firft  without  the  leaft  reftrainr^eompole. 
And  mould  the  future  poem  into  profe ; 
A  full  and  proper  feries  to  maintain. 
And  draw  the  juft  connection  in  a  chain  j 
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Sv  ftyiw^  ofntnos  your  pi'iigFcis  to  cmtnly 
To  jcnn  the  parts,  aad  r^ukte  tke-wlioie. 

And  now  ''tis  ttnK  to  fptiad  the  opcnii^  fifls 
MTide  to  the  wanton  winds  aad  flatlciiiig  .gafes  ; 
*  jTis  tiflie  wt  now  preicTroc  toe  gcniuBc  nws 
To  rai&  the  beanteous  iabrick  witb  apfrfasfe j 
Sot  fics  iiraie  method  retjtiffltc  appears 
To  form  lbs  boy,  and  mould  fats  isodtr  ytan» 
In  Tatn  the  Bard  the  ^Rrred  wreaft  pnrToes, 
Unlcfs  tndn'd  up  and  feafon^d  to  ^  Mufe. 
Soon  as  the  prattling  innocent  fhall  reach 
To  the  firft  ufe  and  rudiments  of  Ipeech, 
Ev'n  dien,  by  Helicon  he  ought  to  rove, 
EV*o  dien  die  timeful  Nine  fiiould  win  his  lovr 
By  juft  d^jrees*~Bnt  make  bis  guide  your  choice 
For  his  chafte  phraie  and  elegance  of  voice ; 
That  be  at  firft  faccefsf uUy  may  teach 
The  methods,  laws,  and  difcipllne  of  ipeecfa  ; 
Left  the  young  charge,  miftaking  i^t  and  wrong. 
With  vitiotts  h^its  prejudice  his  tongue. 
Habits,  whofe  fubtle  feeds  may  mock  your  art. 
And  (pread  their  roots  and  poifon  through  his  heart* 
Whence  none  Jhall  move  me  to  approve  the  wretch. 
Who  wildly  borne  above  the  vulgar  reach. 
And  big  with  vain  pretences  to  impart 
Vaft  (hows  of  learning,  and  a  depth  of  art. 
For  fenfe  th'  impertinence  of  terms  affords  | 
An  idle  cant  of  formidable  words  ; 
The  pride  of  pedants,  the  delight  of  fools  } 
The  vile  difgrace,  and  lumber  of  the  fchools  i 

Xj  In 
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Like  fliooting  met$ors»  gliding  ft-om  above. 
See  the  proud  confort  of  the  thundering  Jove, 
War''s  glorious  goddefs,  and  the  queen  of  love  ; 
Arm'd  in  their  naked  charms,  the  Phrygian  boy 
Regards  thofe  charms  w/ith  mingled  fear  and  joy. 
Here.  Juno  ilands  with  an  imperial  mein. 
At  once  confeft  a  goddefs  and  a  queen. 
Her  cheeks  a.rcornful  indignation  warms. 
Blots  out  her  fmiles,  as  confcioos  of  her  charms. 
But  Venus  ihines  in  milder  beauties  there. 
And  every  grace  adorns  the  blooming  fair. 
While,  confcious  of  her  charms,  (he  feems  to  rife. 
Claims,  and  already  grafps  in  hope  the  prize  i 
Beauteous, .as  when  immortal  Phidias  &rove 
From  Parian  rocks  to  carve  the  Queen  of  Love  : 
Each  grace  obey'd  the  fummons  of  his  art, 
And  a  new  beauty  fprung  from  every  part. 
In  all  the  terrors  of  her  beauty  bright, 
Fair  Pallas  awes  and  charms  the  Trojan's  fight. 
And  gives  fucceiTive  reverence  and  delight. 

Nor  thrones,  nor  vi£lorie$,  his  foul  can  move  ; 
Crowns,  arms,  and  triumphs,  what  are  you  to  love  ? 
Too  foon  refignM  to  Venus,  they  behold 
The  glittering  ball  of  \'egerable  gold.  ^ 

While  Jove's  proud  conibrt  thrown  from  her  deiires, 
Inflam'd  with  rage  malicioufly  retires  j 
Already  kindles  her  immortal  hate, 
Already  Ijibours  with  the  Trojan  fate. 

While 
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"While  a  new  tranfport  fluih'^  the  blooming  boy, 

Helen  he  feems  already  to  enjoy, 

And  feeds  the  flame  that  mnft  confume  hk  Troy« 

Another  fcene  our  wondering  fight  recalls  | 
The  fair  adulterefs  leaves,  her  native  walls  i 
Her  cheeks  are  ftaiaM  with  mingled  (hamc  and  joy  ^ 
Luird  on  the  bofom  of  the  Phrygian  boy. 
To  the  lowl  deeps  he  bears  his  charming  fpoufe. 
Freed  from  her  loi*d,  and  from  her  former  vows. 
On  their  foft  wings  the  whifperisg  zephyrs^  P^^Xj* 
The  breezes  ikim  along  the  dimpled  fea  t 
The  wanton  Loves  dire^  the  gentle  gales. 
Sport  in  the  ihrowds,  and  flutter  in  the  fails. 
While  her  twin-brothers  •  with  a  gracious  i*ay 
Point  ou^  her  courfe  along  the  watery  way« 

Th'  exalted  ftrokes  Co  delicately  (hine. 
All  fo  conCpire  to  pufh  the  bold  defign  ^ 
That  in  each  fprightly  feature  we  may  find 
The  great  ideas  of  the  mafter^s  mind. 
As  the  flroog  colours  faithfully  unite» 
Mellov^  to  (hade,  and  ripen  into  light. 
Let  others  form  wijth  case  the  rud^jy  mafs^ 
And  torture  into  life  the  running  brafs« 
With  potent  vt  the  breathiiif^atue  mouldy 
Shape  and  infpirQ  the  animated  gold  : 
Let  ot)ier&  fenfe  to.  Parian,  marbles  give. 
Bid  the  rocks,  leap  to  form,  and  learn  to  livej; 
Still  be  it  thine,.  O  Thornhill,  to  unite 
The  pleafmg  difcord  of  the  fljadc  and  light  5, 

•CaAor  and  Pollux. 
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To  vaniqwih  Mature  in  the  generous  ftrifc, 
And  touch  the  glowing  features  into  life. 

But,  Thornhiliy  would  thy  noble  foul  impart 
One  lading  inftanct  of  thy  godlike  art 
To  future  times  5  and  in  thy  fame  engage 
The  praii«  of  this  and  every  dfftant  age  j 
To  ftretch  tha*  aft  as  far  as  it  can  g6, 
Draw  the  triumphant  chief,  and  ▼atiquifh'd  foe? 
In  his  c^n  donte,  amid  the  fpacious  walls, 
Draw  the  deep  fquadrons  of  the  routed  Gauls  ^ 
Their  ravifh*d  banners,  and  their  arms  refign'd. 
While  the  brave  hero  thunders  from  behind  ; 
Pours  on  their  front,  or  hangs  upon  their  rear; 
Fights,  leads,  commands,  and  animates  the  war- 
Let  his  ftrong  courfer  champ  his  golden  chain. 
And  proudly  paw  th*  imaginary  plain. 
To  Aghrim's  bloody  wreaths  let  Creffi  yield. 
With  the  fair  laurels  of  Ramillia's  field. 

Next,  on  the  fea  the  daring  hero  fhow, 
To  chear  his  friends,  and  terrify  the  foe. 
Lo  !  the  great  chief  to  famifhM  tboufands  bears. 
The  food  of  armies,  and  fupport  of  wars. 
The  Britons  rufli'd  with  native  virtue  fir'd. 
And  qucird  the  foe,  or  glorioufly  expir'd ; 
Plunging  through  flames  and  floods,  their  valour  broke 
O'er  the  rang'd  cannon,  and  a  night  of  fmoke, 
Through  the  wedgM  legions  nrg*d  their  noble  toil. 
To  fpend  their  thunder  on  the  towers  of  Lifle  j 
While  by  his  deeds  their  courage  he  infpires. 
And  wakes  in  every  bread  the  fleeprng  fires. 

Thus 
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Thus  the  whok  ferics  of  his  labours  join, 
StretchM  from  theBelgick  ocean  to  the  Boyne. 

Then  glorious  in  retreat  the  chief  may  read 
Th^  immortal  aflions  of  the  noble  dead ; 
And  in  recording  colours,  'with  delight, 
Review  his  conquefts,  and  enjoy  the  fight  ;• 
See  his  own  deeds  on  each  ennobled  plain  f 
While  fancy  a£ls  his  triumphs  o^er  again. 

Thus  on  the  Tyrian  walls  ^neas  read. 
How  ftera  Achilles  ragM,  and  He£lor  bled ; 
But  half  unibeathM  his  fword,  and  gripM  his  Shield', 
When  he  amidft  the  fcene  himfclf  beheld. 
Thundering  oft  Simois'  banks,  or  battling  in  the  £eld 
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T^T  O  W  Jove's  command  fulfilled,  the  fon  of  May 
-*■  ^    Quits  the  black  (hades,  and  (lowly  mounts  to  dayy 
For  lazy  clouds  in  gloomy  bairiers  rife, 
Obllruft  the  God,  and  intercept  the  (kiesf 
No  Zephyrs  here  their  airy  pinions  move. 
To  fpeed  his  progrefs  to  the  realms  above. 
Scarce  can  he  ftecr  his  dark  laborious  flight. 
Loft  and  encumber^  rn  the  damps  of  night : 
There  roaiing  tides  of  fire  his  courfe  withftood,- 
Here  Styx  in  nine  wide  circles  rolPd  his  flood. 
Behind  old  Laius  trod  th*  infernal  ground, 
Treniblijig  with  age,  and  tardy  from  his  wound  : 
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(For  all  his  force  his  furious  Ton  applyM, 
And  pluEg-d  the  guilty  faulchion  in  his  fide.) 
Propt  andfupporjed^by  the  healing  rod. 
The  (hade  purfued  the  footfteps  of.the  God. 
The  groves  that  never  bloom  ;  the  Stygian  coaftsy 
The  houfe  of  woe ;  the  manfions  of  the  ghofts. 
Earth  too  admires  to  fee  the  ground  give  way, 
And  gild  helps  horrors  with  the  gleams  of  day. 

But  not  with  life  repining  Envy  fled. 
She  ftill  reigns  there,  and  lives  among  the  dead. 
One  from  this  crowd  exclaim'd  (whofe  lawjefs  will 
InurM  to  crimes,  and  cxercis'd  in  ill, 
Taught  his  prepcfterous  joys  from  pains  to  fiovr. 
And  never  triumphed,  but  in  fcenes  of  woe) 
Go  to  thy  province  in  the  realms  above, 
CaU'd  by  the  Furies  or  the  will  of  Jove: 
Or  drawn  by  magic  force  or  myftic  fpell. 
Rife,  and  purge  off  the  footy  gloom  of  hell. 
Go,  fee  the  fun,  and  whiten  in  his  beams, 
Or  haunt  the  flowery  fields  and  limpid  ftreams, 
"Withwoes  redoubled  to  return  again. 
When  thy  paft  pleafures  (hall  enhance  thy  pain. 

Now  by  the  Stygian  dog  they  bent  their  way  j 
Stretched  in  his  den  the  dreadful  monfter  lay  ; 
JBuT  lay  not  long,  for,  ftartling  at  the  found, 
Head  above  head  he  rifes  from  the  ground. 
From  their  ciofe  folds  his  ftarting  ferpents  break, 
And  curl  in  horrid  circles  round  his  neck. 
This  faw  the  God,  and,  ftretching  forth  his  hand, 
Luird  the  grim  monfter  with  bis  potent  wand  ; 

7  Through 


The  Second  Boo<  of  Statius.     113, 
Through  his  vaft  bulk  the  gliding  flumbcrs  creep. 
And  feal  down  all  his  glaring  eyes  in  flcep. 

There  lies  a  place  in  Greece  well  known  to  fame. 
Through  all.  her  realms,  and  Taenarus  the  name. 
Where  from  the  fea  the  tops  of  Malea  rife. 
Beyond  the  ken  of  mortals,  to  the  fltics : 
Proud  in  his  height  he  calmly  hears  below 
The  diftant  winds  in  hollow  murmurs  blow. 
Here  fleep  the  ftorms  when  weaJ7'd  and  opprell. 
And  on  his  head  the  drowfy  planets  reft  : 
There  in  blue  mifts  his  rocky  fides  he  ihrouds, 
And  here  the  towering  mountain  props  the  clouds  j 
Above  his  awful  brow  no  bird  can  fly. 
And  far  beneath  the  muttering  thu^idcrs  die. 
When  down  the  fleep  of  heaven  the  day  dcfcends. 
The  fun  fo  wide  his  floating  bound  extends, 
That  o'er  the  deeps  the  mountain  hangs  difplay'd. 
And  covers  half  the  ocean  with  his  (hade : 
Where  the  Taenarian  fhores  oppofe  the  fea. 
The  land  retreats,  and  winds  into  a  bay. 
Here  for  repofe  imperial  Neptune  leads, 
-Tir\l  from  th'  ^gean  floods,  his  fmoaking  fteedsj 
With  their  broad  hoofs  they  fcoop  the  beach  away. 
Their  finny  train  rolls  back,  and  floats  along  the  fea. 
Here  fame  reports  th'  unbody'd  ihades  to  go 
Through  this  wide  paflage  to  the  realms  below. 
From  hence  the  peafants  (as  th'  Arcadians  tell) 
Hear  all  the  cries,  and  groans,  and  din  of  hell. 
Oft,  as  her  fcourge  of  fnakes  the  fury  plies. 
The  piercing  echoes  mount  the  diftaat  ikies  ^ 
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ScarM  at  the  porter'8  triple  roar,  the  fwains 
Have  fled  aftonifli'd,  and  forfook  the  plains. 

From  hence  emergent  in  a  mantling  cloud 
Sprung  to  his  native  ikies  the  winged  God. 
Swift  from  his  face  before  th'  ethereal  ray. 
Flew  all  the  black  Tartarean  ftains  away, 
And  the  dark  Stygian  gloom  refinM  to  day. 
Oe*r  towns  and  realms  he  held  his  progrefs  on, 
Now  wing'd  the  (kies  where  bright  ArAurus  ihone. 
And  now  the  filent  empire  of  the  moon. 
The  power  of  fleep,  who  met  his  radiant  flight. 
And  drove  the  folemn  chariot  of  the  night, 
Rofe  with  refpe6t,  and  from  th*  empyreal  road 
Turn'd  his  pale  deeds,  in  reverence  to  the  God. 
The  (hade  beneath  purfties  his  courfe,  and  fpies 
The  >vell-kaown  planets,  and  congenial  ikies. 
JHis  eyes  from  far,  tall  Cyrrha*s  heights  explore. 
And  Phocian  fields  polluted  with  his  gore. 
At  length  to  Thebes  he  came,  and  with  a  groan 
Surveyed  the  guilty  palace  once  ht«  own  $ 
With  awful  iilence  (lalkM  before  the  gate. 
But  when  he  faw  the  trophies  of  his  fate. 
High  on  a  column  raisM  agpainft  the  door. 
And  his  rich  chariot  ftUl  deformed  with  gore, 
He  ftarts  with  horror  back  5  ev'n  Jove's  command 
Could  fcarce  control  him,  nor  the  vital  wand. 

'Twas  now  the  folemn  day  j  when  Jove,  array'd 
In  all  his  thun(?ers,  grafp'd  the  Theban  maid  :      ' 
Then  took  from  bladed  Semele  her  load, 
And  in  himfelf  conceivM  the  future  God. 
'7  For 
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For  this  the  Thebans  reveJ'd  in  de]igbt» 

And  gave  to  play  and  luxury  the  night  j 

A  national  debauch!  coirfus'd  they  lie 

StretchM  o'er  the  fields,  their  canopy  the  iky. 

The  fprightly  trumpets  {(Mad,  the  timbrels  plaVf 

And  wake  with  facred  harmony  the  day. 

The  matron's  breaft  the  gracious  power  infpire^ 

With  milder  raptures*  and  with  fofter  fires. 

So  the  Biftonian  raee,  a  madding  train. 

Exult  and  revel  on  the  Thracian  plain ; 

With  milk  their  bloody  banquets  they  allay,. 
Or  from  the  lion  rend  his  panting  prey : 
On  fome  abandoned  favage  fiercely  fly, 
Seize,  tear,  devour,  and  think  it  luxury. 
But  if  the  rifing  fumes  of  wine  confpire 
To  warm  their  rage,  and  fan  the  brutal  fire, 
Then  fcenes  of  horror  are  their  dear  delight, 
They  whirl  the  goblets,  and  provoke  the  fight  t 
Then  oa  the  flain  the  revel  is  ranewM, 
And  all  the  horrid  banquet  floats  in  blood. 

And  now  the  winged  Hermes  from  on  high 
Shot  in  deep  filcnce  from  the  duiky  flty } 
Then  hover'd  o'er  the  Theban  tyrant's  head. 
As  ftretch'd.  at  eafe  he  preft  his  gorgeous  bed  i 
Where  laboured  tapeflry  from  fide  to  fide, 
Glow'd  with  rich  figures,  and  Aflyrian  pride. 
Oh !  the  precarious  terms  of  human  ftate  I 
How  blind  is  man !  how  thoughtlefs  of  his  fate  I 
See !  through  his  limbs  the  dews  of  flumbcr  creep. 
Sunk  as  he  lies,  in  luxury  and  fleep^ 

P  4  Tho 
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The  reverend  (kade  cominiflionM  from  above, 

Hafte$  to  fulfill  the  high  behefts  of  Jove  i 

Like  blind  Tirefias  to  the  bed  he  came» 

In  form,  in  habit,  and  in  voice  the  fame. 

pale,  «8  before,  the  phantom  ft  ill  appearM, 

Down  his  wan  bofom  flow'd  a  length  of  beard ; 

His  head  an  imitated  fillet  wore. 

His  hand  a  wreath  of  peaceful  olive  bore : 

With  this  he  touched  the  fleeping  monarches  breaft. 

And  in  his  own,  the  voice  of  fate,  expreft. 

Then  canft  thou  deep,  to  thonghtlefs  reft  refign'd  ? 
And  drive  thy  brother's  image  from  thy  mind  ? 
Yon  gathering  ftorm  demands  thy  timely  care, 
See  !  how  it  rolls  this  way  the  tide  of  war. 
When  o'er  the  feas  the  fwceping  whirlwinds  fly. 
And  roar  from  every  quarter  of  the  flty  j 
The  pilot,  in  defpair  the  fhip  to  (ave. 
Gives  up  the  helm,  a  fport  to  every  wave ; 
Such  is  thy  error,  and  thy  fate  the  fame 
(For  know,  I  fpeak  the  common  voice  of  fame). 
Proud  in  his  new  alliances,  from  far 
Againft  thy  realm  he  meditates  the  war  5 
Big  with  ambitious  hopes  to  reign  alone. 
And  fwell  unrivard  on  the  Theban  throne. 
New  figns  and  fatal  prodigies  infpire 
His  road  -ambition,  with  his  boafted  fire ; 
And  Argos'  ample  reaJms  in  dower  beftowM, 
And  Tydeus  reeking  from  his  brother's  blood, 
League  and  confpire  to  raife  him  to  the  throne, 
Jfind  make  his  tedious  banifliment  thy  own« 
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For  this,  with  pity  touchM,  Almighty  Jove, 
The  (ire  of  Gods,  difpatch'd  me  from  above. 
Be  ftill  a  monarch  ;  let  him  fwell  in  vain 
With  a  gay  profpcft  of  a  fancy'd  reign  : 
Still  let  him  hope  by  fraud,  or  by  the  fword. 
To  humble  Thebes  beneath  a  foreign  lord. 

Thus  the  majeftic  ghoft ;  but  ere  be  fled, 
He  pluck'd  the  wreaths  and  fillets  from  his  head. 
For  now  the  fickening  ftars  were  chac*d  away, 
And  heaven's  immortal  courfers  breath'd  the  day. 
Awful  to  fight  confeft  the  grandfire  ftood, 
Baied  his  wide  wound,  and  all  his  bofom  fliowM, 
Then  da(hM  the  deeping  monarch  with  his  blood. 

With  a  difti-a£led  air,  and  fuHden  fpring, 
Starts  from  his  broken  deep  the  trembling  king. 
Shakes  off  amazM  th'  imaginajy  gore, 
While  fancy  paints  the  fcene  he  faw  before  : 
Deep  in  his  foul  his  grandfire's  image  wrought. 
And  all  his  brother  rofe  in  every  thought. 

So  while  the  toils  are  fpread,  and  from  behind 
The  hunter's  fhouts  come  thickening  in  the  wind  j 
The  tiger  ftarts  from  flecp  the  war  to  wage, 
Colle6ls  his  powers,  and  rouzes  all  his  rage  : 
Sternly  he  grinds  his  fangs,  he  weighs  his  might. 
And  whets  his  dreadful  talons  for  the  fight  j 
Then  to  his  young  he  bears  his  foe  away. 
His  foe,  at  once  the  chacer  and  the  prey. 
Thus  on  his  brother  he  in  every  thought. 
Waged  future  wars,  and  battles  yet  unfou-ght. 

On 
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On  the  Death  of  a  Young  Gentleman. 

X XT  I T H  joy,  bleft  youth,  we  faw  thee  reach  thy 

^  goal  ; 

Fair  was  thy  frame,  and  beautiful  thy  foul  5 
The  Graces  and  the  Mufes  came  combinM, 
Thefe  to  a4orn  the  body,  thofe  the  mind  5 
'Twas  there  we  faw  the  fofteft  manners  meet. 
Truth,  fwettnefs,  judgment,  innocence,  and  wit. 
So  forra'd,  he  flew  his  race ;  'twas  quickly  won  i 
■•Twas  but  a  ftep,  and  finifli'd  when  begun. 
Nature  herfelf  furpriz'd  would  gdd  no  more. 
His  life  compleat  in  all  its  parts  before  j 
But  his  few  years  with  pleafing  wonder  told. 
By  virtues,  not  by  days  j  and  thought  him  old. 
So  far  beyond  his  age  thofe  virtues  ran* 
That  in  a  boy  flie  found  him  more  than  man. 
For  years  let  wretches  importune  the  fkies. 
Till,  at  the  long  expence  of  anguifh  wife, 
They  live,  to  count  their  days  by  miferies. 
Thofti  win  th€  prize,  who  fooneft  run  the  race. 
And  life  bums  brighteft  in  the  (horteft  fpacc. 
So  to  the  convex-glafs  embody'd  run, 
Drawn  to  a  point  the  glories  of  the  fun  j 
At  once  the  gathering  beams  intenfeJy  glow. 
And  through  ih^  ftreightf  n'd  circle  fiercely  flow ;  • 
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In  one  ftrong  flame  confpire  the  blendecl  ray*. 
Run  to  a  fire,  md  croud  into  a  blaze. 


CHRIST'S   PASSION, 

From  a  Greek  Ode  of  Mr.  Master's,  formerly 
of  New  College. 

A  N     0  D  E, 


■^^T  O  more  of  earthly  fubjefts  fing, 
•*■  ^  To  heaven,  ray  Mufe,  afpire  5 
To  raife  the  fong,  charge  every  firing. 

And  ftcike  the  living  lyre.  ^ 

Begin  ;  in  lofty  numbers  ihow 
Th'  Eternal  King's  ynfathom'd  lo\ie, 
Who  reigns  the  fovereign  God  above. 
And  fufFers  on  the  crofs  below. 
Prodigious  pile  of  wonders  {  rais'd  too  high 
For  the  dim  ken  of  frail  mortality. 

What  nurabcrs  ihall  I  bring  along  ! 
From  whence  fhall  I  begin  the  fong  ? 
The  mighty  myftery  I'll  fing  infpir'd 
Beyond  the  reach  of  human  wifdom  wrought. 
Beyond  the  compafs  of  an  angel's  thought. 
How  by  the  rage  of  man  his  God  expir'd. 
I'll  make  the  tracklefs  depths  of  mercy  known. 
How  to  redeem  bis  foe  God  rendered  up  his  Son  ; 

I'll 
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I'll  raifc  my  voice  to  tell  mankind 

Thp  vigor's  conqueft  o'er  his  doom. 
How  in  the  grave  he  lay  confin'd, 
To  feal  more  Aire  the  ravenous  tomb. 
Three  days  th'  infernal  empire  to  fubdue. 
He  pafs'd  tiiumphant  through  the  coafts  of  woe  j 
With  his  own  dart  the  tyrant  Death  he  flew. 
And  led  hell  captive  through  her  realms  below. 

A  mingled  found  from  Calvary  I  hear, 
And  the  loud  tumult  thickens  on  my  car, 
The  ihouts  of  murderers  that  infult  the  flain. 
The  voice  of  torment  and  the  (krieks  of  pain. 

I  caft  my  eyes  with  horror  up 
To  the  curft  mountain's  guilty  top  j 
See  there !  whom  hanging  in  the  midft  I  view  I 

Ah  !  how  unlike  the  other  two  I 

I  fee  him  high^bove  his  foes. 

And  gently  bending  from  the  wood 

His  head  in  pity  down  to  thofe, 

Whofe  guilt  confpircs  to  fhed  his  blood. 
His  wide- ex  tended  arms  I  fee, 

Transfix'd  with  nails,  and  faftenM  to  the  tree. 

Man  !  fenfelefs  man  !  canft  thou  look  on  } 
Nor  make  thy  Saviour's  pains  thy  own. 
The  rage  of  all  thy  grief  exert. 
Rend  thy  garments  and  thy  heart : 
Beat  thy  breaft,  and  grovel  low. 
Beneath  the  burden  of  thy  woe  j 

Bleed 
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Bleed  through  thy  bowels,  tear  thy  hairs. 
Breathe  gales  of  fighs,  and  weep  a  flood  of  tears. 

Behold  thy  king  with  purple  coverM  round. 
Not  in  the  Tyrian  tinftures  dy'd. 

Nor  dipt  in  poifon  of  Sidonian  pride. 
But  in  his  own  rich  blood  that  ftrearas  from  every  wound* 
^  Doft  thou  not  fee  the  thorny  circle  red  ? 
The  guilty  wreath  that  blu flies  round  his  head  ? 
And  with  what  rage  the  bloody  fcourge  apply'd, 
Curls  round  his  limbs,  and  ploughs  into  his  flde  ? 

At  fuch  a  fight  let  all  thy  anguifli  rife, 
Break  up,  break  up  the  fountains  of  thy  eyes. 
Here  bid  thy  tears  in  gufliing  torrents  flow. 
Indulge  thy  grief,  and  give  a  loofe  to  woe. 
Weep  from  thy  foul,  till  earth  be  drowned, 
Weep,  till  thy  forrows  drench  the  ground. 
Canft  thou,  ungrateful  man  !  his  torments  fee, 
Nor  drop  artear  for  him,  who  pours  his  blood  for  thee  t 

On    the    kings    RETURN, 
In  the  Ye  A  R   1710. 

RETURN,  aufpicious  prince,  again, 
Nor  let  Britannia  mourn  in  vain  } 
Too  long,  too  long,  has  flie  deplorM 
Her  abfent  father  and  her  lord. 
To  bend  her  gracious  monarcirs  mind. 
She  fends  her  fighs  in  every  wind  : 
Can  Britain's  prayer  be  thrown  a  fide? 
And  that  the  firft  he  e'er  dsny'd  ! 

Yet, 
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Yet,  mighty  prince,  vouchfafe  to  fmilc, 
Returo  and  blefs  our  longing  ifle  ; 
Though  fond  Germania  b€gs  thy  Hay, 
And  courts  thee  from  o«r  eyes  away. 

Though  Belgia  would  our  king  detain, 
We  know  flic  begs  and  pleads  in  vain  j 
We  know  our  gracious  king  prefers 
Bntannia''s  happinefs  to  her's. 

And  lo !  to  fave  us  from  defpair. 
At  length  he  liftens  to  our  prayer* 
Dejefted  Albion's  vows  he  hears, 
And  hades  to  dry  her  falling  tears. 

He  hears  his  anxious  people  pray, 
And  loudly  call  their  king  away. 
Once  more  their  longing  eyes  to  blefs. 
And  guard  their  freedom  and  their  peace. 

TJiey  know,  while  Brunfwick  fills  the  tbron6» 
The  feafons  glide  with  pleafure  on  j 
The  Britifh  funs  improve  their  rays, 
Adoru,  and  beautify  the  days. 

But  fee  the  royal  vefTel  flies, 

LeiTening  to  Bdgia's  weeping  eyes  r 

She  proudly  fails  for  Albion's  fhores,  ' 

Guard  her,  ye  Gods,  with  all  your  powei-s.. 

O  fea,  bid  every  wave  fubfide. 
And  teach  allegiance  to  thy  tide  | 
Thy  billows  in  fubjeftion  keep, 
And  own  the  monarch  of  the  dcep^ 

out 


\  ihoxild  not  fear  to  mintfter  a  prop. 
And  give  him  ftronger  feet  to  keep  it  up ; 
Teadi  it  to  rtin  alolng  moi-e  firm  and  Aire; 
Nor  wfmld  I  'ihow  the  wtnind  before  t"hc  cure* 

For  what  remains  ^  the  poet  I  enjoin 
To  form  no  glorious  fcbcme^  no  great  'defigir. 
Till  free  from  btsfinefs  h«  redrew  alofne, 
And  flies  the  g^ddy  tumult  of  the  town  i 
Seeks  rural  pleafures,  and  enjojrs  the  glades, 
And  courts  the  thoughtful  filence  of  the  fhadea^ 
Whtrc  the  fair  Dryads  halint  their  faatiVe  woods*. 
With  all  the  orders  of  the  fylvan  gods. 
Here  in  their  foft  retreats  the  poets  lye, 
Serene,  and  bltft  with  chearful  poverty  j 
No  guilty  fchemes  of  wealth  their  fouls  moleft, 
No  cares,  no  profpe€ts,  difcompofe  their  reft  i 
No  fcenes  of  grandeur  glitter  in  their  view  5 
Here  they  the  joys  of  innocence  purfue, 
And  tafte  the  pleafures  of  the  happy  few. 
From  a  rock's  entrails  the  barbarian  fprung, 
Who  dares  to  violate  the  facred  throng 
By  deeds  or  words— -The  wretch,  by  fury  drlvenj 
Affaults  the  darling  colony  of  heaven  ! 
Some  have  look'd  down,  we  know,  with  fcomful  eyes 
On  the  bright  Mufc  who  taught  them  how  to  rife. 
And  paid,  when  rais''d  to  grandeur,  no  regard 
From  that  high  ftation  to  the  facred  bard, 
Uninjur'd,  mortals,  let  the  poets  lye, 
Or  dread  tV  impending  vengeance  of  the  (ky ; 

Y4 
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But  this  bleft  age  has  found  a  fairer  road. 
And  left  the  paths  their  anceftors  had  trod. 
Nay,  we  could  wear  (our  tafte  fo  very  nice  is) 
Their  old  caft-fafliions  fooner  than  their  vices* 
Whoring  till  now  a  common  trade  has  been. 
But  mafquerades  refine  upon  the  fin  : 
An  higher  tafte  to  wicked nefs  impart, 
And  fecond  nature  with  the  helps  of  art. 
New  ways  and  means  to  pleaAire  we  devife. 
Since  pleafure  looks  thtSovclier  in  difguife. 
The  fteal.th  and  frolick  give  a  fmarter  guft. 
Add  wit  to  vice,  and  elegance  to  luft. 

In  vain,  the  modi  Hi  evil  to  redrefs, 
At  once  confpire  the  pulpit  and  the  prefs  : 
Our  pnefts  and  poets  preach  and  write  in  vain  } 
All  fatyr  's  loft  both  facred  and  profane. 
So  many  various  changes  to  impart, 
"Would  tire  an  Ovid's  or  a  Proteus'  art  5 
Where  loft  in  one  promifcuous  whim  we  fee. 
Sex,  age,  condition,  quality,  degree. 
Where  the  facetious  crowd  themfelves  lay  down. 
And  take  up  every  perfon  but  their  own. 
Fools,  dukes,  rakes,  cardinals,  fops,  Indian  queens^ 
"Belles  in  tye-wigs,  and  lords  in  harlequins  ; 
Troops  of  right-honourable  porters  come. 
And  garter'd  fmall -coal- merchants  crowd  the  room  i 
Valets  adorn'd  with  coronets  appear, 
Lacqueys  of  ftate,  and  footmen  with  a  ftar  s 
Sailors  of  quality  with  judges  mix, 
And  chimney-fweepcrs  drive  their  coach  and  fix. 

Statefmen 
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Statefmen  fo  us'd  at  court  the  mafk  to  wear. 
With  lefs  difguife  afTame  the  vizor  here. 
Officious  Heydcgger  deceives  our  eyes. 
For  his  own  perfon  is  his  beft  difguife  : 
And  half  the  reigning  toafts  of  equal  grace,. 
Truft  to  the  natural  vizor  of  the  face. 
Ideots  turn  conjurers  5  and  courtiers  clowns  ; 
And  fultans  drop  their  handkerchiefs  to  nuns. 
StarchM  quakers  glare  in  furbelows  and  filk  ; 
Beaux  deal  in  fprats,  and  dutcheffes  cry  milk. 

But  guard  thy  fancy,  Mufe,  nor  (lain  thy  pen 
With  the  lewd  joys  of  this  fantaftic  fcene  5 
Where  fexes  blend  in  one  confusM  intrigue. 
Where  the  girls  raviih,  and  the  men  grow  big  s 
Nor  credit  what  the  idle  world  has  faid. 
Of  lawyers  forc'd,  and  judges  brought  to  bed: 
Or  that  to  belles  their  brothers  breathe  their  vows. 
Or  hu(bands  through  miftake  gallant  a  fpoufe. 
Such  dire  difafters,  and  a  numerous  throng 
Of  like  enormities,  require  the  fong : 
But  the  chafte  Mufe,  with  bluihes  cover'd  o'er. 
Retires  confused,  and  will  reveal  no  more. 

On      a      SHADOW. 

A  N       O    D    E. 

TT  O W  are  deluded  human  kind 
•*•'*'   By  empty  fhows  betray'd  ? 
In  all  their  hopes  and  fchemes  they  find 
A  nothing  or  a  ihade. 
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The  profpe£ls  of  a  truncheon  caft 

The  foldier  on  the  wars  j 
Difmift  with  fliatter'd  limbs  at  laft, 

Brats,  poverty,  and  fears. 

The  fond  philofophers  for  gain 
Will  leave  unturnM  no  ftone ; 

But  though  they  toil  with  endlefs  pain. 
They  never  find  their  own. 

By  the  fame  rock  the  chemifts  drown^ 
And  find  no  friendly  hoId» 

But  melt  their  ready  fpecie  down. 
In  hopes  of  fancyM  gold. 

What  is  the  mad  proje6lor''s  care  ? 

In  hopes  elate  and  fwelling. 
He  builds  his  caftles  in  the  air. 

Yet  wants  an  houfe  to  dwell  in. 

At  court  the  poor  dependants  fail. 
And  damn  their  fruitlefs  toil. 

When  complimented  thence  to  jail. 
And  ruin'd  with  a  fmile. 

How  to  philofophers  will  found 
So  ftrange  a  truth  difplayM  > 

*'  There  's  not  a  fubftance  to  be  found, 
**  But  everv  where  a  (hade. 


To 


T^«   C^LIA  PLATisG  ox    A  LUTE. 

Ax        ODE. 

TTrr  HILE  Grin's  hands  %  fwiftly  a*cr, 

^  ^     And  ftrikc  t!iis  foft  imrhimr^ 
Her  touch  awakes  tbe  fpcings,  and  liie 
Of  harmooj  within. 

Sweetly  dicy  fink  into  tiie  trings. 

The  <piYcniig  filings  reboondy 
Each  ftroke  obfetjotoaflj  obey. 

And  tremble  imo  fennd. 

Oh !  had  you  bleft  the  years  of  old ; 

His  lute  had  Ovid  flmng. 
And  dwelt  on  yomsy  the  charming  theme 

Of  his  immortal  fong. 

Yohr''s,  with  Aiion^s  wocdrous  harp. 

The  bard  had  hung  on  high  ; 
And  on  the  new-bom  ftar  beftowM 

The  honours  of  the  iky. 

The  radiant  fpheres  had  ceasM  their  tunes» 

And  dancM  in  fiience  on, 
PleasM  the  new  harmony  to  hear. 

More  heavenly  tlian  their  own. 

Of  old  to  raife  one  (hade  frofn  hell, 

To  Orpheus  was  it  given  ; 
But  every  tunc  of  yours  calls  down 

An  angel  from  his  heaven. 

.  <lz  To 
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To  the  Unknown  Author  of 

THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  SEXES. 

nn  H  E  theme  in  other  works,  for  every  part, 
-■*     Supplies  materials  to  the  builder's  art : 
To  build  from  matter,  is  fublimely  great. 
But  Gods  and  Poets  only  can  create  ; 
And  fuch  are  you  j  their  privilege  you  claim. 
To  (how  your  wonders,  but  conceal  your  name. 

Like  fome  eftablifti'd  king,  without  control. 
You  take  a  general  progrefs  through  the  foul  i 
Survey  each  part,  examine  every  fide. 
Where  (he's  feciu*e,  and  where  unfcrtifyM. 
In  faithful  lines  her  hiftory  declare, 
And  trace  the  caufes  of  her  civil  war  ; 
Your  pen  no  partial  prejudices  fway. 
But  truth  decides,  and  virtue  wins  the  day. 

Through  what  gay  fields  and  flowery  fcenes  we  pafs. 
Where  fancy  fporfs,  and  fiftion  leads  the  chace  ? 
Where  life,  as  through  her  various  afts  flie  tends. 
Like  other  comedies,  in  marriage  ends. 
X    What  Mufe  but  yours  fo  juftly  could  difplay 
Th'  embattled  paflions  marflialM  in  array  ? 
Bid  the  rangM  appetites  in  order  move. 
Give  luft  a  figure,  and  a  ftiape  to  love  ? 
To  airy  notions  folid  forms  difpenfe. 
And  make  our  thoughts  the  images  of  fenfe  ? 
Difcover  all  the  rational  machine. 
And  fhow  the  movements,  fprings,  and  wheels  within  I 

But  Hymen  waves  his  torch,  all  difcords  ceafe  j 
Ail  parley,  drop  their  arm's,  and  fue  for  peace. 

Soon 
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Soon  as  the  fignal  flames,  they  quit  the  fight. 
For  all  at  firft  but  differed  to  unite. 
From  every  part  the  lines  in  order  move. 
And  fweetly  center  in  the  point  of  love. 

Let  blockheads  to  the  mufty  fchools  repair. 
And  poach  for  morals  and  the  pafTions  there. 
Where  virtue,  like  a  dwarf  in  giant^s  arms. 
Cumbered  with  words,  and  manacled  in  terms, 
Serves  to  amufe  the  philofophic  fool. 
By  method  dry,  and  regularly  dull. 
Who  fees  thy  lines  fo  vifibly  exprefs 
The  foul  herfelf  in  fuch  a  plcafing  drefs  ; 
May  from  thy  labours  be  convinc'd  and  taught. 
How  Spenfer  would  have  fung,  and  Plato  thought. 

The  Twelfth    Ode  of  the  Firft  Book  of 
HORACE,   Translated. 

WJ"  HAT  man,  what  hero  will  you  raifc, 

^^     By  the  fhrill  pipe,  or  deeper  lyre  ? 
What  God,  O  Clio,  will  you  praife. 

And  teach  the  echoes  to  admire  ? 
Amid  ft  the  ihades  of  Helicon, 

Cold  Haemus'  tops,  or  Pindus'  head. 
Whence  the  glad  forefts  haften'd  down. 

And  dancM  zs  tuneful  Orpheus  play'd. 
Taught  by  the  Mufc,  he  ftop'd  the  fall 

Of  rapid  i)oods,  and  charmM  the  wind  ^ 
The  Jiftening  oaks  obeyM  the  call. 

And  left  their  wo ndering;^hills  behind. y 

Q^  Whom 
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Whom  fliould  I  firft  record,  but  Jove, 

Whole  fway  extends  o'er  fea  and  land. 
The  king  of  men  and  gods  above. 

Who  holds  the  feafons  in  command  ? 
To  rival  Jove,  flia)l  none  afpire. 

None  (hall  to  equal  glory  rife  j 
But  Pallas  claims  beneath  her  fire. 

The  f^cond  honours  of  the  fkies. 

To  thee,  O  Bacchus,  great  in  war. 
To  Dian  will  I  ftrike  the  ftring. 

Of  Phcebus  wounding  from  afar. 
In  numbers  like  his  own  PU  fing. 

The  Mufe  Alcides  ihall  refound ; 

The  twins  of  Leda  fhall  fucceed  j 
This  for  the  ftanding  fight  renown'd. 

And  that  for  managing  the  fleed. 

Whofe  ftar  (hines  innocently  ftill  j 

The  clouds  difperfe,  the  tempefts  ceafe. 

The  waves  obedient  to  their  will, 

Sink  down,  and  hufh  their  rage  to  peace* 

Next  (hall  I  Numa's  pious  reign. 
Or  thine,  O  Romulus,  relate  s 

Or  Rome  by  Brutus  free'd  again. 
Or  haughty  Cato^s  glorious  fate  ? 

Or  dwell  on  noble  Paulus'  fame  ? 

Too  lavilh  of  the  patriot's  blood  ? 
Or  Regulus'  immortal  name. 

Too  obfllnately  juft  and  good  i 


Thcfe 
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Thcfe  with  Camillus  brave  and  bold, 

And  other  chiefs  of  matchlefs  mighty 
Rome's  virtuous  poverty  of  old. 

Severely  feafon'd  to  the  fight. 

Like  trees,  Marcellus'  glory  grows, 

With  an  infenfible  advance  j 
The  Julian  ftar,  like  Cynthia,  glows. 

Who  leads  the  planetary  dance. 
The  fates,  O  fire  of  human  race, 

Entruft  great  Caefar  to  thy  care. 
Give  him  to  hold  thy  fecond  place. 

And  reign  thy  fole  vicegerent  h^re* 

And  whether  India  he  ihall  tame, 
•^  Or  to  his  chams  the  Seres  doom  | 
Or  mighty  Parthia  dreads  his  name, 
And  bows  her  haughty  neck  to  Ranie» 

While  on  our  grove*  thy  bolts  are  hurl'd,. 

And  thy  loud  car  (hakes  heaven  above> 
He  iliall  with  juftlce  awe  the  world,. 

To  none  inferior  but  to  Jove,. 

The  Twenty   Second   Ode  of  the  Firft 
Book  of  HORACE. 

THE  man  unfuUy'd  with  a  crime, 
Difdains  the  pangs  of  fear. 
He  fcorns  to  dip  the  poifon'd  fhaft> 
Or  poife  the  glittering  fpear. 
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Nor  with  the  loaded  quiver  goes 

To  take  the  dreadful  field  : 
His  folid  virtue  is  his  helm. 

And  innocence  his  fhield. 

In  vain  the  famM  Hydafpes'  tides, 

Obftru£l  and  bar  the  road> 
He  fmiles  on  danger,  and  enjoys 

The  roarings  of  the" flood. 

'  All  climes  are  native,  and  forgets 

Th'  extremes  of  heats  and  frofts. 
The  Scythian  Caucafus  grows  warm. 

And  cool  the  Libyan  coafts. 

For  while  I  wander'd  through  the  woods. 

And  rang'd  the  lonely  grove. 
Loft  and  bewildered  in  the  fongs 

And  pleafing  cares  of  love ; 
A  wolf  beheld  me  from  afar, 

Of  monftrous  bulk  and  might  j 
But,  naked  as  I  was,  he  fled 

And  trembled  at  the  fight. 

A  bead  fo  huge,  nor  Daunia's  grove. 

Nor  Africk  ever  view'd  ; 
Though  nurft  by  her,  the  lion  reigns 

The  mona.ch  of  the  wood. 

Expofe  me  in  thofe  hoirid  climes, 

Where  not  a  gentle  breeze 
Revives  the  vegetable  race. 

Or  chears  the  drooping  trees. 

Where 
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Where  on  the  world's  remotcft  verge 

Th'  unaftivc  lieafons  lie. 
And  not  one  genial  ray  unbinds 

The  rigor  of  the  (ky. 
On  that  unhabitable  (hore, 

Expofe  me  all  alone, 
Where  I  may  view  without  a  ihade. 

The  culminating  fun. 
Beneath  th'  Equator,  or  the  Pole, 

In  fafety  could  I  rove  5 
And  in  a  thoufand  different  climes 

Could  live  for  her  I  love. 

A  Prologue  for  the  STROLLERS. 

^  ENTEE  LS,  of  old  pert  prologues  led  the  way, 
^^  To  guide,  defend,  and  uflier  in  the  play. 
As  powder'd  footmen  run  before  the  coach. 
And  thunder  at  the  door  my  lord's  approach. 
But  though  they  fpeak  your  entertainment  near, 
Moft  prologues  fpeed  like  other  bills  of  fare  j 
Seldom  the  languid  ftomach  they  excite. 
And  oftener  pall,  than  raife  the  appetite. 

As  for  the  play— 'tis  hardly  wortli  our  care. 
The  prologue  craves  your  mercy  for  the  player  j 
That  is,  your  money— for  by  Jove  I  fwear. 
White-gloves  and  lodging  are  confounded  dear. 
Since  here  are  none  but  friends,  the  truth  to  own, 
Hafp'd  in  a  coach  our  company  came  down. 
But  I  moft  Ihrewdly  fear  we  fliall  depart, 
Ev'n  in  our  old  original,  a  cart. 

With 
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Witb  pnde  inverted,  and  fantaftic  power. 
We  ftrut  the  fancy 'd  monarchs  of  an  hourj 
While  duns  our  emperors  and  heroes  fear. 
And  *  Cleomenes  ftarves  in  earned  here  : 
The  mightieft  kings  and  queens  we  keep  in  pay^ 
Support  their  pomp  on  eighteen -pence  a  day. 
Great  Cyrus  for  a  dram  has  pawn'd  h\%  coat. 
And  all  our  Caefars  can't  command  a  groat; 
Our  Scipio's,  Hannibals,  and  Pompeys  break. 
And  Cleopatra  fliifts  but  once  a  week. 

To  aggravate  the  cafe,  we  have  not  one. 
Of  all  the  new  refinements  of  the  town  i 
No  moving  ftatues,  no  lewd  Harlequins, 
No  pafteboard -players,  no  heroes  in  machines  | 
No  rofm  to  flalh  lightning— 'twould  exhauft  us. 
To  buy  a  devil  and  a  Doftor  Fauftus. 
No  windmills,  dragons,  millers,  conjurers. 
To  exercife  your  eyes,  and  fpare  your  ears  j 
No  paper-feas,  no  thunder  from  the  flcies. 
No  witches  to  defcend,  no  ftage  to  rife  i 
Scarce  one  for  us  the  aftors— -we  can  fet 
Nothing  before  you  but  meer  fenfe  and  wit. 
A  bare  downright  old-fafhion'd  Englifli  feaft^ 
Sucl|  as  true  Britons  only  can  digeft ;    v 
Such  as  your  homely  fathers  us'd  to  love. 
Who  only  came  to  hear  and  to  improve : 
Humbly  content  and  pleas'd  with  what  was  dreft. 
When  Otway,  Lee,  and  Shakefpeare  rang'd  the  feaft; 

•  The  Spartan  Hero,  a  tragedy,  by  Mr.  Dryden. 

The 
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The  Eighth  Psalm  Translated.. 

^^  King  eternal  and  divine  ! 
^^^^    The  world  is  thine  alone : 
Above  the  ftars  thy  glories  ihine, 
Above  the  heavens  thy  throne. 

How  far  extends  thy  mighty  name  ! 

Where'er  the  fun  can  roll. 
That  fun  thy  wonders  fhall  proclaim. 

Thy  deeds  from  pole  to  pole. 

The  infant's  tongue  fliall  fpeak  thy  power. 

And  vindicate  thy  laws  j 
The  tongue  that  never  fpoke  before. 

Shall  labour  in  thy  caufe. 

For  when  I  lift  my  thoughts  and  eyes,. 

And  view  the  heavens  around, 
Yon'  ftretching  wafte  of  azure  ikies. 

With  ftars  and  planet^  crown'd  $ 

Who  in  their  dance  attend  the  moon> 

The  emprefs  of  the  night. 
And  pour  around  her  filver  throne. 

Their  tributary  light  s 

Lord !  what  is  mortal  man  ?  that  he 

Thy  kind  regard  fhonid  (hare  ? 
What  is  his  fon,  who  claims  from  thee 

And  challenges  thy  care  ? 

Next 
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Next  to  the  bleft  angelic  kind, 

Thy  hands  created  man. 
And  this  inferior  world  aflign*d. 

To  dignify  his  fpan. 

Ti'im  all  revere,  and  all  obey 

His  delegated  reign, 
The  flocks  that  through  the  valley  ftray. 

The  herds  that  graze  the  plain. 

The  furious  tiger  fpeeds  his  flight. 

And  trembles  at  his  power  5  1 

In  fear  of  his  fuperior  might. 

The  lions  ceafe  to  roar. 

Whatever  horrid  monfters  tread 

The  paths  beneath  tVc  fea. 
Their  king  at  awful  diftance  dread. 

And  fullenly  obey. 

O  Lord,  how  far  extends  thy  name  ! 

Where-e'er  the  fun  can  roll, 
That  fun  thy  wonders  (hall  proclaim. 

Thy  deeds  from  pole  to  pole. 

Psalm  the  Twenty-fourth,  Paraphrased. 

T^  A  R  as  the  world  can  ftretch  its  bounds, 
•*•     The  Lord  is  king  of  all. 
His  wondrous  power  extends  around 
The  circuit  of  the  ball. 

3  For 
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For  he  within  the  gloomy  deeps 

Its  dark  foundations  caft. 
And  rearM  the  piilar«  of  the  earth 

Amid  the  watery  wafte. 

Who  (hall  afccnd  his  Sion's  hill. 

And  fee  Jehovah  there  ? 
^Vho  from  his  facred  ihrine  ihall  breathe 

The  facrifice  of  prayer  ? 
He  only  whofe  unfully'd  foul 

Fair  virtue's  paths  has  trod. 
Who  with  clean  hands  and  heart  regards 

His  neighbour  and  his  God. 

On  him  (hall  his  indulgent  Lord 

DifFufive  bounties  (hed, 
From  God- his  Saviour  (hall  defcend 

All  bledings  on  his  head. 
Of  thofe  who  feek  his  righteous  ways. 

Is  this  the  chofen  race, 
Who  balk  in  all  his  bounteous  fmiles. 

And  fiouri(h  in  his  grace. 

Lift  up  your  (lately  heads,  ye  doors. 

With  hafty  reverence  rife  j 
Ye  everlafting  doors,  who  guard 

The  pa(res  of  the  (kies. 

Swift  from  your  golden  hinges  leap. 

Your  barriers  roll  away. 
Now  throw  your  blazing  portals  wide. 

And  burft  the  gates  of  day. 

For. 
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For  fee !  the  King  of  glory  comes 

Along  th*  ethereal  road  : 
The  cherubs  through  your  folds  fliall  bear 

The  triumph  of  your  God. 
Who  is  this  great  and  glorious  King  ? 

Oh  I  'tis  the  Lord,  whofe  might 
Decides  the  conqueft,  and  fufpends 

The  balance  of  the  fight. 
Lift  up  your  (lately  heads,  ye  doors, 

With  hafty  reverence  rife  j 
Ye  everlafting  doors,  who  guard 

The  paffes  of  the  (kies. 

Swift  from  your  golden  hinges  leap. 

Your  barriers  roll  away, 
Now  throw  your  blazing  portals  wide. 

And  burft  the  gates  of  day. 

For  fee  !  the  King  of  glory  comes 

Along  th*  ethereal  road  : 
The  cherubs  through  your  folds  fhall  bear 

The  triumphs  of  their  God. 
Who  is  this  gi*eat  and  glorious  King  ? 

Oh  !  'tis  the  God,  whofe  care 
Leads  on  his  Ifrael  to  the  field, 

Whofe  power  controls  the  war. 


Psalm 
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Psalm  the  Twbnt  y-N  i  n  t  h. 

YE  mighty  princes,  your  oblations  bring. 
And  pay  due  honours  to  your  awful  king  | 
His  boundlefs  power  to  all  the  world  proclaim. 
Bend  at  his  (hrine,  and  tremble  at  his  name. 
For  hark  I  his  voice  with  unrefifted  iway 
Rules  and  controls  the  raging  of  the  fea ; 
Within  due  bounds  the  mighty  ocean  keeps, 
Anfl  in  their  watery  cavern  awes  the  deeps  : 
Shook  by  that  voice,  the  nodding  groves  around 
Start  from  their  roots,  and  fly  the  dreadful  found. 
The  blafted  cedars  low  in  duft  are  laid. 
And  Lebanon  is  left  without  a  fhade. 
See  !  when  he  fpeaks,  the  lofty  mountains  croud. 
And  fly  for  flicker  from  the  thundering  God ; 
Sirion  and  Lebanon  like  hinds  advance. 
And  in  wild  raeafures  lead  th'  unwieldy  dance* 
pis  voice,  his  mighty  voice,  divides  the  fire, 
Back  from  the  blaft  the  flirinking  flames  retire, 
Ev'n  Cades  trembles  when  Jehovah  fpeaks. 
With  all  his  favages  the  defert  fliakes. 
At  the  dread  found  the  hinds  with  fear  are  flung. 
And  in  the  lonely  foreft  drop  their  young. 
While  in  his  hallow'd  temple  all  proclaim 
His  glorious  honours,  and  adore  his  riame. 
High  o'er  the  foaming  furges  of  the  fea 
He  flts,  and  bids  the  liflenins  deeps  obey  y 

He 
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He  reigns  o'er  all ;  for  ever  lafts  his  power 
Till  nature  finks,  and  time  (hall  be  no  more. 
With  ftrength  the  fons  of  Ifrael  (hall  he  blefs. 
And  crown  our  tribes,  with  happinefs  and  peace. 

Psalm  the  Forty-fixth,  Paraphrased. 

/^  N  God  we  build  our  fure  defence, 
^^  In  God  our  hope  repofe : 
His  hand  protefls  us  in  the  fight. 
And  guards  us  from  our  woes. 

Then,  be  the  earth's  unwieldy  frame 

From  its  foundations  hurl'd. 
We  may,  unmov'd  with  fear,  enjoy 

The  ruins  of  the  world. 

What  though  the  folid  rocks  be  rent. 

In  tempefts  whirl'd  away  ? 
What  though  the  hills  (hould  burft  their  roots. 

And  roll  into  the  fea  ? 

Thoufea,  with  dreadful  tumults  fwell. 

And  bid  thy  waters  rife 
In  furious  furges,  till  they  dafti 

The  flood-gates  of  the  flcies. 

Our  minds  ihall  be  ferene  and  calm. 

Like  Siloah's  peaceful  flood  ; 
Whofe  foft  and  filver  ftreams  refrefh 

The  city  of  our  God. 

Within 
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Within  the  proud  delighted  waves. 

The  wanton  turrets  play  ; 
The  ilreams  lead  down  their  huniid  train, 

Relu£lant  to  the  Tea. 

Amid  the  fcene  the  temple  floats. 

With'  its  rcflefted  towers. 
Gilds  all  the  furface  of  the  flood. 

And  dances  to  the  fliores. 

With  wonder  fee  what  mighty  power 

Our  facrcd  Sion  chears, 
Lo  !  there  amid  ft  her  ftately  walls. 

Her  God,  her  God  appears. 
Fixt  on  her  bafis  fhe  fliall  ftand. 

And,  innocently  proud. 
Smile  on  the  tumults  of  the  world. 

Beneath  the  wings  of  God. 

See  t  how,  their  weaknefs  to  proclaim. 

The  heathen  tribes  engage  I 
Seel  how  with  fruitlefs  wrath  they  bum. 

And  impotence  of  rage  ! 

But  God  has  fpoke ;  and  lo  !  the  world. 

His  terrors  to  difplay. 
With  all  the  melting  globe  of  earth, 
•    Drops  filcntly  away. 

Still  to  the  mighty  Lord  of  hoftt 

Securely  we  reik>rt  j 
For  refuge  fly  to  Jacob's  God, 

Our  fuccour  and  fi^pport. 

&  Hither, 
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ilither,  ye  numerous  nationt^  croud. 

In  filtfnt  rapttrre  (land, 
And  fee  o'er  aU  the  earth  difplay'd 

The  wondei-8  of  his  hand. 

He  bids  the  din  of  war  be  ftili. 

And  all  its  tumults  ceafe^ 
He  bids  the  guiltlefs  trumpet  fouj^d 

The  harmony  of  peace. 
He  breaks  the  toUgh  relu£lant  bow> 

He  buHfs  lh«  brazen  fpear, 
And  in  the  crackling  iire  his  hand 

Confumes  the  blazing  car. 
Hear  then  his  formidable  voice, 

"  Be  ftill,  and  know  the  Lord  5 
««  By  all  the  heathen  I'll  be  fearM  i 

«  By  all  the  earth  adored. 
Still  to  the  mighty  Lord  of  hofts, 

Securely  we  refort  j 
For  refuge  fly  to  Jacob's  God  5 

Our  fuccour  and  fuppoit* 


Psalm  the  90ih  Paraphrafed. 

^TpHY  hand,  O  Lord,  through  rolling  years 
^    Has  fav'd  us  from  defpaiiv 
From  period  down  to  period  flret€k*d 
The  profpe^  of  thy  capo^ 

Befoit 
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Before  the  world  was  f^ft  caBC9iv*4» 

Before  the  pregnant  eartb» 
CalPd  forth  the  mount^m  from  her  wowU^ 

Who  ftruggled  to  their  birtb  i 

Eternal  Gdd !  thy  early  day« 

Beyond  duration  run. 
Ere  the  firft  race  of  ftartiog  time 

Was  meafur*d  by  the  fun. 

We  die ;  but  future  nations  hfar 

Thy  potent  voice  again. 
Rife  at  the  fummons,  and  rfftore 

The  perilhM  race  of  man  ; 

Before  thy  comprehenfive  fight,  , 

Duration  fleets  away ; 
And  rapid  ages  on  the  wing. 

Fly  Iwifter  than  a  day. 

As  great  Jehovah^s  piercing  eycf 

Eternity  explore. 
The  longeft  aera  U  a  ot^t, 

A  period  is  an  hour. 

We  at  thy  mighty  call,  O  hogdp 

Our  fancyM  beings  kave, 
Rouz'd  from  die  ibtterin|;  dream  of  tiSt, 

To  fleep  wtthin  the  grare* 

Swift  from  their  bairicr  to  tlicir  |;aal 

The  rapid  momentf  paft. 
And  leave  poor  mas,  (or  wfaom  iJbey  nMi^ 

The  emblem  of  die  graft* 

R«  In 
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In  the  firft  morn  of  life  it  grows. 

And  lifts  its  verdant  head. 
At  noon  decays,  at  evening  dies. 

And  withers  in  the  mead. 

Wc  in  the  glories  of  thy  face 

Our  fecret  fins  furvey. 
And  fee  how  gloomy  thofe  appear. 

How  pure  and  radiant  they. 

To  death  as  our  appointed  goal 

Thy  anger  drives  us  on, 
To  that  full  period  fixM  at  length 

This  tale  of  life  is  done. 

With  winged  fpeed,  to  ftated  bounds 

And  limits  wc  muft  fly, 
While  feventy  rolling  funs  compleat 

Their  circles  in  the  flcy. 

Or  if  ten  more  around  us  roll, 
'Tis  labour,  woe,  and  ftrife. 

Till  we  at  length  are  quite  drawn  down 
To  the  laft  dregs  of  life. 

But  who,  O  Lord,  regards  thy  wrath. 

Though  dreadful  and  fcverc? 
That  wrath,  whatever  fear  he  feels. 

Is  equal  to  his  fear. 
So  teach  us.  Lord,  to  count  our  days. 

And  eye  their  conftant  race. 
To  meafure  what  we  want  in  time. 

By  wifdom,  and  by  grace. 


Wich 
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With  us  repent,  and  on  our  hearts 

Thy  cholceft  graces  ihed. 
And  Ihower  from  thy  celeftial  throne 

Thy  bleiKngs  on  our  head. 

Oh  !  may  thy  mercy  crown  us  here^ 

And  come  without  delay  j 
Then  our  whole  courfe  of  life  will  feem 

One  glad  triumphant  day. 

Now  the  bleft  years  of  Joy  reftore. 

For  thofe  of  grief  and  ftrife. 
And  with  one  plcafant  drop  allay 

This  bitte|(  draught  of  life. 
Thy  wonders  to  the  world  difplay. 

Thy  fervants  to  adorn. 
That  may  delight  their  future  fons^ 

And  children  yet  unborn  ; 

Thy  beams  of  majefty  difFufe, 

With  them  thy  great  commands^ 
And  bid  profperity  attend 

The  labours  of  our  hands. 

The  139th  Psalm  paraphrafed  in  Miltonlck 
Verfe. 

/^  Dread  Jehovah !  thy  all -piercing  eyes 
^^  Explore  the  motions  of  this  mortal  frame. 
This  tenciiient  of  duft  j  Thy  ftretching  figjit 
Surveys  th^  harmonious  principles^  that  move 

R  s  la 
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In  beauteous  rank  and  order,  to  inform 
This  caflcy  and  animated  mafs  of  day. 
Nor  are  the  profpefts  of  thy  wondrous  fight 
To  this  terreftrial  part  of  mtan  confiAM  $ 
But  fhoot  into  his  foul,  and  there  difcern 
The  firft  materials  of  unfafhion^'d  thought. 
Yet  dim  and  undigefted,  till  the  mind. 
Big  with  the  tender  images,  expands^ 
And,  fwclling,  labours  with  th'  ideal  birth. 

Where-e'er  I  move,  tliy  cares  purfue  my  feet 
Attendant.     When  I  drink  the  dews  of  flecp, 
Stretch'd  on  my  downy  bed,  and  ihei-e  enjoy 
A  fweet  forgetful nefs  of  all  my  toils,        • 
Unfeen,  thy  fovereign  prefenee  guftfds  my  fleep, 
Wafts  all  the  terrors  of  my  dreams  away. 
Sooths  all  my  foul,  cmd  foftens  my  repoTe. 

Before  conception  can  employ  the  tongue. 
And  mould  the  du6lile  images  to  found  | 
Before  imagination  ftands  difplay'd, , 
Thine  eye  the  future  eloquence  can  read. 
Yet  unarray'd  with  fpeech.    Thout  mighty  Lord  ! 
Haft  moulded  man  from  his  congenial  duft, 
And  rpoke  him  into  being  5  while  the  clay, 
Bjnieath  thy  forming  hand,  leap^'d  forth,  infptr*d. 
And  ftarted  into  life  :  through  every  part. 
At  thy  command,  the  wheels  of  motion  playM. 

But  fuch  exalted  knowledge  leaves  below 
And  drops  poor  man  from  its  fuperior  fphere. 
In  vain,  with  reafon''8  ballaft,  would  he  try 
To  fteni  th^  unfathomable  depth  ;  his  bark 
O'er-fetSi  and  founders  in  tlie  vaft  abyfs. 

7  Then 
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Then  whither  (hall  the  rapid  fancy  ran, 
Though  in  its  full  career,  to  fpeed  my  flight 
From  thy  unbounded  prefence  ?  which,  alone. 
Fills  all  the  regions  and  extended  fpace 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  nature  !  Whrtbcr,  Lord  J 
Shall  my  unreinM  imagination  rove. 
To  leave  behind  thy  fpirit,  and  out-fly 
Its  influence,  which,  with  brooding  wings,  out-fpreatl 
HatchM  unfledgM  nature  from  the  dark  profound. 

If  mounted  on  my  towering  thoughts  I  climb 
Into  the  heaven  of  heavens ;  I  there  behold 
The  blaze  of  thy  unclouded  majefty  ! 
In  the  pure  empyrean  thee  I  view. 
High  thronM  above  all  heij^^t,  thy  radiant  flirine^ 
Throng'd  with  the  proftrate  feraphs,  who  receive 
Beatitude  paft  utterance  \  If  I  plunge 
Down  to  the  gloom  of  Tartarus  profound. 
There  too  I  find  thee,  in  the  loweft  bounds- 
Of  Erebus,  and  read  thee,  in  the  fcenes 
Of  complicated  wrath  :  I  fee  thee  clad 
In  all  \he  majefly  of  darknef^  there.- 

If,  on  the  ruddy  morning's  purple  wings' 
Up-born,  with  indefatigable  courfe, 
I  feek  the  glowing  borders  of  the  Eaft, 
Where  the  bright  ftin,  emergent  from  the  deeps. 
With  his  firft  glories  gilds  the  fparkling  Teas, 
And  trembles  o'er  the  waves  5  ev'n  there,  thy  hand 
Shall  through  the  watery  del'ert  guide  my  courfe. 
And  o'er  the  broken  fifrges  pave  my  way, 
While  on  the  dreadful  whirles  I  harg  fecure, 

R  4  And 
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And  mock  the  warring  ocean.    If,  with  hopes^ 
As  fond  as  falfe,  the  darknefs  I  expe6b 
To  hide,  and  wrap  me  in  its  mantling  (hade. 
Vain  were  the  thought :  for  thy  unbounded  ken 
Darts  through  the  thickening  gloom,  and  pries  through  aH 
The  palpable  obfcure-     Before  thy  eyes, 
The  vanqui(hM  night  throws  oiFher  duflcy  ihrowd. 
And  kindles  into  day  :  the  (hade,  and  light* 
To  man  ilill  various,  but  the  fame  to  thee« 
On  thee,  is  all  the  ftru6^ure  of  my  frame 
Dependant.    LockM  within  the  fxlent  womb. 
Sleeping  I  lay,  and  ripening  to  my  birth; 
Yet,  Lord,  thy  out-ftretch'<J  arm  preferv^d  me  there  { 
Before  I  movM  to  entity,  and  trod 
The  verge  of  being.    To  tliy  hallow'd  name 
I  *11  pay  due  honours  :  for  thy  mighty  hand 
Built  this  corporeal  fabrick,  when  it  laid 
The  ground-work  of  exiilence.    Hence,  I  read 
The  wonders  of  thy  art.    This  frame  I  view 
With  terror  and  delight  3  and,  wrapt  in  both, 
I  ftartle  at  myfelf.    My  bone«,  unformM 
As  yet,  nor  hardening  from  the  vifcous  parts. 
But  blended  with  th*  imanimated  mafs. 
Thy  eye  diftin6Uy  view'd  5  and,  while  I  lay 
Within  the  earth,  imperfeft,  nor  perceiv'd 
The  firft  faint  dawn  of  life,  with  eafe  furvey'd 
The  vital  glimmerings  of  the  a£live  feeds, 
Juft  kindlinj^  to  exiftence ;  and  beheld 
My  fubftance  fcarce  material.     In  thy  book, 
Wat  the  fair  model  of  this  ftruiQure  drawn, 

7  V/hm 
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Where  every  part,  in  juft  conne^llon  joined, 
ComposM  and  perfe6l«d  th*  harmonious  piecc^ 
Ere  the  dim  fpeck.  of  being  leamM  to  ftretck 
Its  du£lile  form,  or  entity  had  known 
To  range  and  wanton  in  an  ampler  fpace. 

How  dear,  how  rooted  in  my  inmoft  fou]. 
Are  all  thy  counl'cls,  and  the  various  ways 
Of  thy  eternal  providence !  The  ium 
S3  boundlefs  and  immense,  it  leaves  behind 
The  low  account  of  numbers ;  and  out-flies 
All  that  imagination  e're  conceived. 
Lei's  numerous  are  the  fands  that  crowd  the  fiiores^ 
The  barriers  of  the  ocean.     When  I  rife 
From  my  foft  bed,  and  foftcr  jdys  of  flccp, 
I  rife  to  thee.     Yet  Jo  !  the  impious  flight 
Thy  mighty  wonders.     Shall  the  fons  of  vice  ' 
Elude  the  vengeance  of  thy  wrathful  band, 
And  mock  thy  lingering  thunder^  which  with-holds 
Its  forky  terrors  from  their  guilty  heads  ? 
Thou  great  tremendous  God  !— Avaunt,  and  fly. 
All  ye  who  thirft  for  blood.-— For,  fwola  with  pride. 
Each  haughty  wretch  blafphemes  thy  facred  name» 
And  bellows  his  reproaches  to  affront 
Thy  glorious  Majefty.    Thy  foes  I  hate 
Worfe  than  my  own,  O  Lord  !  Explore  my  foul. 
See  if  a  flaw  or  ftain  of  fin  infe6ls 
My  guilty  thoughts.    Then,  lead  me  in  the  way 
That  guides  my  feet  to  thy  own  heaveo  and  diee. 

Psalm 
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Psalm    the    Hundred   and  Forty-foarth 
Paraphrafed. 

TiiTY  foul,  in  raptures  rife  to  blefs  the  Lord, 

J.VX  vjTho  taught  my  hands  to  draw  the  fatal  fword  ,• 

Led  by  his  arm,  undaunted  I  appear 

In  the  firft  ranks  of  death,  and  front  of  war. 

He  taught  me  firft  the  pointed  fpear  to  wield^ 

And  mow  the  glorious  harved  of  the  field. 

By  him  infpir'd,  from  ftrength  to  ftfcngih  I  paft, 

PlungM  through  the  troops,  and  laid  the  battle  wafte. 

In  him  my  hopes  I  center  and  repofe. 
He  guards  my  life,  and  Ihields  me  from  my  foes. 
He  held  his  ample  buckler  o'er  my  head. 
And  fcrecn'd  me  trembling  in  the  mighty  ihade  ; 
Againft  all  hoftile  violence  and  power, 
He  was  my  fword,  my  bulwark,  and  my  tower. 
He  o'er  my  people  will  maintain  my  fway. 
And  teach  my  willing  fubjefts  to  obey. 

Lord  I  what  is  man,  of  vile  and  humble  birth  ? 
Sprung  with  his  kindred  reptiles  from  the  earth  ? 
That  he  (hould  thus  thy  feci-et  counfels  fhare  ? 
Or  what  his  fon,  who  challenges  thy  care  f 
Why  docs  thine  eye  regard  this  nothing,  man  ? 
His  life  a  point,  his  meafure  but  a  fpan  ? 
The  fancy 'd  pageant  of  a  moment  made. 
Swift  as  a  dream,  and  fleeting  as  a  fhade. 

Come  in  thy  power,  and  leave  tlf  ethereal  plaiA, 
And  to  thy  harnefs'd  tcmpcft  give  the  rein  j 

Yon 
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Yon  ftanry  arch  ftiall  bend  beneath  the  load. 
So  loud  the  chariot,  and  To  great  the  God  I 
Soon  as  his  rapid  wheels  Jehovah  rolls, 
The  folding  ikies  fliall  tremble  to  the  poles : 
Heaven's  gaudy  axle  with  the  world  fliall  fall, 
Leap  from  the  centre,  and  unhinge  the  ball. 

XouchM  by  thy  hands,  the  labouring  hills  expire 
Thick  clouds  of  fmoke,  and  deluges  of  fire  j 
On  tlic  tall  groves  the  red  dcftroyer  preys. 
And  wraps  tV  eternal  mcuntains  in  the  blaze : 
Full  on  my  foes  may  all  thy  lightnings  fly. 
On  purple  pinions  through  the  gloomy  flcy. 

Extend  thy  hand,  thou  kind  all -gracious  Ood, 
Down  from  the  heaven  of  heavens  thy  bright  abode. 
And  ihield  me  from  my  foes,  whofe  towering  pride 
Lowers  like  a  ftorm,  and  gathers  like  a  tide  : 
Againft  ftrange  children  vindicate  my  caafc. 
Who  curfe  thy  name,  and  trample  on  thy  laws  { 
Who  fear  not  vengeance  which  they  never  felt. 
Trained  to  blafpheme,  and  eloquent  in  guilt : 
Their  hands  are  impious,  and  their  deeds  profane. 
They  plead  their  boafted  innocence  in  vain. 

Thy  name  fliall  dwell  for  ever  on  my  tongue. 
And  guide  the  facred  numbers  of  my  fong  j 
To  thee  ray  Mufe  (hall  confecrate  her  lays. 
And  every  note  (hall  labour  in  thy  praife ; 
The  hallowM  theme  ihall  teach  me  how  to  fing. 
Swell  on  the  lyre,  and  tremble  on  the  ihing. 

Oft  has  thy  hand  from  fight  the  monarch  led. 
When  death  flew  mging,  and  thd  battle  bled  j 

And 
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And  fnatch'd  thy  fervant  in  the  laft  defpair 
From  all  the  riling  tumult  of  the  war. 

Againft  ftrange  children  .vindicate  my  caufe. 
Who  curfe  thy  name,  and  trample  on  thy  laws  j 
That  our  fair  fons  may  fmile  in  early  bloom. 
Our  Tons,  the  hopes  of  all  our  years  to  come  : 
Like  plants  that  nursM  by  foftering  fhowers  arife. 
And  lift  their  fpreading  honours  to  the  flcies. 
That  our  chaftc  daughters  may  their  charms  di/play. 
Like  the  bright  pilars  of  our  temple,  gay, 
Poli/hM,  and  tall,  and  fmooth,  and  fair  as  they. 

Piled  up  vyith  plenty  let  our  barns  appear* 
And  burft  with  all  the  feafons  of  the  year  j 
Let  pregnant  flocks  in  every  quarter  bleat. 
And  drop  their  tender  young  in  every  ftrect. 
Safe  from  their  labours  may  our  oxen  come, 
Safe  may  they  bring  the  gathered  fummer  home. 
Oh !  may  no  fighs,  no  ftreains  of  fon'ow  flow^ 
To  (lain  our  triumphs  with  the  tears  of  woe. 

BlefsM  is  the  nation,  how  (Incerely  blefs'd ! 
Of  fuch  unbounded  happinefs  poiTefsM, 
To  whom  Jehovah's  facred  name  is  known. 
Who  claim  the  Cod  of  Ifrael  for  their  own. 


The   Third    Chapter    of  JOB. 

JO  B  cursM  his  birth,  and  bade  bis  cnrfee  flow 
In  words  of  grief,  and  eloquence  of  woe ; 
Loft  be  that  day  which  di-aggM  me  to  my  doora^ 
Recent  to  life,  and  ftrugglipg  from  the  womb  j 
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The  fftcred  poctt »  who  their  labours  fili 
With  picafing  fi£lioD8,  or  with  truths  at  will. 
Their  thoughts  in  bolder  liberties  exprefs^ 
Which  Ipok  more  beauteous  in  a  foreign  dreTs. 
To  ally  unufual  colours  they  impart. 
Nor  bluih,  if  e>r  dete&ed  in  their  art. 

*  Sometimes  beyond  the  bounds  of  truth  diejr  fif. 
And  boldly  lift  their  fubje^i  to  the  0iy ; 
When  with  tumultuous  ihouts  the  heavens  rebound. 
And  all  OJympus  trembles  with  the  found  $ 
Or  with  repeated  accents  they  relate 
The  fall  of  Troy,  and  dwell  upon  her  fate  | 
f  Oh  fire  1  oh  country,  once  with  glory  crowned  ! 
Oh  wretched  race  of  Priam,  once  renown'd  ! 
Oh  Jove  !  fee  Ilion  fmoaking  on  the  ground  ! 

They  now  name  Ceres  for  the  golden  grain, 
Bacchus  for  wine,  and  Neptune  for  th^  main  i 
Or  from  the  father^s  name  point  out  the  fon  5 
Or  for  her  people  introduce  a  town : 
So  when  alann*d  her  natives  dread  their  fates. 
Pale  Afric  ihakes,  and  trembles  through  her  ftatcs  s 
And  fome,  by  Achelous"  ftreaiqs  alone, 
Comprife  the  floods  of  all  tbe  world  in  one. 

X  Lo  I  now  they  ftart  aiide,  and  change  the  ftrain 
To  fancy'd  converfe  with  an  abfent  fwains 
To  grou  and  caverns  all  their  cares  difclofe, 
Or  tell  the  folitary  rocks  their  woes } 

•  The  Hyperbole. 

f  Haec  verba  ex  incerti  nomtais  Pceta  citat  Cicero. 

I  The  Apo^ophe. 
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To  that  original  my  ills  I  owe. 

Heir  of  affli6^ion,  and  the  Ton  of  woe. 

Oh  !  had  I  dy'd  unexercised  in  pain. 

And  wak'd  to  life,  to  fleep  in  death  again  ! 

Why  did  not  Fate  attend  me  at  my  binh» 

And  give  me  back  to  my  congenial  earth  ? 

Why  was  I,  when  an  infant,  foothM  to  reft, 

Lull'd  on  the  knee,  or  hung  upon  the  bnaft  ? 

For  now  the  grave  would  all  my  cares  compel. 

Conceal  my  forrows,  and  inter  my  woes  : 

There  wrapped  and  lock'd  within  his  cold  embrace. 

Safe  had  I  (lumber*d  in  the  arms  of  peace  ; 

There  with  the  mighty  kings,  who  lie  inroird 

In  clouds  of  incenfe,  and  in  beds  of  gold  ; 

There  with  the  princes,  who  in  grandeur  Ihone, 

And  awM  the  trembling  nations  from  the  throne  | 

Affli£led  Job  an  equal  reft  might  have. 

And  (hare  the  dark  retirement  of  the  grave ; 

Or  as  a  Ihapelefs  Embryo  feek  the^omb. 

Rude  and  imperfect  from  the  abortive  womb  i 

Ere  motion^s  early  piinciple  began. 

Or  the  dim  fubftance  kindled  into  man. 
There  from  their  monftrous  crimes  the  wicked  ccafr , 

Their  labouring  guilt  is  weary*d  into  peace } 

There  blended  deep  the  coward  and  the  brave. 

Stretched  with  his  lord,  the  undiftinguiih'd  flavt 

Enjoys  the  common  refuge  of  the  grave. 

An  equal  lot  the  mighty  victor  iharee. 

And  lies  amidft  the  captives  of  his  wars'j 

With 
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"With  hisj  thofe  captives  mingle  their  remains. 
The  fame  in  death,  nor  IcfllnM  by  their  chains, 
"Why  are  we  doomM  to  view  the  genial  ray  ? 
'Why  curft  to  bear  the  painful  light  of  day  ? 

Oh  !  with  what  joy  the  wretches  yield  their  breath  ? 

And  pant  in  bittemefs  of  foul  for  death  ? 

As  a  rich  prize,  tlie  diftant  blifs  they  crave. 

And  find  the  glorious  treafure  in  the  grave. 

Why  is  the.  wretch  condemned  without  relief. 

To  combat  woe,  and  tread  the  round  of  grief, 

AVhom  in  the  toils  of  fate  his  God  has  bound. 

And  drawn  the  line  of  miferies  around  ? 

When  nature  calls  for  aid,  my  fighs  Intrude^ 

My  tears  prevent  my  neceflary  food  t 

Like  a  full  flream  6'crcharg'd,  my  forrows  flow. 

In  bui-fts  of  anguilh,  and  a  tide  of  woe  $ 

For  now  the  dire  afiii£lion  which  I  fled. 

Pours  like  a  roaring  torrent  on  my  head. 

My  terrors  dill  the  phantom  view'd,  and  wrought 

The  dreadful  image  into  every  thought : 

At  length  pluck'd  down,  the  fatal  ilroke  I  feel, 

Andiofe  the  fancy 'd  in  the  real  ill. 

The  Twcnty-Fifth'Chapter  of  Job,  Paraphrafed. 

^np  HEN  will  vain  man  complain  and  murmur  ftil] ? 
*•    And  ftand  oh  terms  with  his  Creator's  will  ? 
Shall  this  high  privilege  to  clay  be  given  ? 
Shall  dud  arraign  the  providence  of  heaven  ? 

Witli 
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With  rfafon's  line  the  boundlefs  di fiance  fcan  ; 
Oppofe  heaven's  awful  majefty  to  man. 
To  what  a  length  his  vaft  dominions  ran  ? 
How  far  beyond  the  journeys  of  the  fun  ? 
He  hung  yon'  golden  balls  of  light  on  high. 
And  launched  the  planets  through  the  liquid  fky  r 
To  rolling  worlds  he  markM  the  certain  fpace, 
Fixt  and  fnftain'd  the  elemental  peace. 

Unnumber'd  as  thofe  worlds  his  armies  move. 
And  the  gay  legrons  guard  his  realms  above ; 
High  o'ef  th'  ethereal  plains,  the  myiiads  rife. 
And  pour  their  flaming  ranks  along  the  fkies  t 
From  their  bright  arms  inceffant  fplendors  ftream^ 
And  the  wide  azure  kindles  with  the  gleam. 

To  this  low  world  he  bids  the  light  repair, 
Down  through  the  gulphs  of  undulating  an*: 
For  man  he  taught  the  glorious  fun  to  roll. 
From  his  bright  barrier  to  his  weftem  goal. 

How  then  fhall  man,  thus  infolently  proud. 
Plead  with  his  Judge,  and  combat  with  his  God  > 
How  from  his  mortal  mother  can  he  come, 
UnftainM  from  fin,  untin^ur'd  from  the  womb  ? 

The  Lord  from  his  fublime  empyreal  throne* 
As  a  dark  globe,  regards  the  fiiver  moon-. 
'  Thofe  ilars,  that  grace  the  wide  celeftial  plain» 
Are  but  the  humbleft  fweepings  of  his  train  ^ 
Dim  are  the  brighteft  fplendors  of  the  ikyj, 
And  the  fun  darkens  in  Jehovah's  eye. 
But  does  not  fin  diffufe  a  fouler  ftain. 
And  thickf r  darknefs  cloud  the  foul  of  flsan  ? 


Shall 


JOB,  CHAP.  XXV.  Paraphrased.    2^57 

Shall  he  the  depths  of  endlefs  wifdom  know  ? 

This  fhort-Iiv'd  fovercign  of  the  world  below  ? 

His  frail-  original  confounds  his  boaft> 

Sprung  from  the  ground,  and  quickenM  from  the  duft. 

The  Song  of  Mo  s  e  s,  in  the  Fifteenth  Chapter 
of  Ex o D. u  s,  Faraphrafed. 

'TT^ HE N  to  the  Lord,  the  vaft  triumphant  throng 
-*•     Of  IfraePs  fons,  with  Mofes,  rais'd  the  fong. 

To  God  our  grateful  accents  will  we  raife, 
And  every  tongue  ihall  celebrate  his  praife  : 
Behold  difplay'd  the  wonders  of  his  might  j 
Behold  the  Lord  triumphant  in  the  fight ! 
With  what  immortal  fame  and  glory  grac'd ! 
What  trophies  raisM  amid  the  watery  wafte! 
How  did  his  power  the  fteeds  and  riders  fweep 
IngulphM  in  heaps,  and  whelm'd  beneath  the  deep  ? 

Whom  ihould  we  fear,  while  he,  heaven's  awful  Lord^ 
Uniheaths  for  Ifrael  hi&  avenging  fword  ? 
His  outilretch'd  arm,  and  tutelary  care» 
Guarded  and  favM  us  in  the  laft  defpairr 
His  mercy  eas*d  us  from  our  circling  pains, 
Unbound  our  ihackles,  and  unlocked  our  chain*. 
To  him  our  God,  our  Fathers  God,  Til  reai: 
A  facred  temple,  and  adore  him  there. 
With  vows  and  incenfe,.  facrifice  and  prayer. 

The  Lord  commands  in  war ;  his  roatcblefs  might 
Hangs  out  and'guides  the  balance  of  the  fight: 
By  him  the  war  the  mighty  leaders  form. 
And  teach  the  hovering  tumult  where  to  ftorm#- 

S  Hid^ 
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His  Name,  O  Ifrae],  Heaven^s  Eternal  Lord, 
For-evcr  fconourM,  reverenced,  and  ador'd. 

When  to  the  fight  from  JBgypVi  fruitful  foil^ 
Pour'd  forth  in  myriads  all  the  Tons  of  Nile} 
The  Lord  overthrew  the  courfer  and  the  car. 
Sunk  Pharaoh's  pride,  and  o^erwhelmM  his  war* 
Beneath  th*  encumbered  deeps  his  legions  lay. 
For  many  a  league  impurpling  all  the  fea: 
The  chiefs,  and  fteeds,  and  warriors  whirf'd  around. 
Lay  mid  ft  the  roarings  of  the  furges  drown'd. 

Who  (hall  thy  power,  thou  mighty  God,  withftand, 
And  check  the  force  of  thy  viftorious  hand  ? 
Thy  hand,  which  red  with  wrath  in  terror  rofe. 
To  crufti  that  day  thy  proud  ^.gyptian  foes. 
Struck  by  that  hand,  their  drooping  fquadrons  fall. 
Crowding  in  death  ;  one  fate  b'erwhelms  them  all. 

Soon  as  thy  anger,  charg'd  with  vengeance,  came. 
They  funk  lilce  ftubble  crackling  in  the  flame. 
At  thy  dread  voice  the  fummon'd  billows  crowd. 
And  a  ftill  filence  lulls  the  wondering  flood  : 
Roll'd  up,  the  cryftal  ridges  ftrike  the  fkies. 
Waves  peep  6'er  waves,  and  feas  o'er  feas  arife. 
Around  in  heaps  the  liitening  furges  ftand, 
Mute  and  obfervant  of  the  high  co?nmand. 
CongeaPd  with  fear  attends  the  watery  ti*ain, 
Rouz'd  from  the  fecret  chambers  of  the  main. 

With  favage  joy  the  fons  of  ^gypt  cry'd, 
(Vail  were  their  hopes,  and  bound lefs  was  their  pride) 
Let  us  purfue  thofe  fugitives  of  Nile, 
This  fervile  nation,  and  divide  the  fpoll : 

And 
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And  fpread  fo  wide  the  (laughter,  till  their  blood 
Dyes  with  a  flronger  red  the  blulhing  flood. 
Oh  !  what  a  copious  prey  their  hofts  afford, 
To  glut  and  fatten  the  devouring  fword  1 

As  thus  the  yawning  gulf  the  boafters  pafs^'dj 
At  thy  command  rufli'd  forth  the  raprd  blaft.  , 

Then,  at  the  fignal  given,  with  dreadful  fway, 
In  one  huge  heap  roU'd  down  the  roaring  feaj 
And  now  the  difintangled  waves  divide. 
Unlock  their  folds,  and  thaw  the  frozen  tide. 
The  deeps  alarm'd  call  terribly  from  far 
The  loud,  embattled  furges  to  the  war; 
Till  her  proud  fons  aftonifli'd  -^gypt  found, 
Cover'd  with  billows,  and  in  tempefts  drown*d* 

What  God  can  emulate  thy  power  divine. 
Or  who  oppofe  his  miracles  to  thine  ? 
When  joyful  we  adore  thy  glorious  name, 
Thy  trembling  foes  confefs  their  fear  and  Hiame. 
The  world  attends  thy  abfolute  command. 
And  nature  waits  the  wonders  of  thine  hand. 
That  hand,  extended  o'er  the  fwellir.g  fea, 
The  confcious  billows  reverence  and  obey. 
O'er  the  devoted  race  the  furges  fweep. 
And  whelm  the  guilty  nation  in  the  deep. 
That  hand  redeem'd  us  from  our  fervlle  toil, 
And  each  infulting  tyrant  of  the  Nile  ; 
Our  nation  came  beneath  ihvit  mighty  hand. 
From  ^Egypt's  realms,  to  Canaan's  facred  land. 
Thou  wert  their  Guide,  their  Saviour,  and  their  God, 
To  fmooth  the  way,  and  clear  the  dreadful  road. 

Si  The 
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The  dlftant  kingdoms  fhall  thy  wonders  hear^ 
The  fierce  Philiflines  (ball  confefs  their  fear  ^ 
Thy  fame  /hall  over  Edom^s  princes  fprcad. 
And  Moab's  kings,  the  univerfal  di-ead  ; 
While  the  vaft  fcenes  of  miracles  impart 
A  thrilling  horror  to  the  braveft  heart. 
As  through  the  world  the  gathering  terror  runs,. 
Canaan  (hall  (brink,  and  tremble  for  his  Tons. 
Till  thou  haft  Jacob  from  his  bondage  brought^ 
At  fnch  a  vaft  expence  of  V'onders  bought. 
To  Canaan's  promisM  realms  and  bleft  abodes. 
Led  through  the  dark  receffes  of  the  floods. 
CrownM  with  their  tribes  (hall  proud  Moriah  rife. 
And  rear  his  fummit  nearer  to  the  (kies» 

Through  ages.  Lord,  (hall  ftretch  thy  boundlefs  power. 
Thy  throne  (hall  ftand  when  Time  (hall  be  no  more  t 
For  Pharaoh's  fteeds,  and  cars,  and  warlike  train, 
Leap'd  in,  and  boldly  rangM  the  Tandy  plain.. 
While  in  the  dreadful  road,  and  defart  way. 
The  (hining  crowds  of  gafping  fi(hes  lay  : 
Till,  all  around  with  liquid  toils  befet, 
The  Lord  fwept  o'er  their  heads  the  watery  net. 
He  freed  the  ocean  from  his  fecret  chain. 
And  on  each  hand  difcharg'd  the  thundering  main». 
The  loofen'd  billows  burft  from  every  fide. 
And  whelm  the  war  and  v?arriors  in  the  tidej. 
But  on  each  hand  the  folid  billows  (lood. 
Like  lofty  mounds  to  check  the  raging  flood  y 
Till  the  bleft  race  to  promised  Canaan  paft 
O'er  the  dry  path,  and  trod.  thcL  watery  wafte*^ 

The 
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The  Third   Ode  of  tlie  Second  Book  of 
HORACE,   Paraphrafed. 

LE  T  the  brave  youth  be  trained,  the  ftings 
Of  poverty  to  bear, 
And  in  the  fchool  of  want  be  taught 
The  exercife  of  wai*. 

Let  him  be  pra^lls'd  in  his  bloom. 

To  liften  to  alarms. 
And  learn  proud  Parthia  to  fubdue 

With  un refilled  arms. 
The  hoftile  tyrant's  beauteous  bride, 

Dii!ra6led  with  defpair. 
Beholds  him  pouring  to  the  fight. 

And  thundering  through  the  war. 
As  from  the  battlements  (lie  views 

The  flaughter  of  his  fword. 
Thus  (liall  the  fair  cxprefs  her  grief. 

And  terrors  for  her  Lord : 

Look  down,  ye  gracious  powers,  from  heaven. 

Nor  let  my  con  fort  go, 
JRude  in  the  arts  of  war,  to  fight 

This  formidable  foe. 
Oh !  not  with  half  that  dreadful  rage 

The  royal  favage  flies. 
When,  at  the  flighteft  touch,  he  fprings 

And  darts  upon  his  prize. 

S  3  How 
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How  fair,  how  comely  are  our  wounc^i. 

In  cur  dear  country's  caufe ! 
What  fan>e  attends  the  glorious  fate. 

That  props  our  dying  laws ! 
For  death's  cold  hand  arrefts  the  fear& 

That  haunt  tht  coward's  mind ; 
Swift  (he  purfues  the  flying  wretch, - 

And  wounds  him  from  behind. 
Bravely  regardlefs  of  difgrace. 

Bold  virtue  ftands  alone. 
With  pure  unfully'd  glory  fliines. 

And  honours  ftiU  her  own. 

From  the  dark  grave,  and  filent  duft. 

She  bids  her  fons  arife. 
And  to  the  radiant  train  unfolds 

The  portals  of  the  (kies. 

Now,  with  triumphant  wings,  /he  foars. 

Above  the  realms  of  day. 
Spurns  the  dull  earth,  and  groveling  crowct. 

And  towers  th'  ethereal  way. 

With  her  has  filence  a  reward. 

Within  the  blefsM  abodes. 
That  holy  filence  whirh  conceals 

The  fecrets  of  the  Gods. 

But  with  a  wretch  I  would  not  live. 

By  facrilege  prophan'd, 
Nor  lodge  beneatli  one  roof,  nor  bunch 

One  veflfel  from  the  land : 

For, 
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For,  blended  with  the  bad,  the  good 

The  common  ftrcke  have  felt. 
And  heaven's  dire  vengeance  ftnick  alike 

At  innocence  and  guilt. 

The  wrath  divine  purfues  the  wretch. 

At  prefent  lame,  and  flow. 
But  yet,  though  tardy  to  advance. 

She  gives  the  furer-blowr- 

• 
The  Third    Ode    of  the  Fourth  Book  of 
HORACE,    Paraphrafed. 

"^TI7H O  M  firff,  Melpomene,  thy  eye 

^  ^     With  friendly  afpecl  views. 
Shall  from  his  cradle  rife  renowned. 
And  facred  to  the  Mufe. 

Nor  to  the  Ifthmian  games  his  fame 

And  deathlefs  triumphs  owe  j 
Nor  (hall  he  wear  the  verdant  vnneatb. 

That  ihades  the  champion's  brow. 
Nor  in  the  wide  Elaeao  plains 

Fatigue  the  courfer's  fpeedj 
Nor  through  the  glorious  cloud  of  duil. 

Provoke  the  bounding  ftccd. 
Nor,  as  an  haughty  vi£lor,  mount 

The  Capitolian  heights. 
And  proudly  dedicate  to  Jove 

The  trophies  of  bis  fights. 

S  4.  Becaufc 
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Becaufe  his  thunde;ring  hand  in  war 

Has  checkM  the  fwelling  tide 
Of  the  ftcrn  tyrant's  power,  and  broke 

The  meafures  of  his  pride. 

But  by  fweet  Tyb»r's  groves  and  ftream« 

His  glorious  theme  purfues, 
And  fcorns  the  laurels  of  the  war, 

Tor  thofe  that  crown  the  Mufe. 

There  in  the  moft  retired  retfcats. 

He  fets  his  charming  fong, 
To  the  fweet  harp  which  Sappho  touch'4 

Or  bold  Alcaeus  ftrung. 

Ranked  by  thy  fons.  Imperial  Rome, 

Among  the  poet's  quire. 
Above  the  reach  of  envy's  hand 

I  fafcly  may  afpire. 

Thou  facrcd  Mufe,  whofe  artfifl  hand 

Can  teach  the  bard  to  fmg  | 
Can  animate  the  golden  lyre, 

And  wake  the  living  firing  : 

Thou,  by  whdfe  mighty  power,  may  fmg^ 

In  unaccuftom'd  ftrains. 
The  filent  fifties  in  the  floods. 

As  on  their  banks  the  fwans. 

To  thee  T  owe  ray  fpreading  fame. 
That  thoufan^s,  as  they  gaze, 
.  Make  me  their  wonder's  common  theme. 
And  objcft  of  their  praife. 


If 


HORACE,   ODE  III.  B.  IV.  265 

^f  firft  I  ftruck  the  Leibian  lyre. 

No  fame  belongs  to  me  $ 
T  owe  my  honours,  when  I  pleafe^ 

(If  e'er  I  fleafe)  to  thee. 

On  the  approaching  Congress  of  C  a  m  b  r  a  y. 
Written  in  1721. 

XT'  E  patriots  of  the  world,  whofe  cares  combined 
■*     Confult  the  public  welfare  of  mankind. 
One  moment  let  the  crowding  kingdoms  wait. 
And  Europe  in  fufpence  attend  her  fate. 
Which  turns  on  your  great  councils  5  nor  refufe 
To  hear  the  ftrains  of  the  prophetic  Mufe  5 
Who  fees  thofe  councils  with  a  generous  care 
•Heal  the  wide  wounds,  and  calm  the  rage  of  war  j 
She  fees  new  verdure  all  the  plain  o*erfpread. 
Where  the  fight  bum'd,  and  where  the  battle  bled. 
The  fields  of  death  a  fofter  fcene  difclofe. 
And  Ceres  fmilcs  where  iron  harvefts  rofe. 
The  bleating  flocks  along  the  baftion  pafs. 
And  from  the  awful  ruins  crop  the  grafs. 
Freed 'from  his  fears,  each  unmolefted  fwain. 
In  peaceful  furrows  cuts  the  fatal  plain  ; 
Turns  the  high  bulwark  and  afpiring  mcund. 
And  fees  the  camp  with  all  the  feafons  crown'd. 
■Beneath  each  clod,  bright  bumifh'd  arms  appear  5 
Each  furrow  glitters  with  the  pride  of  war  5 
The  fields  refound  and  tinkle  as  they  break, 
-And  the  keen  faulchion  rings  againft  the  rake  5 

At 
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At  reft  beneath  the  hanging  ramparts  laid. 
He  fmgs  fecurely  in  the  dreadM  fhade. 

Hark !— o'er  the»feas,  the  Britifli  lions  roar 
Their  monarches  fame  to  every  dtftant  (hore : 
Swift  on  their  canvafs  wings  his  navies  go,         ^ 
Where-evcr  rides  can  roll,  or  winds  can  blow  j 
Their  fails  within  the  arftic  circle  rife, 
Led  by  the  ftars  that  gild  the  northern  fkies  ; 
Ten^pt  frozen  feas,  nor  fear  the  driving  blaft. 
But  fwell  exulting  ©""er  the  hoary  wafte  j 
O'er  the  wide  ocean  hold  fupreme  command. 
And  aftive  commerce  fpread  through  every  land  s 
Or  with  full  pride  to  fouthern  regions  run, 
To  diftant  worlds,  on  t'other  fide  the  fun ; 
And  plow  the  tides,  where  odoriferous  gales 
Perfume  the  fmiling  waves,  and  ftretcb  the  bellying  fails. 

See !  the  proud  merchant  leek  the  precious  ihore. 
And  trace  the  winding  veins  of  giftteiing  ore  j 
Low  in  the  earth  his  wondering  eyes  behold 
Th'  imperfeft  metal  ripenifng  into  gold. 
The  mountains  tremble  with  alternate  rays. 
And  caft  at  oxK:e  a  ihadow  and  a  blaze  i 
StreakM  o'er  with  gold,  the  pebbles  flame  around. 
Gleam  o*er  the  foil,  and  gild  the  tinkling  ground  $ 
Charg'd  with  the  glorious  prize,  his  f  effels  come. 
And  in  proud  triumph  bring  an  India  home. 

Fair  Concord,  hail ;  thy  wings  o'er  Brunfwkk  fpread. 
And  with  thy  olives  crown  his  laureVd  bead. 
Come  ;  in  thy  moft  didingurih'd  charms  appear  j 
Oh !  come,  and  bolt  the  iron-gates  of  war. 

5  The 
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The  fight  ibiK^s  ftiU  when  Bruafwick  bids  it  ceafe. 
The  monarch  fpeaks,  and  gives  the  woyld  a  peace  j 
Like  awful  ju^ce,  fits  fuperior  ]ord> 
To  poife  the  balance,  or  to  draw  the  fword  5 
In  due  fufpenfe  the  janlng  reaims  to  keep, 
And  hufli  the  tumults  of  the  world  to^  fleep. 
Now  witli  a  brighter  face*  and  nobler  ray. 
Shine  forth,  tlwu  Source  of  light,  and  God  of  day  j 
Say,  didft  thou  evei-  in  thy  bright  career* 
Light  up  before  a  more  diftinguifli'd  year  ? 
Through  all  thy  journeys  paft  thou  canft  not  fee 
A  perfeft  image  of  what  this  ftiall  be : 
Scarce  the  Platoivic  year  fliall  this  renevr. 
Or  keep  the  bright  original  in  view. 

The  Fable   of 

The    young  MAN   and  his  CAT. 

A  Haplefs  youth,  whom  fates  averfe  had  drove 
^^  To  a  ftrange  paflion,  and  prepofterous  love, 
Long'd  to  pofTefs  his  pufs's  fpottcd  charms, 
And  hug  the  tabby  beauty  in  his  arms. 
To  what  odd  whimfies  love  inveigles  men  ? 
Stire  if  the  boy  was  ever  blind,  'twas  then. 
Rack'd  with  his  pafTion,  and  in  deep  defpalr, 
The  youth  to  Venus  thus  addrcil  his  prayer. 
O  queen  of  beauty,  fince  thy  Cupid's  dart 
Kas  firM  my  foul,  and  rankles  in  my  heart ; 
Since  doomM  to  burn  in  this  unhappy  flame. 
From  thee  at  leaft  a  remedy  I  claim  j 

If 
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If  on  ce,  to  blef$  Pigmalion's  longing  arms. 
The  marble  foftcnM  into  living  charms  5 
And  warm  with  life  tke  purple  current  ran 
In  circling  (beams  through  every  flinty  vein  5 
If,  with  his  own  creating  hands  difplay'd. 
He  hugg'd  the  ftatue,  and  embracM  a  maid  ; 
And  with  the  breathing  image  firM  his  heart. 
The  pride  of  nature,  and  the  boaft  of  art : 
Hear  my  requeft,  and  crown  my  wondrous  flame. 
The  fame  its  nature,  be  thy  gift  the  famej 
Give  me  the  like  unufual  joys  to  prove. 
And  though  irregular,  -indulge  my  love. 

Delighted  Venus  heard  the  moving  prayer. 
And  foon  refolv'd  to  eafe  the  lover's  care. 
To  fet  Mifs  Tabby  off  with  every  grace. 
To  drefs,  and  fit  her  for  the  youth's  embrace. 

Now  flie  by  gradual  change  her  form  forfook, 
Firft  her  round  face  an  oval  figure  took  j 
The  roguifh  dimples  next  his  heart  beguile. 
And  each  grave  whifker  foften'd  to  a  fmiltj 
Unufual  ogles  wanton'd  in  her  eye. 
Her  folemn  purring  dwindled  to  a  figh  : 
Sudden,  a  huge  hoop-petticoat  difplay'd, 
A  wide  circumference  !  intrenched  the  maid. 
And  for  the  tail  in  waving  circles  playM. 
Her  fur,  as  deftin\l  ftill  her  charms  to  deck. 
Made  for  her  hands  a  muff,  a  tippet  for  her  neck. 

In  the  fine  lady  now  her  ffitipe  was  loft. 
And  by  fuch  ftrange  degrees  (he  grew  a  toaft  j 
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"Was  all  for  ombre  now ;  and  who  but  fhc, 
To  talk  of  modes  and  fcandal  o'er  her  tcaj 
To  fettle  every  faftiion  of  the  fex. 
And  run  through  all  the  female  politics } 
To  fpend  her  time  at  toilet  and  bafTet, 
To  play,  to  flaunt,  to  flutter,  and  coquet  i 
From  a  grave  thinking  moufer,  flie  was  growi> 
The  gayefl  flirt  that  coach'd  it  round  the  town» 

But  fee  how  often  forae  intruding  woe, 
Nips  all  our  blooming  profpe^ls  at  a  blow  ! 
For  as  the  youth  his  lovely  confort  led 

To,  the  dear  pleafures  of  the  nuptial  bed, 

Jufl  on  that  inflant  from  an  inner  houfe. 

Into  the  chamber  popt  a  heedlefs  roouie. 
.    Mifs  Tabby  faw,  and  brooking  no  delay. 

Sprung  from  the  flaeets,  and  feiz'd  the  trembling  prsy.^ 

Nor  did  the  bride,  in  that  ill-fated  hour, 

Refleft  that  all  her  m^ufing-days  were  o'er. 

The  youth,  aftonifli'd,  felt  a  new  defpair, 

Ixion-like  he  grafp'd,  and  grafp'd  but  air  5 

He  faw  his  vows  and  prayers  in  vain  beftow'd,» 

And  loft  the  jilting  goddeis  in  a  cloud. 


To 
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To  Mr.  POPE,    on  his    Translation  of 
Homer's    Iliad. 

j'T^  I S  true,  what  famM  Pythagoras  Tnaintain*d, 
*■     That  fowls  departed  in  new  bodies  reign'd  s 
"We  mull  approve  the  do6brine,  fmce  we  fee 
The  foul  of  godlike  Homer  breathe  in  thee. 
Old  Ennius  firft,  then  Virgil  felt  her  fires  j 
But  now  a  Brifi(h  Poet  (he  infpires. 

To  you,  O  Pope,  the  Hneal  right  extenrfl. 
To  you  th'  hereditary  Mufe  defcends. 
At  a  vaft  diftance  we  of  Homer  heard. 
Till  you  brought  in,  and  naturalized  the  Bard  ; 
Bade  him  our  Englifli  rights  and  freedom  claim. 
His  voice,  his  habit,  and  his  air  the  fame. 
Now  in  the  migbty  Granger  we  rejoice. 

And  Britain  thanks  thee  with  a  public  voice. 
See  !  too  the  Poet,  a  majcftic  fhade. 

Lifts  up  in  awful  pomp  his  laurelM  head. 

To  thank  his  fucceffor,  who  fets  him  free 

From  the  vile  bands  of  Hobbes  and  Ogilby  ; 

Who  vext  his  venerable  allies  more, 

Than  his  ungrateful  Greece,  the  living  Bard  before. 
While  Homer's  thoughts  in  thy  bold  lines  are  fliown. 

Though  worlds  contend,  we  claim  him  for  our  own  j 

Our  blooming  boys  proud  Ilion*s  fate  bewail ; 

Our  lifping  babes  repeat  the  dreadful  tale, 

Ev'n  in  their  (lumbers  they  purfue  the  theme, 

Start,  and  enjoy  a  fight  in  every  dream. 
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By  turns  the  chief  aiid  bard  tlt^ir  fouls  mflamCy 
And  every  little  boAnn  beats  j&r  fame. 
Thus  fhall  they  learn  (as  fntwee  tines  will  fee) 
From  him  to  conquer,  or  to  write  from  thee. 

In  every  hand  we  fee  the  glorious  ibn^, 
And  Homer  is  the  theme  of  every  tongue. 
Parties  in  ftate  poetic  fchemes  employ. 
And  Whig  and  Tory  fide  with  Greece  and  Troy ; 
Neglect  their  feuds ;  and  feem  more  zealous  grown 
To  pufli  thoie  countries  interefts  than  their  own. 
Our  bufieft  politicians  have  forgot 
How  Somers  counfelM,  and  how  Marlborough  fought  $ 
But  o'er  their  fettling  coffee  gravely  tell, 
'What  Neftor  fpoke,  and  how  brave  Hector  fell. 
Opr  fofteft  beaux  and  coxcombs  you  infpire. 
With  Oiaueus^  courage,  and  Achilles*  £re. 
Now  they  veient  af&onts  which  once  they  bore. 
And  draw  thofe  fwords  that  ne'er  were  drawn  before : 
Nay,  ev'n  our  belles,  informed  how  Homer  writ. 
Learn  thence  to  criticize  on  modern  wit. 

Let  the  mad  criticks  to  their  fide  f  ngage 
The  envy,  pride,  and  dulneft  of  the  age  s 
In  vain  they  curfe,  in  vain  they  pine  and  mourn. 
Back  on  themfelves  their  arrows  will  return  ; 
Whoe'er  would  thy  eftablifti'd  fame  deface, 
Are  but  immortal iz'd  to  their  difgrace. 
Live,  and  enjoy  their  fpight,  and  (hare  that  fate. 
Which  would,  if  Homer  liv'd,  on  Homer  wait. 

And  lo !  his  fecond  labour  claims  thy  care, 
UlyiTes'  toils  fucceed  Achilles'^war; 

Hafte 
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Hafte  to  the  work ;  the  ladies  long  to  fee 

The  pious  frauds  of  chafte  Penelope. 

Helen  they  long  have  feen,  whofe  guilty  charmr 

For  ten  whole  years  engag'd  the  world  in  arms. 

Then,  as  thy  fame  ihall  fee  a  length  of  days. 

Some  future  Bard  ihall  tluis  record  thy  praife  : 

**  In  thofe  bleft  times  when  fmiling  heaven  and  fats 

"  Had  raisM  Britannia  to  her  happieft  ftate, 

«  When  wide  around,  fhe  faw  the  world  fubmit^ 

<<  And  own  her  fons  fupreme  in  arts  and  wit  j 

<*  Then  Pope  and  Dryden  brought  in  triumph  home^- 

<«  The  pride  of  Greece,  and  ornament  of  Rome  3 

"  To  the  great  talk  each  bold  tranilator  came, 

<<  With  Virgirs  judgment,  and  with  Homer^s  flame ; 

**  Here  the  pleasM  Mantuan  fwan  was  taught  to  foar^ 

<(  Where  fcarce  the  Roman  eagles  towered  before : 

**  And  Greece  no  more  was  Homer^s  native  earth, 

<«  Though  her  feven  rival  cities  claimed  his  birth  5 

«'  On  her  feven  cities  he  IcokM  down  with  fcorn, 

**  And  own'd  witlv  pride  he  was  in  Britain  bonii" 

Part  of  the  First  ^  n  e  i  i>  of  V I  R  G  I  L. 

tranflated. 

ARMS  and  the  man  I  ilng,  the  fii*(l  who  driveiw 
By  fate  from  Troy,  the  fugitive  of  heaven^ 
On  land  and  fea  by  toils  and  tempefts  toft^ 
Came  to  the  Latian  and  Lavinian  coaft; 
'  ForcM  by  the  Gods  inceffant  wars  to  wage^ 
And  urg'd  by  Juno's-  unrelenting  rage  j 

ITje 
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Er«  he  could  raifc  his  town,  and  fix  the  Gods 
He  brought  from  I'roy  in  Italy's  abodes ; 
Hence  our  fam'd  Latian  line,  and  fenates  come. 
Hence  rofe  the  lofty  walk  and  towers  of  Rome. 

Say,  Mu(^,  what  caufes  could  fo  far  incenfe 
Celeftial  poivcrs,  and  what  the  dire  oflTence 
That  movM  heaven's  awful  empreft  to  impo/c. 
On  fudi  a  pious  prince,  fuch  endlels  woes  ? 
By  fuch  a  round  of  toils  fo  long  diilreft  : 
Can  rage  fo  fienfe  inflame  an  heavenly  brcaft  > 

Agtinft  tV  Italian  coaft,  of  ancient  fame 
A  city  ftood,  and  Carthage  was  the  name « 
A  Tynan  colony ;  from  Tyber  far. 
Rich,  bi-ave,  and  praftisM  in  the  arts  of  war : 
Which  Juno  far  above  all  realms,  above 

Her  own  dear  Samos,  honourM  with  her  love ; 

Hwc  ftood  her  chariot,  here  her  armour  lay. 
Here  (he  defign'd,  would  deftiny  give  way, 

Ev'b  then  the  feat  of  univerfal  fway. 

But  of  a  race  flie  heard,  that  fhould  deftroy 

The  Tyrian  towers,  a  race  deriv'd  from  Troy ; 

Who  proud  in  arms,  triumphant  by  their  fwords. 

Should  rife  in  time,  theworld"'s  viflorious  lords  j 

OrdainM  by  fate  her  Libya  to  fubdue. 

And  on  her  ruin'd  empire  raife  a  new. 

This  fearM  the  goddefs  5  and  in  mind  flie  bore 

Th^  late  long  war  her  fury  rais'd  before 

For  Greece  at  Troy  j.  nor  was  her  wrath  refign'd. 

But  every  caufe  hung  heavy  on  her  mind. 

T  Her 
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Her  iDJurM  form>  and  Paris^  judgment  roll 

Deep  in  her  breaft,  and  kindle  all  her  foul  i 

Th^  immortal  honours  of  the  raviihM  boy  j 

And,  laft»  the  whole  detefted  race  of  Troy. 

With  all  thcfe  motives  fir'd,  from  Latium  far 

She  drove  the  relicks-  of  the  Grecian  wai* ; 

Fate  urg'd  their  courfe  j  and  long  they  wandered  o'er 

The  boundlefs  ocean,  toft  from  ftiore  to  (hore  i 

So  vaft  the  work  to  build  fo  vaft  a  frame> 

And  raife  the  glories  of  the  Roman  name. 

Scarce  from  SIctiia's  fhores  the  ihouting  train 
Spread  their  broad  fails,  and  plowed  the  foaoiy  main; 
When  haughty  Juno  thus  her  rage  expreft  j. 
Th^  eternal  wound  (till  rankling  ia  her  breaft. 

Then  muft  I  ftop  ?  are  all  my  labours  vain  ?. 
And  mvL&  this  Trojan  prince  in  Latium  reign  ? 
The  Fates,  I  find,  may  baffle  Juno's  aims  j 
And  why  could  Pallas,  with  avenging  flames^ 
Bum  a  whole  navy  of  the  Grecian  ihips. 
And  plunge  the  fcatterM  Argives  in  the  deeps  ? 
She,  for  the  crime  of  Ajax,  from  above 
Launched  through  the  clouds  the  fiery  bolts  of  Jove  > 
Difperft  his  fleet,  and  as  her  tempeft  flew, 
ExposM  the  Oceania  inraoft  deeps  to  view. 
Then,  while  transfixed  the  blafted  wretch  expires. 
Flames  from  his  bread,  and  fires  fucceeding  fires^i. 
SnatchM  in  a  whirlwind,  with  a  fudden  fiiock 
She  hurrd  him  headlong  on  a  polflted  rock. 
But  I,  who  move  fupreme  in  heaven's  abodes^ 
Jove's  (Ifter-wifeji  and  emprefs  of  the  Gods,, 

With 
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AVith  this  one  nation  rouft  a  war  maintain 
So  many  years ;  and  wage  that  war  in  vain. 
And  BOW  what  fuppliants  will  invoke  my  narae» 
Adore  my  power,  or  bid  my  altars  flame  ? 

Thus  fir'd  with  rage  the  furious  Goddefs  flite 
To  dark  ^olia  from  the  diflant  (kies  \    . 
The  native  regionof  the  ftorms  ihe  finds, 
AVhere  In  huge  gloomy  caves  their  tyrant  bind* 
The  bluftering  tcmpefts,  and  relu6lant  winds  5 
"Whofe  rage  imperial  ^olus  reftrains, 
AVhh  rocky  dungeons,  and  with  heaps  of  chains; 
AVhile  they,  within  the  fpacious  hollow  pent. 
Roar  round  the  cave,  and  ftruggle  for  a  vent. 
From  his  high  throne,  their  fury  to  afTwage, 
He  waves  his  fceptre,  and  controls  their  rage  t 
Or,  down  the  void  their  rapid  whirls  had  dnven 
Earth,  air,  and  ocean,  and  the  heights  of  heaven. 
But  Jove,  the  mighty  ruin  to  prevent. 
In  gloomy  caves  the  airy  captives  pent, 
O'er  their  wild  rage  the  ponderous  rocks  he  fpread. 
And  hurl'd  huge  heaps  of  mountains  on  their  head  s 
And  gave  a  king  commiffion'd  to  reftraiiv. 
And  curb  the  tempeft,  or  to.  loofe  the  rein. 

Whom  thus  the  queen  addrefsM  j  Since  mighty  Jove 
The  king  of  men,  and  fire  of  Gods  above^ 
Has  given  thee,  ^olus,  the  power  to  raife 
Storms  at  thy  fovereign  will,,  or  fmooth  the  feas  f 
A  race,  I  long  have  laboured  to  deftroy. 
Waft  to  Hcfperia  the  remains  o£  Troy. 

T  2  Ev'n 
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Ev'n  now  thchr  navy  cuts  the  Tbnfcan  floods. 
Charged  with  their  exiles,  and  their  vanqui(h*d  Gods. 
Add  rage  to  all  thy  winds ;  o^rwhelm  their  fliips, 
Difperfe  or  drown  the  wetches  in  the  deeps. 
Twice  ieven  bright  nymphs  of  beauteous  Aiape  are 

mine, 
For  thy  rewaixl  the  faireft  I  'II  refign. 
And  make  tlie  charming  Deiopeia  thine  f 
She,  on  thy  bed,  long  bleilings  ihall  confer. 
And  make  thee  parent  of  a  race  like  her. 

'Ti»  yours,  great  queen,  reply'd  the  power,  to  lay 
The  talk,  and  mine  to  liften  and  obey  5 
By  you  I  fit  a  gueft  with  Gods  above, 
And  lhare  the  graces  and  the  fmiles  of  Jove. 
Thefe  realms  by  you,  this  fceptre  I  maintain. 
And  wear  thefe  honours  of  the  ftormy  reign. 

So  rpoke  th'  obfequious  God,  and  while  he  4x>k«t 
WhirlM  his  vaft  /pear,  and  picrc'd  the  hollow  rock. 
Th'  embattled  tempers,  as  the  mountain  rent. 
Flew  all  at  once  impetuous  through  the  vent. 
Earth  in  their  courfc  widi  giddy  whirls  they  fweep^ 
Then  plow  the  feas,  and  bare  the  inraoft  deep. 
South,  Eaft,  end  Weft,  to  fweii  the  tumult,  roar^ 
And  roll  vaft  billows  to  the  diftant  (hove. 
The  cordage  cracks ;  with  unavailing  cries  ^ 

The  Trojans  mourn,  with  ftidden  clouds  arife,  > 

And  ravifh  from  their  fight  the  fplendors  of  the  flues.  ^ 
Night  hovers  o^er  the  deeps  ;  the  day  retires } 
The  heavens  (hine  thick  with  momentary  fires  j 

5  Lod 
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Loud  thunders  fhake  tbc  poles  ;  from  every  place 
Orim  death  appeared,  and  glar'd  in  every  fa«e. 
.  Congealed  with  fear,  the  Trojan  hero  iibnds» 
He  groans,  and  fpreads-  to  heaven  his  lifted  hands  s 
Thrice  happy  thofe,  whofe  fate  it  was  to  fall, 
(ExclaioM  tlie  chief)  beneath  the  Trojan  wall. 
Oh !  *twas  a  noble  fate  to  die  in  fight. 
To  die  fo  bravely  in  tlieir  parents  fight. 
VThy  funk  I  not  beneatli  Tydides'  hands. 
The  braved  hero  of  the  Grecian  bands  ? 
AVhere  He6lor  funk  beneath  Achilles'  fpear. 
And  great  Sarpedon  the  renown'd  in  war  ; 
Where  Simois'  ftreanis^  encumbered  with  the  flain, 
Roird  fhields,  and  helms,  and  heroes,  to  the  main. 

Thus  while  h«  mourns,  tlie  northern  blaft  prevaik. 
Breaks  all  his<  oars,  and  rends  his  flying  fails  : 
The  prow  turns  round  j  the  galley  leaves  her  fide 
Bare  to  the  fury  of  the  working  tide  5 
While  in  huge  heaps  the  gathering  furges  rift. 
And  lift  a  li^id  mountain  to  the  fkies. 
Some  hang  on  waves  ;  and  fome  behold  the  ground 
Low  in  the  boiling  deeps,  and  dark  profound. 
Three  fliatter'd  galleys  the  ftrong  fouthern  blaft 
On  hidden  rocks,  with  dreadful  fury,  caft  5 
Th'  Italians  call  them  altars  ;  for  they  ftood 
Sublime,  and  heavM  their  backs  above  the  flood. 
Three  more  fierce  Eurus  on  the  Syrtes  threw 
From  the  main  fea  j  and  (terrible  to  view) 
He  dafh'd,  and  left  the  veflels  on  the  land. 
Intrenched  with  mountains  of  furrounding  fand» 

T  J  Struck 
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Struck  by  a  billow,  in  the  hero's  view. 

From  prow  to  ftcrn  the  broken  galley  flevir. 

Which  bore  Orontes,  and  the  Lycian  crew. 

Swept  off  the  deck«  the  pilot  from  the  (hip, 

Stun'd  by  the  ftroke,  fhot  headlong  down  the  deep. 

The  veffcl  by  the  forge  turn'd  round  and  round* 

Sunk  by  the  whirling  gulf  devoured  and  droiwrn'd. 

Some  from  the  dark  abyft  emerge  again  5 

ArmSy  planks,  and  treafui^es  floating  on  the  mam* 

And  now  thy  fhip,  Ilioneus,  gives  way. 

And  brave  Achates'  veffel  drinks  the  fca. 

Nor  old  Alethes  his  ftrong  galley  faves, 

And  Abas  yields  to  the  vi61:oriou8  waves. 

The  ftorm  diflblves  their  well-compafted  fides. 

Which  drink  at  many  a  leak  the  rufhing  tides. 

Mean  time  great  Neptune  from  beneath  the  vamm 
Heard  the  loud  tumults  in  his  watery  reign. 
And  faw  the  furious  tempeft  wide  around 
Work  up  the  waters  from  the  vaft  profound. 
Then,  for  his  liquid  realms  alarmM,  the  God 
Lifts  his  high  head  ferenely  e'er  the  flood  ; 
Whci-e  wide  difperil  the  Trojan  fleet  he  fpies, 
Prcft  by  the  llorms  and  terrors  of  the  fkies  i 
Full  well  he  knew  liis  fitter's  endlefs  hate, 
Her  wiles  and  arts  to  (ink  the  Trojan  ttate« 
To  Eurus  and  the  wcftern  blaft  he  cry'd. 
Does  your  high  birth  infpire  this  lawlefs  pride  ? 
Audacious  winds  1  without  a  power  from  me^ 
To  raife  at  will  fuch  mountains  on  the  Tea  s 


!' 


Thui 


Part  of  VIRGIL's  First  ^tieid,      %fi 

*X^huS  to  confound  heaven,  earth,  the  air,  and  maln^ 

'^Wbom  I— but  iirft  I  *I1  calm  the  waves  again. 

But  if  you  tempt  my  rage  a  fecond  time, 

ICnow,  that  forae  heavier  vengeance  waits  the  crime* 

Hence  Hy  with  fpeed }  from  me  your  tyrant  tell> 

That  to  mv  lot  this  watery  empire  fell. 

Bid  him  ms  rocks,  your  gloomy  dungeons,  keep  i 

But  leave  to  me  the  trident  of  the  deep  : 

There  let  him  reign  with  nndifputed  power. 

And  hear  within  his  b}uftering  fubjefls  roar. 

He  fpoke  ;  and  fpeaking  chacM  the  clouds  away, 
HuihM  every  billow,  and  reftor'd  the  day. 
Cymothoe  guards  the  veflels  in  the  (hock. 
And  Triton  heaves  ^em  from  the  pointed  rock. 
He  with  his  trj^ent  diiengag'd  the  &ips. 
And  clearM  the  Syrtes,  and  composed  the  deeps. 
Then  mounted  on  the  radiant  car  he  rides 
Swift  o''er  the  feas,  .and  fmoothly  ikims  the  tides) 
As  when  fedition  fires  th'  -ignoble  crowd. 
And  the  wild  rabble  dorms  and  thirfts  for  bloodt 
Of  ftones  and  brands  a  mingled  temped  flies. 
And  all  the  fudden  arms  that  rage  fupplies  s 
If  fome  grave  fire  appears  amidd  the  ftrife. 
In  morals  dri£l,  and  innocence  of  life, 
All  fix'd  in  filence  dand ;  their  fury  cools  ; 
While  his  refiftleis  eloquence  controls 
Their  frantic  rage,  and  gently  calms  their  ibuls, 
So  did  the  roaring  deeps  their  rage  compofe. 
When  the  great  father  of  the  floods  arofc. 
Rapt  hy  his  deeds,  he  flies  in  open  day, 
Tlifows  up  the  reins,  and  fkims  the  watery  w:iv« 

T  4.  o» 
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On  his  MAJESTY'S  playing  with  a   Ticii: 
iu  Kenfingtoa  Gardens. 

"  Primi  Di5ie  mihi,  fumma  Dicende  Camocna.** 

AMIDST  the  den,  the  lions  prey,  ' 

•**■  Seal'd  \ip  for  desitfc.  the  prophet  lay  $ 
But  couch'd  the  hungry  monfters  iit» 
And  fawning  lick  his  facred  feet  ^ 
Swift  /hot  an.  angel  from,  above. 
And  changM  their  fury  into  love.. 

As  fwift  did  Bntain^s  genius  fly. 
And  foe  her  charge  ftaod  treRibiing  by  ; 
When  Brunfwick,  pious,  brave,  and  v/iCep 
Like  Htm  the  favourite  of  the  ikies. 
Played  with  the  monger's  dreadful  teetb^ 
And  fported  with  the  fangs  of  death. 

Genins  of  Britain,  fpare  thy  fears. 
For  kn9W,  ^thin,  omr  fovereign  wears 
The  fureft  guard  ;  the  b  eft  defence  i 
A  firm  untainted  innocence. 
So  fweet  an  innocence  difarms 
The  fierceft  rage  with  powerful  channs, 
80  far  rebellion  it  beguiles. 
That  faftion  bends  j  that  envy  fmiles  j 
That  furious  favages  fubroit, 
And  pay  due  homage  at  his  feet. 

Britain  !  by  this  example  prove 
Thy  duty,  loyalty,  and  love. 

Seer 
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See  I  the  fierce  brute*  thy  king  careft^ 
i^nd  court  him  with  a  mute  addrefe  $ 
Well  may'ft  thou  own  hia  gentle  fway. 
If  tigers  T)enti,  and  favages  obey. 

A  Dx  A  L  o  G  u  E    between  a    Poet   ao4  \:^x 
Servant. 

To  enter  into  the  beauties  of  this  fatire,  if  muft  be  re- 
membered,  that  flaves,  among  the  Romans,  during 
the  feafts  of  Saturn,  wore  their  mafters  habits,  and 
were  allowed  to  fay  what  they  pleafed. 

Servant* 

O  IR,— -I've  long  waited  in  my  turn  to  have 

*^  A  word  with  you— but  I  'm  your  humble  flavev 

P.  What  knave  is  that  ?  my  rafcal ! 

S.  Sir,  'tis  I, 
No  knave  nor  rafcal,  but  your  trufty  Guy. 

P.  Well,  as  your  wages  ftill  are  due,  I  '11  bear 
Your  rude  impertinence  this  time  of  year. 

S.  Some  folks  are  drunk  one  day,  and  fbme  for  ever> 
And  fome,  like  Wharton,  but  twelve  years  together. 
Old  Evremond,  renownM  for  wit  and  dirt. 
Would  change  his  living  oftener  than  his  fhirt  j 
Roar  with  the  rakes  of  ftate  a  month  ;  and  come 
To  ftarve  another  in  his  hole  at  home. 
So  rov'd  wild  Buckingham  the  public  jeft. 
Now  fome  innholder's,  now  a  monarch's  gucftj 

His 
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His  life  and  politics  of  every  fhape. 
This  hour  a  Roman,  and  the  next  an  apcw 
The  gout  in  every Jimb  from  every  vice. 
Poor  Clodio  hir'd  a  boy  to  throw  the  dice. 
Some  wench  for  ever ;  and  their  fms  on  thofe. 
By  cuftom,  iit  as  eafy  as  their  cloaths. 
Some  fly,  like  pendulums,  from  good  to  evil. 
And  in  that  point  are  madder  than  the  devil : 
For  they— • 

P.  To  what  will  thefe  wild  maxims  tend  ? 
And  where,  fweet  fir,  will  your  reflexions  end  ? 

S.  In  you. 

P.  In  me,  you  knave  ?  make  out  your  charge. 

S.  You  praife  low-living,  but  you  live  at  large. 
Perhaps  yo\i  fcarce  believe  the  rules  you  teach. 
Or  find  it  hard  to  pra6liTe  what  you  preach. 
Scarce  have  you  paid  one  idle  journey  down. 
But,  without  bufinefs,  you  Ve  again  in  town. 
If  none  invite  you,  fir,  abroad  to  roam. 
Then— Lord,  what  pleafure  'tis  to  read  at  home  i 
And  fip  your  two  half-pints,  with  great  delight. 
Of  beer  at  noon,  and  muddled  port  at  night. 
From  *  Encome,  John  comes  thundering  at  the  door. 
With  "  Sir,  my  matter  begs  you  to  come  o'er, 
**  To  pafs  thefe  tedious  hours,  thefe  winter  nights, 
**  Not  that  he  dreads  invafions,  rogues,  or  fprites.** 
Strait  for  your  two  beft  wigs  aloud  you  call. 
This  ftiffin  buckle,  that  not  curl'd  at  all, 

•  The  feat  of  John  Pitt,  Efqj  in  Dorfetftiire. 

"  And 
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**  And  Vrhere»  yau  rafcal,  are  the  fpurs,"  you  cry  | 

«<  And  O !  what  blockhead  laid  the  buikins  by  ?" 

On  your  old  batter'd  mare  you  '11  need«  be.gone» 

(No  matter  whether  on  four  legs  or  none) 

Splafli,  plunge,  and  ftumble,  as  you  fcour  the'headi ; 

All  fwear  at  Morden  *tis  on  life  or  death:: 

Wildly  through  Wareham  ftrcets  you  fcamper  on, 

Kaife  all  the  dogs  and  voters  in  the  town  ; 

Then  Ay  for  fix  long  dirty  miles  as  bad. 

That  Corfe  and  KingHon  gentry  think  you  mad* 

And  all  this  furious  riding  is  to  prove 

Your  high  cefpe€^>  it  feems,  and  eager  love : 

And  yet,  that  mighty  honour  to  obtain. 

Banks,  Shaftefbury,  Doddington^  may  fend  in  vain* 

Before  ypu  go,  we  curfe  the  noife  you  make. 

And  blefs  the  moment  that  yoo.  turn  your  back  s 

As  for  myfelf,  I  own  it  to  your  face, 

I  love  good  eating,  and  I  take  my  glafs : 

But  fure  'tis  ftrange,  dear  fir,  that  this  ihould  be 

In  you  amufement,  but  a  fault  in  me. 

All  this  is  bare  refining  on  a  name, 

To  make  a  diflference  where  the  fault 's  the  fame« 

My  father  fold  me  to  your  fervice  here. 
For  this  fine  livery,  and  four  pounds  a  year. 
A  livery  you  fhould  wear  as  well  as  I, 
And  this  I' 11  ^rove— but  lay  your  cudgel  by. 
You  fervjB  your  paflions-— Thus,  without  a  jefl. 
Both  are  but  fellow-fervants  at  the  befl. 
Yourfelf^  good  -Sir,  are  playM  by  your  defires, 
A  mere  tall  puppet  dancing  on  the  wires* 

P.  Who, 
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P»  Wbo^  at  thie  rate'  of  tslking,  ca»  be  Stcc  ? 
S.  Thebravt)  wilt,  honcft  tnaa,  and  only  he  s 
All  elft  are  fiavoe  alike,  the  worl4  around. 
Kings  on  the  throne^  aad  beggars  on  the  gronnd  s 
He»  fir,  is  proof  to  grandeur^  pride,,  or  pelf. 
And  (greater  ftill)  ismafter^f  hittfelf  t 
Not  to-and-firo  by  fears  and  feiAions  hurl'd^ 
But  loofe  to  aU  the  interefts  of  the  world : 
And  while  that  world  turns  ronnd,.  entire  ajtd  whole. 
He  keeps'  the  iacced  tenor  of  h»  Ibul  $. 
In  every  turn  of  fortune  ftill  the  fantcy 
As  gold  unchanged,  or  brighter  from  die  flame  i 
Collected  in  himielf,  with  godlike  pride, 
He  fe«ft  the  darts  of  envy  glance  afide  $ 
And,  fix'd  like  Atlas,  while  tlw  tempeft  blow. 
Smiles  at  the  idle  Aorms  that  roar  below. 
One  fuch  you  know,  a  layman,  to  your  fhame. 
And  yet  the  honour  of  your  blood  and  nanne^ 
If  you  can  fuch  a  chara£ler  maintain. 
You  too  are  free,  and  I  'm  your  flave  again. 

But  when  in  Hemflurk's  pt&ures  you  delight. 
More  than  yourfelf,  to  fee  two  dmnkacds  fight  $ 
**  Fool,  rogue,  fot,  blockhead,'*  or  fuch  names  are  mine» 
Your's  ai-e,  *»  a  Connoiffeur,**  or  "  Deep  Divine*** 
I  *m  chid  for  loving  a  luxurious  bit. 
The  facred  prise  of  learning,  worth,  and  wit  i 
And  yet  (jbine  fell  their  lands  tliefe  bits  to  buy  $ 
Then,  pray,  who  fuffei^  moft  from  luxury  ? 
I  *m  chid,  *tis  true  $  but  then  I  pawn  no  plate, 
I  leal  no  bonds,  I  mortgage  no  eftate* 

Befides, 
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BeCdes,  highlivihg,  fir,  muftwaryoft  oot 
With  furfeits,  qualms,  a  fever,  «r  the  gout. 
By  fome  new  pleaferes  are  you  ftHl  engroftM, 
And  when  you  feve  an  hour,  y«u  diink  it  loft. 
To  fports,  play«,  races*  from  your  books  you  r«B, 
And  like  all  company,  except  your  own. 
You  hunt,  drink,  fleep,  or  (idier  ftill)  yoo  rhyme  j 
Wliy  ?— but  to  banifli  thought,  and  murde^  time  5 
And  yet  that  thought,  which  you  dilcharge  in  vain. 
Like  a  foul-loaded  piece,  recoils  ^n. 

P.  Tom,  fetch  a  cane,  a  whip,  a  club,  a  ftone, — 
S.  For  what  ? 

P.  A  fword,  a  piftol,  or  a  gun  : 
I  '11  (hoot  the  dog. 

S.  Lord  1  who  would  be  a  wit  ? 
He's  In  a  mad,  or  in  a  rhyming  fit. 

P.  Fly,  fly,  you  rafcal,  for  your  fpade  and  fork  j 
For  once  I  '11  fet  your  lazy  bones  to  work : 
Fly,  or  I  '11  fend  you  back,  without  a  groat, 
To  the  bleak  moutitains  where  you  firft  were  caught. 

ODE   TO   JOHN    PITT,    E»(^ 

Advifing  him  to  build  a  banqxtetting^-houfe  on  a  hill 
that  overlook*  the  Tea. 

Tp  R  O  M  this  tall  promontory's  brow 


You  look  majeitic  down. 
And  fee  extended  wide  below 
Th^  horizon  all  your  own. 


With 
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With  growing  piles  the  vales  are  crown*d> 

Here  hills  peep  over  hills  j 
There  the  vaft  iky  and  fea  profound 

Th'  inereafing  prolpeA  fills. 

O  bid,  my  friend,  a  flru6lure  rift^ 

And  this  huge  round  command  $ 
Then  ihall  this  little  point  comprife 

The  ocean  and  the  land. 

Then  you,  like  ^olus,  on  high. 

From  your  aerial  tower, 
Shalf  fee  fecure  the  billows  fly. 

And  hear  the  whirlwinds  roar. 
You,  with  a  fmile,  their  rage  defpife,^ 

Till  fome  fad  wreck  appears. 
And  calls,  from  your  relenting  eyes. 

The  fympathizing  tears. 

Thus  may  you  view,  with  proud  delight^ 

While  winds  the  deep  deform, 
(Till  human  woes  yoiu:  grief  excite) 

All  nature  in  a  ftorm. 
Majeftic,  awful  fcene!  when,  hurl'd 

On  furges,  furges  rife. 
And  all  the  heaving  watery  world 

Tumultuous  mounts  the  ikies» 
The  feas  and  thunder  roar  by  turns» 

By  turns  the  peals  expire  j 
The  billows  flafh,  and  aether  burns. 

With  momentary  fire. 

5  But 
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Bat  la?  ±c  fuxioos  tonpcfts  rntfr, 

The  mighty  rage  fubixdes} 
Old  ocxsDi  huih.'d,  in  folenm  prafg» 

fiiu  £ll*d  the  murmuiiixg  luics* 

SpRsd  wide  abraad»  the  giad^  piain^ 

Ll  vaDons  colours  gay, 
RfAefis  die  ^ionciis  lim  agaxn^ 

Afld  doubly  gilds  die  day^ 

Tti"  horizon  glows  ham  Ude  to  udcr 

And  flames  with  glancing  ra^fs; 
The  floating,  trembling,  filler  tide,. 

Is  one  continual  blaze« 

Your  eyes  the  profped  nsrtf  rtmMnina^ 

AH  nncontra4''d  and  free,. 
Fly  like  a  thought  from  land  to  hmdf. 

And  dart  from  Cat  to  Sea. 
Thus,  wh^e  above  the  clouds  «c  fit» 

And  innocently  gay, 
PaTs  in  amufements,  wioe,  oir  wit. 

The  fi^try  hours  away  » 
Sometimes,  with  pity,  or  diidain. 

In  thought  a  glance  we  throw 
Down  on  the  poor,  the  proud»  the  vaia^ 

In  yonder  world  below. 
We  fee,  from  this  exalted  feat, 

(How  flirunk,  reducM,  confined!) 
The  little  perfon  of  the  great. 

As  little  as  his  mind. 
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See  there— -amidft  the  Crowds  our  view 
.  Some  fcatter'd  virtues  ftrikc ; 
But  thofe  (6  tbr6n^'d,  and  thefe  fo  few. 

The  world  looks  all  alike* 
Yet,  through  this  cloud  of  human  kind. 

The  Talbots  we  furvey. 
The  Pitts,  the  Yorks,  the  Seekers  find, 

Who  Ihine  in  open  day. 

ODE   TO   JOHN  PITT,  Es<^ 
On  the  fame  fubjeft. 

^^ '  E  R  curious  models  as  you  rove 
^-^  The  vales  with  piles  to  crown, 
And  great  Palladio'^s  plans  improve 
With  nobler  of  your  own  j 

O  bid  a  ftru6^ure  o'er  the  floods 

From  this  high  n^ountain  rife, 
Where  we  may  fit  enthron'd  like  gods. 

And  revel  in  the  Ikies. 

Th'  afcending  breeze^  at  each  repaft, 

Shall  breathe  an  air  divine. 
Give  a  new  brightnefs  to  the  tafte, 

New  fpirit  to  the  wine. 
Or  thefe  low  pleafures  we  may  quit 

For  banquets  more  refin'd, 
The  works  of  each  immortal  wit, 

The  luxury  of  the  mind. 
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On   Mrs.   WALKER'S   POEMS. 
Particularly  that  on  the  Author. 

BLUSH,  Wilmot,  blu(h^  a  female  M^ife^ 
Without  one  guilty  line. 
The  tender  th«me  of  love  purAict  ' 

In  fofter  drains  than  thine* 

*Tis  thine  the  paflion  to  blafphcme, 

'Tis  her's  with  wit  and  cafe 
(When  a  mere  nothing  is  the  theme) 

Beyond  thyfelf  Co  pleafe. 

Then  be  to  her  the  prize  decreed, 

Whofe  merit  has  prevailM ; 
For  what  male  poet  can  fucceed, 

IfRocheAerhasfaird? 

Since  Phoebus  quite  forgetful  growsi 

And  has  not  yet  thought  fit. 
In  his  high  wifdom,  to  impofe 

A  falique  law  on  wit  5 
Since  of  your  rights  he  takes  nd  care. 

Ye  Priors,  Popes,  and  Gays  5 
•Tis  hard  1— but  let  the  women  weaf 

The  breeches  and  the  b*y«. 


VERSED 


BIASES  OH  A  FLOWERED  CARPET. 
AVorked  by  the  ycnii^g  Ladies  at  Kitigfton. 

/\T  HEN  Psdlas  faw  the  piece  her  pupils  wrought^, 

^  ^     She  ftood  long  wondering  at  the  lovely  draught  i 

'  And,  Fk>ra9  now  ((he  cried)  no  more  dSfphrf 

Thy  flowers,  the  trifling  beauties  of  a  day  j 

^or  fee  I  how  ibefe  with  life  immortal  bloom, 

\nd  fpread  and  flouri(h  for  an  age  to  comet 

[n  what  unguarded  hour  did  1  impart 

Pothefe  fair  virgins  all  my  darling  art? 

In  all  my  wit  I  few  thcfe  rivals  fhbe. 

But  this  one  art  I  thought  was  always  itthtet 

Yet  lol  I  yield  j  their  miftrefs  now  no  more. 

But  proud  to  learn  from  thefe  I  taught  before. 

For  look,  what  vegetahle  fenfe  i&  here ! 

How  warm  with  life  thefe  bhifhWig  leaves  appear! 

What  tcmper'd  fpfendoi-s  o'er  the  piece  are  laid  ! 

Shade  Heals  on  light,  and  light  dies  mto  {hade. 

Through  heaven's  gay  bow  left  various  beauties  run. 

And  far  lefs  bright,  though  painted  hy  the  fim. 

See  in  each  blooming  flower  what  fpirit  glows  I 

What  vivid  colours  flufli  the  opening  rofe ! 

In  foroe  few  hours  thy  lily  difappears  % 

But  this  (hall  flouri(h  throygh  u  length  of  years. 

See  unfelt  winters  pais  fucceffive  by. 

And  fcoru  a  mean  dependence  on  the  flcy. 

And  oh !  may  Britain,  by  my  counfels  fway'd. 

But  Hvc  and  flourilh,  till  thefe  flowers  (hall  fade  t 

U  X  Then 


292  PITT*S   FOEMS. 

Then  go,  fond  Flora,  go,  the  palm  reiign 
To  works  more  fair  and  durable  tha»  thine  » 
For  I,  even  I,  in  juftice  yield  the  crown 
To  works  fo  far  fuperior  to  my  own.** 

VERSES  ON  A  FLOWERED  CARPET. 

/^  N  this  fair  ground,  with  ravifliM  eyes, 

^^  We  fee  a  fecond  Eden  rife, 

As  gay  and  glorious  as  the  firft. 

Before  th*  offending  world  was  curft. 

While  thefe  bright  nymphs  the  needle  guide,. 

To  paint  the  refe  in  all  her  pride. 

Nature,  like  her,  may  blu(h  to  own 

Herielf  fo  far  by  art  outdone. 

Thefe  flowers  /he  raised  with,  all  her  care,, 

So  blooming,  fo  divinely  fair  \ 

The  glorious  children  of  the  fun, 

That  David^s  regal  heir  out-flione. 

Were  fcarce  like  one  of  thefe  arrayM  j. 

They  died,,  but  thefe  (hall  never  fade^ 
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On     tae    art    op    PREACHING, 

AFHAGMEHT. 

In  imitation  of  Horace^s  Art  of  Poetry* 

«*  —  Pendent  opera  intenrupta,— *• 

O  HOULD  iome  JTamM  hand,  in  this  fantaftic  age, 

^^  IJraw  Rich,  as  Rich  appears  upon  the  ftage, 

'With*  all  his  poftnres,  in  ooe  motley  plan. 

The  gody  the  hound,  the  monkey,  and  the  man  ^ 

Here  o^ei*  his  head  high  brandifhing  a  leg. 

And  there  juft  hatchM,  and1>reaking  from  his  cggi 

AVhile  moiifter  crouds  on  roonfter  through  the  piece^ 

Who  could  help  laughing  at  a  iight  like  this  ? 

Or  as  a  drunkard's  dream  together  brings 

A  court  of  coblers,  and  a  mob  of  kings  | 

Such  is  a  fermoh,  where,  confusMly  daik. 

Join  Hoadly,    Sharp,   South,    Sherlock,   Wake,   and 

Clarke. 
So  eggs  of  different  pariflies  will  run 
To  batter,  when' you  beat  fix  yolks  to  one  5 
So  fix  bright  chemic  liquors  if  you  mix. 
In  one  dafk  fliadow  vanifli  all  the  fix. 

This  lidehce  priefts  and  paintei*s  ever  had. 
To  run  bold  lengths,  but  never  to  run  mad ; 
For  thofe  can't  reconcile  God's  gface  to  fin. 
Nor  thefe  paint  tigers  in  an  afs^'s  fkin ; 
No  common  dauber  in  one  piece  would  join, 
A  fox  and  goofe,— unlefs  upon  a  iign. 

U  3  Some 
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Some  ileal  a  page  of  fenfe  from  Tillotfim^ 
Afid  thf n  coflciude  diWnely  witk  tbciy  own  | 
Like  oil  on  water  mounts  the  prelate  up. 
His  grace  is  alw^^s  fuse  to  be  at  !bp  ) 
That  vein  of  mercury  its  beams  will  (pr^d. 
And  (hine  more  ftrongly  through  a  mine  of  lead* 
With  fuch  low  art$  y«vr  hearers  ncTer  bilk^ 
For  who  can  bear  a  fuftian  lin*d  with  filk? 
Sooner  than  preach,  fuch  ftuff,  JM  walk  the  town» 
Without  my  fcarf,  in  Whifton's  draggled  gown  j. 
Ply  at  the  Chapter,  and  at  Child^s,  to  read 
For  pence,  and  bury  £or  a  groat  a  head. 

Some  eafy  fubj.e£t  chufe,  within  your  power^ 
Or  you  will  ne^er  hold  out  for  half  an  hour. 
Still  to  your  hearers  all  your  fermons  fott} 
Who^d  preach  againft  corruption  at  a  court  ? 
Againft  church  power  at  vifitations  bawl  ? 
Or  talk  about  damnation  at  Whitehall  ? 
Hsurangue  the  Horfe-guards  on  a  curs  of  ionh  ?         ] 
Condemn  the  quirks  of  Chancery  at  the  Rolls  ?         ( 
Or  rail  at  hoods  and  organs  at  St.  Pauls  f  j 

Or  be,  like  David  Jones,  fo  indifcreet. 
To  rave  at  ufurers  in  Lombard-ftreet } 

^Begin  with  care,  nor,  like  that  curate  vilcy 
Set  out  in  this  high  prancing  ftumbliag  flyle  i 
**  Whoever  with  a  piercing  eye  can  fee 
«•  Through  the  paft  records  of  futurity  B" 
All  gape,  no  meaning :— the  puft  orator 
Talks  much|  aiid  lays  juft  ooth'MQg  for  aR  hovr. 

Twtfc 
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'Fruth  and  the  text  he  labours  to  diCphy, 

Till  both  are  qwte  kiteipreied  awajr ; 

So  frugal  dames  infipid  water  pour» 

Till  ftrcenv  bohoa,  or  coifee,  are  no  more. 

His  arguments  in  giddy  circles  ma 

Still  rpynd  and  ri}undf  and  end  where  tliey  begun r 

So  the  pogr  turnfpitj  as  the  wheel  runs  round. 

The'  more  he  gains,,  the  more  he  lofes  ground. 

No  parts  diftinfl,  or  general  fcheme  we  find. 

But  one  wild  fhapeleis  monfter  of  the  miod  ; 

So  When  old  Bruin  teems,  her  children  fail 

Of  limbs,  form,  figure,  features,  head,  or  tail ; 

Nay,  though  ihe  licks  the  ruins,  all  her  cai^s 

Scarce  mend  the  lumps,  and  bring  thetn  but  to  bears« 

Ye  country  vicars,  when  you  preach  in  town 
A  turn  at  Paul's,  to  pay  your  journey  down. 
If  you  would  ftiun  the  fneer  of  every  prig. 
Lay  by  the  little  band,  and  rufty  wig: 
But  yet  be  fure,  your  proper  language  know. 
Nor  talk  as  born  within  the  found  of  Bow. 
Speak  not  the  phrafe  that  Drury-lane  affords. 
Nor  from  Change-alley  fteal  a  cant  of  words. 
Coachmen  will  criticife  your  (lyle  j  nay  further, 
Porters  will  bring  it  in  for  wilful  murther : 
I  The  dregs  of  the  canaille  will  look  aikew. 
To  hear  the  language  of  the  town  from  you ; 
Nay,  my  lord  mayor,  with  merriment  pqffeft. 
Will  break  his  nap,  and  hugK  among  the  reft. 
And  jog  the  aldermen  to  hear  the  Jeil, 
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Aw       EPITAPH. 

Infcribed  on  ft  ftone,  that  covers  his  Father^  Mother,  , 
and  Brother. 

'XT E  facred  fplrits  1  while  your  friends  diftrers'*cl 
^     Weep  o^er  your  afhes,  and  lament  the  biers'*!!  s 
O  let  the  penfive  Mufe  infcrihe  that  ftone. 
And  with  the  general  forrows  mix  her  own  t 
The  penfive  Mufe !— who,  from  this  mournful  hour« 
Shall  raife  her  voice,  and  wake  the  ftring  no  more  ! 
Of  love,  of  duty,  this  laft  pledge  receive  j 
*Ti8  all  a  brother,  all  a  Con  can  give. 
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A  POEM  on  the  DEATH  of  the  late  Earl 
Staniiopb.  Hambly  inscribed  to  the 
Countefs  oFStanhopb. 

««  At  lengthy  grim  fate,  thy  dreadful  tritmiphs  ceafe : 
•*  Lock  up  the  tomb,  and  feal  the  grave  in  peace." 

"^T  O  W  from  thy  riot  of  deftru6lion  breathe, 

•^  ^    Call  in  thy  raging  plagues,  thou  tyrant  death  t 

Too  mean 's  the  conqueft  which  thy  arms  beftow. 

Too  mean  to  fweep  a  nation  at  a  blow. 

No,  thy  unbounded  triumphs  higher  ruti. 

And  feem  to  ftrike  at  all  mankind  in  one ; 

Since  Stanhope  is  thy  prey,  the  great,  the  brare, 

A  nobler  prey  was  never  paid  the  grave.    * 

We  feem  to  feel  from  this  thy  daring  crime, 

A  blank  in  nature,  and  a  paufe  in  time. 

He  ftood  fo  high  in  reafon*s  towering  fphere. 

As  high  as^  man  unglorifyM  could  bear. 

In  arms,  and  eloquence,  like  Csefar,  ihone 

So  bright,  that  each  Minerva  was  his  own« 

How  could  fo  vaft  a  fund  of  learning  lie 

Shut  up  in  ^ch  a  ihort  mortality  ? 

One  worid  of  icience  nobly  travell'd  o'er. 

Like  Philip's  glorious  fon,  he  wept  for  nk>re« 

And  now,  refignM  to  tears,  th'  angelic  choirs. 
With  drooping  heads,  unftring  their  golden  lyres. 
Wrapt  in  a  cloud  of  grief,  they  figh  to  view 
Their  facxied  image  laid  by  death  fo  low  i 

And 
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And  deep  in  anguifti  funk,  on  Stanhope's  fate, 
Bfgin  tQ  doubt  their  ow9  imnaoirtal  ftate. 

But  hold,  my  Mufc»  thy  cnoumful  tranfport  errs^ 
Hold  here,  and  liften  to  Luanda's  tears. 
While  thy  vain  forifows  echo  to  his  tomb. 
Behold  a  fight  that  ftrikes  all  forrow  dumb  c 
Behold  the  partner  of  his  cares  and  life, 
Bright  in  her  tears,  and  beautiful  in  grief. 
Shall  then  in  vain  thoi^  fticams  of  fomow  fl^w, 
Dr«ft  up  in  all  th^  elf  gaacc  of  woe  ? 
And  (hall  th*  kwid  oflfcio^a  Mwfe  foi  beajr 
To  anfwcr  figh  f<??  iigh»  and  tell  out  tesur  for  tow:  ? 
Oh !  no  J  at  fucb  a  i»«lancholy  fccr^e. 
The  Poet  echoea  back  her  wo«s  again. 
Each  wecpiog  M«fe  Awwld  njiniftcr  relief. 
From  all  the  moving  clo^ence  of  grief. 
Each,  like  a  Niobe,  his  fate  bemoan, 
Melt  into  tears,  or  hardka  into  ftone. 
From  dark  obfruf  ity  hta  virtue*  fev«. 
And,  like  pale  fpc£bre8»  hover  round  his  grave. 
With  them  thft  marble  &ouU  due  me^furcs  keep^ 
Relent  at  every  iigh,  at  every  accent  w«p. 

Britannia  mo»m  thy  hero,  nor  refuie 
To  vent  the  fighs  and  forcows  with  the  Mafc  $  ^ 
Oh  I  let?  thy  rifmg  groan*  load  every  wiad^ 
Nor  let  one  fluggi(h  accent  lag  behind. 
Thy  heavy  fate  vith  luftice  to  deplore* 
Convey  a  gale  of  fighs  fsom  ihofe.  to  ihose. 
And  thou,  her  guardian  angel,  widtly  %ffeai 
Thy  golden  wi^gs,  and  fhield  tlie  mighty  deai. 

Brood 


Oir  THE  Death  of  Eakl  Stanmofe.  «tj^ 
Brood  o>r  his  aflies,  and  iHtiftriotis  duA» 
And  footb  widi  C93ft  the  venerable  ghoft. 
To  ggard  the  noUer  lelrcks,  leave  a  while 
The  kind  protedlio*  of  thy  favourilie  Ifies 
Around  his  filent  tomh^  thy  ftatkm  keep, 
Andy  with  thy  fifter-angel>  leara  to  vveep. 

Ye  Tons  of  Albiioa»  o*er  your  patriot  moDm^ 
And  coo)  with  ftteams  of  tears  h\%  iheted  urn. 
His  wondroiis  rviftvet^  ifetchM  to  diftaat  iHore$» 
Demand  ail  Europe^s  tears>  as  well  as  youirs* 
Nature  can't  bring  ia  every  period  forth» 
A  finifli'dbero,  of  exalted  worth, 
'  Whofe  godlike  geoiusy  towering  and  fubiime> 
Muft  kmg  lie  ripening  in  the  womb  of  times 
Before  a  Stanhope  eaters  on  the  ftage» 
The  birth  of  years,  and  labour  of  an  age. 
In  field,  and  council,  born  the  palm  to  ibareji 
His  voice  a  fenate,  as  his  fword  a  war  i 
And  each  illuftrious  ad  ion  of  bis  lifci 
Confpire  to  form  the  patriot,  and  the  chiefs 
On  either  fide,  unite  their  blended  ray«» 
And  kindly  mingle  in  a  friendly  blaze. 

Stand  oot,  and  witiieft  this,  vnhappy  Spain» 
Lift  up  to  view  the  mountaijBS  of  thy  ilain  x 
Tell  how  thy  heroes  yielded  to  their  fear. 
When  Stanhope  roozM  the  thunder  of  the  war  » 
With  what  fierce  tumuHs  of  (tftrt  d« light 
Th'  impettioos  hero  plur.g*d  into  the  fight. 
How  he  the  dresdful  front  of  draih  cefac^d, 
Foufd  Oft  the  foe,  and  bid  ihe  battle  wafte. 

Did 
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Bid  not  his  arm  the  ranks  of  war  defonii» 
And  point  the  hovering  tumult  where  to  fiorm  f 
Did  not  his-fword  tbrotigh  legions  cleave  his  way. 
Break  their  dark  fqvadnNis,  and  let  in  the  day  i 
Did  not  he  lead  the  terrible  attack^ 
Pu(h  conqueft  on,  and  bring  her  bleeding  back  ? 
Throw  ^iride  the  icenes  of  horror  and  deipair» 
The  tide  of  conflift,  and  the  Aream  of  war? 
Bid  ydlow  Tagus,  who  in  triumpfa  coH^d, 
Till  then  his  turbid  tides  of  foaming  gold, 
Boaft  his  rich  chaimeis  to  the  world  no  more. 
Since  all  his  glittering  ilreains,  and  liquid  ore. 
Lie  undiftinguifli'd  in  a  fiood  of  gore. 
Eid  his  charg'd  waves,  and  loaded  billows  fweep. 
Thy  flaughtcrM  thoufands  to  the  frighted  deep. 
Confefs,  fair  Albion,  how  the  Hftening  throng 
Dwelt  onthe  moving  accents  of  his  tongue. 
In  the  fage  council  feat  him,  and  confefs 
Thy  arm  in  war,  thy -oracle  in  peace: 
How  here  tt'iumphant  too,  his  nei-vous  ienfe 
Bore  off  the  palm  of  manly  eloquence: 
The  healing  balm  tq.Albfon'<  wounds  apply^d. 
And  chai'm'd  united  fa£lions  to  his  £de « 
FixM  on  his  fovereign^s  head  the  nodding  crown. 
And  prpp^d  the  tottering  bads  of  the  throne, 
,  Supported  bravely  all  the  nation^s  weight, 
And  flood  the  public  Atlas  of  the  flate. 

Sound  the  loud  trumpet,  Ut  the  iblcntn  knell 
Bid  with  due  horror  his  great  foul  fareweL 
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Tune  every  martial  inftrument  with  care. 
At  once  wake  all  the  harmony  of  war» 
L.et  each  fad  hero  in  proceflion  go, 
AndtfwelJ  the  vaft  folenanity  of  woe, 
Neglcft  the  yew,  the  n^ournful  cyprefs  leave, 
And  with  frefh  laurels  ftrew  the  warrior's  grave» 
There  they  (hall  rife,,  in  honour  of  his  name. 
Grow  green  with  vi6lory,  and  bloom  with  fame. 

Lo !  from  his  azure  throne,  old  father  Thames 
Sighs  through  his  floods,  and  groans  from  all  his  ftreamss 
O'er  his  full  urn  he  droops,  his  reverend  bead, 
And  ilnks  down  deeper  in  his  oozy  bed. 
As  the  fad  pomp  proceecs  along  his  fides, 
O'erchargM  with  forrow,  pant  his  heaving  tides* 
Low  in  his  humid  palace  laid  to  mourn. 
With  ftreams^of  tears,  the  God  fupplies  his  urn. 
Within  his  channels  he  forgets  to  flow. 
And  pours  o'er  all  his  bounds  the  deluge  of  his  woe*. 

But  fee,  my  Mufe,  if  yet  thy  ravifli'd  fight  . 
Can  bear  that  blaze,  that  rufhing  fheam  of  light  j 
Where  thfc  great  hero's  difencumberM  foul, 
Springs  from  the  earthy  to  reach  her  native  pole. 
Boldly  (he  quits  th'  abandoned  cafk  of  clay. 
Freed  from  her  chains^  and  towers  th'  aethereal  way  s. 
Soars  o'er  th'  eternal  funds  of  hail  and  fnow. 
And  leaves  heaven's  ftormy  magazines  below. 
Thence  through  the  vaft  profound  of  heaven  /he  flies* 
And  meafures  all  the  conca\fe  of  the.  fkies : 
Sees  where  the  planetary  worlds  advance. 
Orb  above  orb,  and  lead  the  ftarry  dance.. 
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Nor  refts  (he  there,  but,  with  a  bolder  flight, 
Explores  the  xindifcoverM  realms  6f  light. 
Whert  the  fixM  orbs,  to  deck  the  fpangled  pole. 
In  ftatc  around  their  gaudy  axles  rolL 
Thence  his  afpiring  conrfe  in  triumph  fteers. 
Beyond  the  golden  circles  of  the  l))heres  5 
Into  the  heaven  of  heav,ens,  the  ftkt  divine. 
Where  nature  never  drew  her  mtghty  line. 
A  region  that  excludes  all  time  and  place. 
And  (huts  creation  from  th'  unbounded  fpacc  t 
Where  the  full  tides  of  light  in  oceans  flow. 
And  fee  the  fun  ten  thousand  worlds  below, 
So  far  from  our  inferior  orbs  disJom"*d| 
The  tifd  imagination  pants  behind. 
Then  ceafe  thy  painful  flight,  nor  venture  more. 
Where  never  Mufe  has  ftretch'd  her  wing  before. 
Thy  pinions  tempt  immortal  heights  in  vain. 
That  throw  thee  fluttering  back  to  earth  again. 

On  earth  a  while,  bleft  fhadc,  thy  thought*  empioyv 
And  fteal  one  moment  from  eternal  joy. 
While  there,  In  heaven,  Immortal  fongs  infpire 
Thy  golden  firings,  and  tremble  on  the  lyre, 
"Which  raife  to  nobler  drains  tb*- angelic  choir. 
Look  down  with  pity  on  a  mortal's  la5''S, 
Who  ftrives,  in  vain,  to  reach  thy  boundkfs  praiit^s 
Who  with  low  verfe  profanes  thy  facred  name. 
Loft  in  the  fpreading  circle  of  thy  fame. 
Thy  fame,  which,  like  thyfelf,  is  mounted  high, 
Wide  as  thy  heaven,  and  lofty  a«  thy  fky, 
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And  thou^  his  pious  confort^  here  below, 
Xavilh  of  grief,  and  prodigal  of  woe  i 
Oh  !  choak  thy  griefs,  thy  riiing  figh^  Aippre6» 
Nor  let  thy  forrows  violate  his  peace* 
This  rage  of  anguiih,  that  difdains  relief, 
Difl)s  his  bright  joys,  with  fbtat  allay  «f  grief. 
L,ook  OR  his  deareft  pledge,  he  left  behind 
And  fee  how  Nattire,  bountifo)  atnd^kind. 
Stamps  the  paternal  image  on  his  mind. 
Oh!  may  th*  hereditary  virtues  run 
Id  fair  fuccefilioA,  to  adorn  the  Pmi  | 
The  laft  beft  hopes  of  Albion*s  realms  to  grace. 
And  form  the  hero  worthy  of  his  race  r 
Some  means  at  laft  by  Britain  may  be  found. 
To  dry  her  tears,  and  clofe  her  bleeding  wonndf. 
And  If  the  Mufe  through  future  times  can  fee, 
T^\r  youth,  thy  father  fhal)  revive  in  thee  i 
Thou  (halt  the  wondering  nation's  hopes  engage. 
To  life  the  Stanhope  of  the  future  age. 
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EPITAPH    ON    Dr.    KEIL> 

The  late  famous  Aftrologer. 

T>  ENEATH  tkis  ftone  the  world's  juft  wonder  lies, 

•^  Who,  while  on  earth*  had  rang'd  the  fpacious  ikies^ 

Around  the  ftars  his  a£live  foul  had  flown. 

And  feen  their  courfes  finilhM  ere  his  own  i 

Now  he  enjoys  thofe  realms  he  could  explore. 

And  finds  that  heaven  he  knew  fo  well  befoFjr. 

He  through  more  worlds  his  vif^ry  purfued 

Than  the  brave  Greek  could  wiih  to  have  fubdued|. 

In  triumph  ran  one  vaft  creation  o'er. 

Then  ftop'd,— for  Nature  could  afford  no  more. 

With  Csefar's  fpeed,  young  Ammon's  noble  pride. 

He  came,  faw,  vanquiih'dy  wept,  retum'd,  and  dled» 
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To  the  Right  Honourable  PHILIP,  Earl  Stanhope, 
Vifcount  Mahon,  and  Baron  Elvaston,  this 
Traitilation  is  dedicated,  by  his  Lordihip^s  humble 
Servant  and  Chaplain, 

Christopher  Pitt. 

BOOK    I. 

^^>i  I VE  me,  ye  facred  Mtifes,  to  impart 
^^  The  hidden  fecrets  of  your  tuneful  art  j 
Give  me  your  awful  myfteries  to  fing, 
Unlock,  and  open  wide,  your  facred  fpring  | 
While  from  his  infancy  the  Bard  I  lead. 
And  fet  him  on  your  mountain's  lofty  head  ; 
Dire£l  his  courfe,  and  point  him  out  the  road 
To  (ing  in  epic  ftrains  an  hero  or  a  God. 

What  youth,  whole  generous  bofom  pants  for  praKe, 
Will  dare  with  me  to  beat  tho(e  arduous  ways  ? 
O'er  high  Parnafius'  painful  fteeps  to  go^ 
And  leave  the  groveling  multitude  below  t 
Where  the  glad  Mufes  fing,  and  form  the  choir. 
While  bright  Apollo  ftrikes  the  filver  lyre. 
Approach  thou  firft,  great  Francis,  nor  refuie 
To  pay  due  honours  to  the  facred  Mufe ; 
While  Gallia  waits  for  thy  aufpicious  reign, 
•Till  age  compleats  the  monarch  in  the  man ) 
Meantime  the  Mufe  may  bring  fome  fraali  relief. 
To  charm  thy  aliguilh,  and  fufpend  thy  giief  j 
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While  guilty  fortune's  ftern  decrees  detain 

Thee  aiid  thy  brother  in  the  realms  of  Spain  | 

Far,  far  tranfported  from  your  native  place. 

Your  countr j*8,  father*^,  and  your  friend*^  embrace ! 

Such  are  the  tenns  the  cruel  Fates  impofe 

On  your  great  father,  ftruggling  with  his  vvoes» 

Such  are  their  bard  cooditions  r-^-They  require 

The  fens,  to  purchase,  and  redeem  the  (ire. 

But  yet,  brave  youth,  from  grief,  from  tears  aMain, 

Fate  may  relent,  and  heaven  grow  mild  again  j 

At  laft  perhaps  the  glorious  diy  may  come. 

The  day  .-that  brings  our  royal  eiile  home  ; 

"When,  to  thy  native  realms  in  peace  reftor^d. 

The  raviih^d  crowds  (liall  hail  their  paffing  lotd  $ 

When  each  tranfported  city  (hall  rejoice. 

And  nations  blefs  thee  with  a  public  voice  $ 

To  the  throng'd  fanes  the  matrons  (hall  repair; 

Abfolve  their  vows,  and  breadie  their  fouls  in  praycr« 

Till  then,  let  every  Mufe  engage  thy  love,  n 

With  me  at  large  o^er  high  Paxnaflus  rove,'  ( 

Range  every  bower,  and  fport  in  every  grove,  J 

Firft  then  obferve,  that  verfe  is  ne'er  confia'd 
To  one  iixt  meafure,  or  determin''d  kind  j 
Though  at  its  birth  it  fung  the  Gods  alone. 
And  then  religion  claimed  it  for  her  own  | 
In  facred  (irains  addrefs'd  the  deity. 
And  fpoke  a  language  worthy  of  the  &y ) 
New  themes  Aicceeding  Bards  began  to  chufe. 
And  in  a  wider  field  engaged  th«  Mufe  j 
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The  common  bulk  of  fubje^ls  to  rehearfe 
In  all  the  rich  varieties  of  verfe. 
Vet  none  of  all  with  equal  honour*  fliine 
(But  thofe  which  celebrate  the  power  divine )- 
To  thofe  exalted meafures,  whkh  declare 
The  deeds  of  heroes,  a»d  the  fons  of  war. 
From  hence  posterity  the  name  beftow'd 
On  this  rich  prefent  of  the  Delphic  God  ; 
Fame  fays,  Phssmonoe  in  this  meafure  gave 
Apollo'a  ajafwers  from  tlie  Pythian  cave. 

But  ere  you:  wrlte^  confuit  your  ftrength,  and  chufe- 
A  theme  proportion^  juftly  to  your  Mufe. 
For  though  in  chief  thcfe  piecepts  are  beftowM 
On  him  who  £ng9  an  hero  or  a.  God  ;- 
To  other  themes  theit*  general  ufe  extends. 
And  ferves  in  di&rent  views  to  different  ends* 
Whether  the  lofty  Mufe  with  tragic  vage 
Would  proudly  iialk  in  bulkine  on  the  ftage  f 
Or  in  foft  elegies  our  pity  move,^ 
And  ihew  the  youth  in  all  the  flames  of  love  i 
Or  fmg  the  Oiepherd's  woes  in  humble  ftrains. 
And  the  lovr  humours  of  contending  fwains  : 
Thefe  faithful  rules^  ihall  guide  the  Bard  along 
In  every  meafure,  argument,  and  fong. 

Befure  (whatever  you  ppopofe  t©  write) 
Let  the  chief  motive  be  your  own.  delight. 
And  well-weighed  choice;— -a  ta&  injoin'd  refu£p,> 
UnlefB  a  monarch  fliould  command  your  Mufe. 
(If  we  may  hope  thofe  golden  times  to  fee. 
When  Bards  become  the  care  of  majefty  !}• 
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Free  and  fpontaneous  the  fmooth  numbers  glicfe. 
Where  choice  determines,  and  our  wills  prefide  } 
But,  at  command,  we  toil  with  fruitlefs  pain^ 
And  drag  th'  involuntary  load  in  vain. 

Nor,  at  its  birth,  indulge  your  warm  defirej 
On  the  firft  glimmering  of  the  facred  fire  5 
Defer  the  mighty  talk  ;  and  weigh  your  power 
And  every  part  in  every  view  explore  5 
And  let  the  theme  in  different  profpefls  roll 
Deep  in  your  thoughts,  and  grow  into  the  fouL 

But  ere  with  fails  unfurlM  you  fly  away. 
And  cleave  the  bofom  of  the  boundlefs  fea  3 
A  fund  of  words  and  images  prepare. 
And  lay  the  bright  materials  up  with  care. 
Which,  at  due  time,  occafion  may  produce. 
All  rang'd  in  order  for  the  Poet's  ufe. 
Some  happy  objefts  by  mecr  chance  are  brought 
From  hidden  caufes  to  the  wandering  thought  j 
Which  if  once  loft,  you  labour  long  in  vain 
To  catch  th'  ideal  fugitives  again. 
Nor  muft  I  fail  their  condu6t  to  extol. 
Who,  when  they  lay  the  bafis  of  the  whole. 
Explore  the  antients  with  a  watchful  eye. 
Lay  all  their  charms  and  elegancies  by. 
Then  to  their  ufe  the  precious  fpoils  apply. 

At  firft  without  the  leaft  reftraint^eompoie. 
And  mould  the  future  poem  into  profe ; 
A  full  and  proper  feries  to  maintain. 
And  draw  the  juft  connection  in  a  chain  s 
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By  ftated  bounds  your  progrefs  to  control. 
To  join  the  parts,  and  regulate  the  whole. 

And  now  *tis  time  to  fpread  the  opening  failt 
AVide  to  t^e  wanton  winds  and  fiattering  gale$  $ 
'Xis  tinne  we  now  prefcribe  the  genuine  laws 
Xo  raife  the  beauteous  fabrick  witb  applaufe; 
But  fM  fome  method  requifite  appears 
To  form  the  boy,  and  mould  his  tender  years. 
In  vain  the  Bard  the  (acred  wreath  purfues, 
Unlefs  trained  up  and  feafonM  to  the  Mufe. 
Soon  as  the  prattling  innocent  fliall  reach 
To  the  firft  ufe  and  rudiments  of  fpcech, 
Ev'n  then,  by  Helicon  he  ought  to  rove, 
£V*n  then  the  tuneful  Nine  ihould  win  his  love 
By  juft  degrees.— But  make  his  guide  your  choice 
For  his  chafte  phrafe  and  elegance  of  voice  j 
That  he  at  firft  fuccefs fully  may  teach 
The  methods,  laws,  and  difcipline  of  fpecch  ; 
Left  the  young  charge,  miftaking  r^ht  and  wrong, 
"With  vitious  habits  prejudice  his  tongue, 
Habits,  whofe  fubtle  feeds  may  mock  your  art. 
And  fpread  their  roots  and  poifon  through  his  heart« 
Whence  none  (hall  move  me  to  approve  the  wretch. 
Who  wildly  borne  above  the  vulgar  reach. 
And  big  with  vain  pretences  to  impart 
Vaft  (hows  of  learning,  and  a  depth  of  art. 
For  fcnfe  th'  impertinence  of  terms  affords  } 
An  idle  cant  of  formidable  words  ; 
The  pride  of  pedants,  the  delight  of  fools  $ 
The  vile  difgracc,  and  lumber  of  the  fchools  : 
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Id  vain  the  circling  youths^  a  Uqoming  tbroog^ 
ODwdi  on  th^etersal  jargon  of  bis  tongue^ 
Deluded  fo©k! — The  fame  is  their  miftake. 
Who  at^he  limpid  ftream  their  thitil  may  flike» 
Yet  choofe  the  tainted  waters  ci  the  lake. 
Let  no  fuch  peft  approach  the  bloomiag  care, 
3Deprave  his  ftyle,  and  violate  his  ear  s 
But  far,  oh  far,  to  fome  remoter  place 
Drive  the  vile  wretch  to  teach  a  barbarous  race* 

Now  to  the  Mufe's  ftream  the  pupil  bring. 
To  drink  large  draughts  of  the  Pierian  fpring  $ 
And  from  liis  biith  the  facred  Bard  adore, 
Kurft  by  the  Ninet  on  Mincio's  flowery  iborei 
And  a(k  the  Gods  his  numbers  to  inQ^re, 
With  like  invention,  majefty,  and  fire. 
He  reads  Afcanius*  deeds  with  eqyal  flame. 
And  longs  with  him  to  run  at  aobler  game. 
For  youths  of  ages  paft  he  makes  his  moan. 
And  learns  to  pity  years  Co  like  his  own ; 
Which  with  too  fwift,  and  too  fevere  a  doom. 
The  fate  of  war  had  hurried  to  the  tomb. 
His  eyes,  for  Pallas,  and  for  Laufus,  flow. 
Mourn  with  their  fires,  and  weep  anotber^s  woe« 
But  when  Euryalus,  in  all  his  charms. 
Is  fnatch^'d  by  fate  from  his  dear  mother's  arms. 
And  as  he  rolls  in  death,  the  purple  flood 
Streams  out,  and  ftains  his  fnowy  limbs  with  blood. 
His  foul  the  pangs  of  generous  forrow  pierce, 
And  a  new  tear  fteals  out  at  every  verfe. 
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T^ean  tS«ne yi^tit bolder flepsthe yovtb proceeds, 
^nd  the  Greek  Poets  m  fueceffion  reads  ; 
Seafons  to 'either  tongoe  hft  tender  cars ; 
Compares  the  heroes  glorkms  charafiers } 
Sees«  how  ^neas  fs  himlelf  alone. 
The  idraught  of  Pelem*  and  Laenes*  ion  j 
How,  b^r  the  Paet*8  art,  in  one,  confpire 
XJlyfles' condu^,  and  Achilles*  fire. 

But  now,  young  Bard,  with  ftrift  attention  hear. 
And  drink  my  precepts  in  at  either  ear  | 
Since  mighty  crowds  of  Poets  you  may  find. 
Crowds  of  the  Grecian  and  Aufonian  kind, 
I^eam  hence  what  Bards  to  quit  or  to  purfue. 
To  ihun  the  falfe,  and  to  embrace  the  true  j 
Nor  is  it  hard  to  cull  each  noble  piece. 
And  point  out  every  glorious  Ton  of  Greece; 
Above  whofe  numbers  Homer  fits  on  high. 
And  (hines  fapreme  in  diftant  majefty ; 
"Whom  with  a  reverent  eye  the  reft  regard. 
And  owe  their  raptures  to  the  fovereign  Bard  j 
Through  him  the  God  tfadr  panting  fouls  infpires. 
Swells  every  breaft,  and  warms  with  all  his  fires. 
Bleft  were  the  Poets  with  the  hallowed  rage, 
TrainM  up  in  that  and  the  fucceeding  age  t 
As  to  his  time  each  Poet  nearer  drew. 
His  fpreadtng  fame  in  juft  proportion  grew. 
By  like  degrees  the  next  degenerate  race 
Sunk  from  the  height  of  honour  to  difgrace. 
And  now  the  fame  of  Greece  extinguifhM  lies. 
Her  ancient  language  with  her  glory  dies. 
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Her  baqifhM  princM  moiim  didr  nmOi^d  cnrfmm. 

Driven  from  their  old  hereditary  thrones } 

Her  drooping  nativet  rove  e>r  wor4de  uuknowB^ 

And  weep  their  woes  in  regions  not  their  own  } 

She  feels  through  all  her  fiates  the  dreadful  blow. 

And  mourns  the  fury  of  a  b^barous  foe*  ^ 

But  when  oiur  Bards  brought  o>r  th*  Aonian  maids 
From  their  own  Helicon  to  Tyber*s  ihades  $ 
When  firft  they  fettled  on  HcTperia^s  plains. 
Their  numbers  ran  in  rough  uppoliihM  ftrams. 
Void  of  the  Grecian  art  their  meafures  flowM  i 
PleasM  the  wild  fatyrs,  and  the  fylvap  crowd. 
Xpow-flirubs  and  lofty  forefts  yrhilom  rung» 
With  uncouth  verfe,  and  antiquated  fong  $ 
Nor  yet  old  Ennius  fung  in  arttefs  (trains, 
FightSy  armsj  and  hofts  embattePd  on  the  plains. 
Who  firft  afpiiM  to  pluck  the  verdant  crown 
From  Grecian  heads,  and  fix  it  on  his  own. 
New  wonders  the  fucceeding  Bards  explore. 
Which  flept  concealed  in  nature's  womb  before  j 
Her  awful  fecrets  the  bold  Poet  fings. 
And  fets  to  view  the  principles  of  things ; 
Each  part  was  fair,  and  beautiful  the  whole, 
And  every  line  was  ne£br  to  the  foul. 
By  fuch  degrees  the  verfe,  aa  ages  rolPd, 
Was  ftampt  to  form,  and  took  the  beauteous  mouId« 
Aufonia^s  Bards  drew  off  from  every  part 
The  barbarous  dregs,  and  civil iz*d  the  art« 
Till,  like  the  day,  all  (hining  and  ferene. 
That  drives  the  clouds,  and  clears  the  gloomy  fcene, 
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Refines  th^air»  and  barightens  up  th&^et. 
See  the  majeftic  head  of  Virgil  rife  5 
Phoebus'  undoabted  fon  1— who  clears  the  ruft   - 
Of  the  rough  ancient8>  and  (hakes  off  thfsir  dud. 
He  on  each  line  a  nobler  grace  beftowM  $ 
He  thought,  and  fpoke  in  every  word  a  god. 
To  grace  this  mighty  Bard,  ye  Mufes,  bring 
Your  choiceft  flowers,  and  rifle  all  the  fpring ; 
See  !  how  the  Grecian  Bards,  at  diflance  thrown^ 
"With  reverence  bow  to  this  diftingui/hM  fon  j 
Immortal  founds  his  golden  lines  impart* 
And  nought  can  match  his  genius  but  his  art, 
Ev^n  Greece  turns  pale,  and  trembles  at  his  famen 
Which  (hades  the  luftre  of  her  Homer^s  nsofns* 
"Twas  then  Aufonia  faw  her  language  irife 
In  all  Its  (Irength  and  glory  to  the  flues  ^ 
Such  glory  never  could  (he  boaft  befoiv. 
Nor  could  fucceeding  Poets  make  it  more* 
From  that  bleft  period  the  poetic  flate 
'Ran  down  the  precipice  of  time  and  fate  ; 
Degenerate  fouls  fucceed,  a  wretched  train*. 
And Jier  old  fame  at  once  drew  back  ^gain. 
One,  to  his  genius  trufts,  in  every  part. 
And  fcorns  the  rules  and  difcipline  of  art. 
While  this^  an  empty  tide  of  found  affords. 
And  roars  and  thunders  in  a  ftorm  of  words* 
Some,  muflcally  dull,  all  methods  try 
To  win  the  ear  with  fweet  ftupidity  5 
UnniiHed  drains  for  folid  wit  difpenfe. 
And  give  us  numbers,  when  we  call  for  fenfe» 

Till 
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Till  iirom  th'-He^ertan  plains  and  Ty^r  cha£*d« 

From  Rome  the  banifliM  fitters  fled  at  laft; 

Priven  by  the  barljarous  nations,  who  from  hr 

Buril  into  Latinm  with  a  tide  of  war. 

Hence  a  vaft  change  df  their  old  manners  fprung:. 

The  flaves  were  forcM  to  fpeak  their  mafter*8  tongue; 

Ko  honours  now  were  paid  the  facred  Mufe, 

But  all  were  bent  on  mercenary  views  ^ 

Till  Latium  faw  with  joy  th'  Aonian  train 

By  the  great  Mediei  reflor'd  again  $ 

Th'  illuftrious  Medici,  of  Tufcan  race,  / 

Were  born  to  cherifii  learning  in  difgrace. 

New  life  on  every  fcience  to-bcftow. 

And  lull  the  cries  of  Europe  in  her  woe. 

With  pity  they  beheld  thofe  tt^rns  of  fate, 

And  prop*d  the  ruins  of  the  Grecian  ftate  $ 

For  left  her  wit  fhouM  perifli  with  b*r  fame. 

Their  care  fupported  ftill  the  Argtve  name  5 

TJiey  caird  th'  afpiring  youths  from  diftant  parts. 

To  plant  Auibnia  with  the  Grecian  arts  5 

To  baflc  in  eafe,  and  fcience  to  diifbre. 

And  to  reftorc  the  empire  of  the  Mufe ; 

They  fent  to  ravag'd  provinces  with  care. 

And  cities  wafted  by  die  rage  of  war. 

To  buy  the  ancients  works,  of  deathlefs  fame. 

And  fnatch  th'  immortal  labours  from  the  flame ; 

To  which  the  foes  had  doomed  each  glorious  piece. 

Who  reign  and  lord  it  in  the  realms  of  Greece. 

(But  we,  ye  Gods,  would  raife  a  foreign  lord. 

As  yet  untaught  to  (heath  the  civil  fword !) 

Through 


\ 


"Hroii^  iinngrjiaiarimi.tbtt  iaas  iMcn^iB^itti, 

Xleaoe  &bkbA  Tkgil  ibnm  tbyibu] 
..Ijovc  ^b£  TcS^  and  iDZthy  iitnofi  :]iD«rer 
uribc  the  ghnjpig  jatfas  kr  flninir  isfiam. 
F  be  fappEa  2iiit^  jDour  ^nant^  ymifr 

rbcreixjp — ■BrjaiifyiBek'toiHBiiFtiKdBi^ 

ITill  riper  jcarE  and  ju^Bonit  £hib  dqr 
TomaikArirheaittieipaHriapdiiteirfwilift. 

And  thus  advised  oBcrt 
The  blamdefe  tittT  few  m  ifaMifiBJ  dwqi^ 
Oue  frooB  bis  ^ml  dcvaied  ioiIk  M«fe$ 
'Who,  pkas'd  dbe  tEsdcr  pfil  to  impiBH» 
Keganb,  axul  Iotcb  bin  ^vitb  a  £uber^s  low. 
Youth,  <^  hfitf  to  anmenNis  ills  bttniy^d^ 
Kequiifs  a  prop»  anl  wants  a  fbcti^  lid  { 
Unleft  a  fliaier*s  rules  his  mind  tadiae 
To  io¥e  asd  cnkrmte  the  lacred  Niae^ 
His  thoughts  a  tfaoolaBd  o^efts  will  employ. 
And  from  Pamafliis  lead  the  waadeiing  boy* 
So  trufti  the  fwain,  the  fiipliiqrs  to  the  earth  | 
So  hopes  in  time  to  ice  the  fprootiag  birth  $ 
Againft  the  winds  defeniive  props  he  forms. 
To  (hield  the  future  foreft  from  the  ftorrot, 
That  each  imboldenM  plant  at  length  may  riie 
In  verdant  pride,  and  flioot  iato  the  ikiei. 

Bmk 
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But  let  the  guide,  if  e>r  he  would  improve 
His  charge,  avoid  his  hate,  and  win  his  Jove  $ 
JUft  in  his  rage  wrong  meafures  he  may  take. 
And  loath  the  Mufes  for  the  teacher*$  fake. 
His  foul  then  flacken'd  from  her  native  force. 
Flags  at  the  barrier,  and  forgets  the  courie. 
Nor  by  your  anger  be  the  youth  oVr-aw'd, 
But  fcom  th*  ungenerous  province  of  the  rod  | 
Th'  offended  Mufes  never  can  fuftain 
To  hear  the  (hriekings  of  the  tender  train. 
But  ftung  with  grief  and  anguifh  hang  behind  } 
DampM  is  the  fprightly  vigour  of  the  mind. 
The  boy  no  daring  images  infpire. 
No  bright  ideas  fat  his  thoughts  on  fire  ; 
He  drags  on  heavily  th'  ungrateful  load. 
Grown  obftinately  dull,  and  feafon^d  to  the  rod. 

I  know  a  pedant,  who  to  penance  brought 
His  trembling  pupils  for  the  lightell  hiult  $ 
His  foul  tranfported  with  a  ftorm  of  ire. 
And  all  the  rage  that  malice  could  infpire  : 
By  turns  the  torturing  fcourges  we  might  hear. 
By  turns  the  ibrieks  of  wretches  ftunM  the  ear. 
Still  to  my  mind  the  dire  ideas  rife, 

I  When  rage  unufual  fparkled  in  his  eyes  ; 
When  with  the  dreadful  fcourge  infulting  loud^ 
The  tyrant  terrify'd  the  blooming  crowd  j 
A  boy  the  faireft  of  the  frighted  train, 
Who  yet  fcarce  gave  the  promife  of  a  man>. 
Ah,  difmal  obje6l !  idly  paft^the  ({ay 

[  In  all  the  thoughtlefs  innocence  of  play; 

Wheft 
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Vhen  lo  !  tV  imperious  wretch  loilamM  with  rage, 
■"ierce,  and  regardlefs  of  his  tender  age, 
^ith  fury  ftorms  ;  the  fault  his  clamours  urge  x 
rlis  hand  high- waving  brandifhes  the  fcourge. 
Fears,  tows,  and  prayers,  the  tyraofs  ears  aflail ; 
[n  vain  3 — nor  tears,  nor  vows,  nor  prayers  prevail* 
The  trembling  innocent  from  deep  defpair 
Sicken'^d,  and  breathed  his  little  foul  in  air. 
For  him,  beneath  his  poplar,  mourns  die  Po  ] 
For  him  the  tears  of  hoary  Serius  flow  ! 
For  him  their  tears  the  watery  lifters  fhed. 
Who  lov'd  him  living,  and  deplor'd  him  dead ! 
The  furious  pedant,  to  reftrain  his  rage. 
Should  mark  di**  example  of  a  former  age  ; 
How  fierce  Alcides,  warm'd  with  youthful  ire, 
Dafh'd  on  his  mafter^s  front  his  vocal  lyre. 
But  yet,  ye  youths,  confefs  your  mafter*s  fway^ 
And  their  commands  implicitly  obey. 

Whoever  then  this  arduous  talk  purfues. 
To  form  the  Bard,  and  cultivate  the  Mufe, 
Let  him  by  fofter  means,  and  milder  ways. 
Warm  his  ambition  with  the  love  of  praife  j 
Soon  as  his  precepts  fhall  engage  his  heart. 
And  fan  the  riling  fire  in  every  part. 
Light  is  the  taflc ;— for  then  the  eager  boy 
Purfues  the  voluntary  toil  with  joy  j 
Difdains  th^  inglorious  indolence  of  reft. 
And  feeds  th'  immortal  ardour  in  his  breaft. 

And  here  the  common  praSlice  of  the  fchooU 
By  known  experience  juftifies  my  rules^ 

The 
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The  youths  in  ibcial  ftudies  to  engage ; 

For  then  the  rivals  burn  with  generous  rage. 

Each  rpul  the  flings  of  emulation  raife. 

And  every  little  boibm  beats  for  praife. 

But  gifts  proposed  will  urge  them  beft  to  rifcf 

Fifd  at  the  glorious  prorpe6l  of  a  prize. 

With  noble  jealoufy,  the  blooming  Bard 

ReadSy  labours*  glows*  and  ftrains  for  the  reward  , 

Fears  led  his  happy  rival  win  the  race. 

And  raife  a  triumph  on  his  own  difgrace. 

But  when  once  feafonM  to  the  rage  divine. 
He  loves  and  courts  the  raptures  of  the  Nin« ; 
The  fenfe  of  glory,  and  the  love  of  fame. 
Serve  but  as  fecond  motives  to  the  flame  j 
The  thrilling  pleafure  all  the  Bard  fubdues, 
Lock'd  in  the  Gari^  embraces  of  the  Mufe. 
See !  when  barlh  parents  force  the  youth  to  quit^ 
For  meaner  arts,  the  dear  delights  of  wit. 
If  e*er  the  wonted  warmth  his  thoughts  infpire. 
And  with  paft  pleafures  fet  his  mind  on  fire  j 
How  from  his  foul  he  longs,  but  k}ngs  in  vain. 
To  haunt  the  groves  and  purling  ftreams  again  f 
No  ftern  commands  of  parents  can  control. 
No  force  can  check  the  fallies  of  hh  fouk 
So  burns  the  courfer  feafon'd  to  the  rein. 
That  fpies  his  females  on  a  dillant  plain, 
And  longs  to  a£l  his  pleafures  o*er  again. 
FirM  with  remembrance  of  his  joys,  he  bounds. 
He  foams  and  ftrives  to  reach  the  well-known  grounds; 

The 
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The  goring  fpurs  his  furious  flames  imprqve^ 
And  rouzc  within  htm  all  the  rage  of  Jove  j 
Ply'd  with  the  fcourgc  he  ftill  ncglcds  his  hade,. 
And  moves  reliftartt,  when  he  moves  at  laft  j 
Reverts  his  eye,  regrets  the  drftant  mare; 
And  neighs  impatient  for  the  dappled  fair. 

How  oft  the  youth  would  long  to  change  his  fate> 
Who  high  advanc'd  to  all  the  pomp  of  ftate, 
"With  grief  his  gawdy  load  of  grandeur  vtews> 
Loft  at  too  high  a  diftance  from  the  Mufe  \ 
How  oft  he  fighs  by  warbling  ftreams  to  rove. 
And  quit  the  palace  for  the  ihady  grove  ! 
How  oft  in  Tybur's  cold  retreats  to  lye,  -• 

And  gladly  ftoop  to  chearful  poverty,  V 

Beneath  the  rigor  of  the  wintery  fky  t  ^ 

But  yet  how  many  curfe  their  fruitlefs  toll, 
'Who  turn  and  cultivate  a  barren  foil  ? 
This,  e'rfftoo  late,  the  maftermay  divine 
By  a  fure  omen,  and  a  certain  %n  $ 
The  hopeful  youth,  determined  by  his  choice. 
Works  witho^  precept,  and  prevents  advice, 
Confults  his  teacher,  plies  his  talk  with  joy. 
And  a  quick  fenfc  of  glory  fires  the  boy. 
He  challenges  the  eroud ; — the  conqueft  o'er. 
He  ftruts  away  the  viftor  of  an  hour. 
Then  vanqui(h*d  in  his  turn  j  o'erwhclm'd  with  care^ 
He  weeps,  he  pines,  he  fickens  with  defpair  f 
Nor  looks  his  little  rivals  in  the  face,  ^ 

But  flies  for  (helter  to  feme  lonely  place,  v 

To  mouru  bis  fhaniej  and  cover  lus  difgrace,. '  ^ 

His 
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His  mafter*s  frowns  impatient  to  Aiftain, 
Strait  he  returns,  and  wins  the  day  again. 
This  is  the  boy  his  better  fates  defign 
To  rife  the  future  darling  of  the  Nine ; 
For  him  the  Mufes  weave  the  facred  crown* 
And  bright  Apollo  claims  him  for  his  own. 
Not  the  leaft  hope  th*  unadlive  youth  can  rai^e. 
Dead  to  the  profpefl,  and  the  fenfe  of  praife  $ 
Who  your  juft  rules  with  dull  attention  hears* 
Nor  lends  his  undei-ftanding*  but  his  ears* 
KefolvM  his  parts  in  indolence  to  keep* 
He  lulls  his  drowfy  faculties  afleep  f  , 
The  wretch  your  beft  endeavours  will  betray. 
And  the  fuperfluous  care  is  thrown  away. 

,     I  fear  for  him*  who  ripens  ere  his  prime  ; 
For  all  productions  there 's  a  proper  time. 
Oh  I  may  no  apples  in  the  fpriog  appear* 
Out-grow  the  feafons,  and  prevent  the  year* 
Mor  mellow  yet,  till  autumn  ftains  the  vine. 
And  the  full  prefles  foam  with  flpods  of  wine* 
Tom  from  the  parent-tree  too  foon,  they  lie 
Trod  down  by  every  fwain  who  pafles  by. 

Nor  ihould  the  youth  too  ftriClly  be  confined* 
*Tis  fometimes  proper  to  unbend  his  mind ; 
When  tir'd  with  ftudy,  let  him  fe^k  the  plains* 
And  mark  the  homely  humours  of  the  fwains  j 
Or  pleasM  the  toils  to  fpread,  or  horns  to  wind* 
Hunt  the  fleet  mountain-goat,  or  foreft-hind. 
Mean  time  the/ youth,  impatient  that  the  day 

'  Should  pafs  in  pleafures  unimproved  away* 

Steals 
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Steals  from  the  (houting  crowd,  and  quits  the  plains, 
T^o  itng  the  fylvan  Gods  in  rural  ftrains ; 
Or  calls  the  Mufes  to  Albtinea^s  fliades. 
Courts,  and  enjoys,  the  vifionary  maids. 
So  labourM  fields,  with  crops  alternate  bleft, 
By  turns  lie  fallow,  and  indulge  their  reft  j 
The  Twain  contented  bids  the  hungry  foil 
Enjoy  a  fweet  vicifiitude  from  toil ; 
Till  earth  renews  her  genial  powers  to  bear. 
And  pays  his  prudence'with  a  bounteous  year. 
On  a  ftrift  view  your  folid  judgment  frame. 
Nor  think  that  genius  is  in  all  the  fame ; 
How  oft  the  youth,  who  wants  the  facred  fire, 
'  Fondly  miftakes  for  genius  his  defire  ? 
Courts  the  coy  Mufes,  though  rejefled  ftill. 
Nor  nature  feconds  his  mifguided  will : 
He  ftrives,  he  toils  with  unavailing  care  j 
Nor  heaven  relents,  nor  Phoebus  hears  his  prayer. 
He  with  fuccefs,  perhaps,  may  plead  a  caufe. 
Shine  at  the  bar,  and  flouriOi  by  the  laws  $ 
Perhaps  dilcover  rature's  fecret  fprings. 
And  bring  to  light  th*  originals  of  things. 
Bat  fometimes  precept  will  fuch  force  impart. 
That  nature  bends  beneath  the  power  of  art. 

Befide^  *tis  no  light  province  to  remove 
From  the  raih  boy  the  fiery  pangs  of  love  ; 
Till,  ripe  in  years,  and  more  confirmed  in  age. 
He  learns  to  bear  the  fiaraes  of  Cupid's  rage  j 
Oft  hidden  fii'es  on  all  his  vitals  prey. 
Devour  the  youth,  and  melt  his  foul  away 

Y  By 
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By  flow  degrcw, bl^t  out  to  goWcn  dreror,. 

The  tuneful  poet«,  and  CaiUUan  ftreama  § 
Struck  with  a  fccrct  woMnd,,M.w^pt  aad  figh^  , 
In  every  thought  the  darlwg  phoitoms  rifej 
The  fattcy'd  cbaraoer  fwrnis  bcf(n:e  hi»  fight. 
His  theme  aU  ^yy  his  vifiQa  all, the  nrght ; 
The  wandering  objca  takeft  up  ^U  his  care. 
Nor  can  he  quit  th'  imaginary iair. 
Mean  time  his  fire*  unconfcious  of  bia  pain. 
Applies  tb€  temper'd  medicines  Jifi  vain  j 
The  plague,  (is>  deeply  rooted  iq  his  heart. 
Mocks  every  flight  attempt  of  P»an>  artj 
The  flames  ©f  Cupid  all  his  breaft  »nfp»re. 
And  in  the  lover's  quench  th«  poet's  fire. 

When  in  his  riper  years,  without  conuol. 
The  Nine  have  took  pofrfiion  of  his  foul  j 
When,  facred-to  their  g<4»  the  crown  he  wears. 
To  QtKer  «i«thors  let  him  bend  his  cares  j 
Confult  tWr  ftyle»,  eaiflmi»«  cwy  part. 
And  a  new  t  wanre  tnkt  fr«¥>  ^«y  a^- 
Firft  ftudy  Tull/s  langP»g^  and  his  fenfe, 
And  range  that  boundlefs  field  of  t loqucnce. 
TuUy,  Rvme's,other  glory,  ft»U  ?ftords 
The  beft  expreffions  and  the  richeft  word*  i 
As  high  o'er  all  in  elaq«««ce  he  ft«^. 
As  Rome  oV  all  the  ii»ti«lis  Aw  fubdued. 
Let  him  ictd  men  and  mannw,  wd  exploit 
The  fite  v»d  diftancft  ftrwn  fcore  to  fliow  j 
Then  let  him  travel,  or  to  rnapa  repair. 

And  fee  imajp»*d  ^ities-tifing  ther«j 

Range 
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Range  with  bU  eyes  the  earth^s  fiflitioui  bal]^ 
J^nd  pafs  o^cr  figured  worlds  that  grace  the  wall. 
Some  iivthe  bloody  ihock  of  arms  appear. 
To  paint  the  native  horrors  cf  the  war ; 
Through  chaining  bofia  they  rv/h  before  thty  write, 
JV.nd  plunge  in.  all  the  tunnilt  of  the  fight. 
Sut  fince  our  lives,  contracted  in  their  date 
"By  fcanty  bounds  aad  circumfcrib'd  by  fate. 
Can  never  launch  through  all  the  dc^ibs  of  arts. 
Ye  youths,  touch  only  the  material  parts  $ 
There  ftop  your  labour,  there  your  fearch  control. 
And  draw  froai  thence  a  notion  of  the  whole. 
From  diftant  dimes  when  the  rich  merchant*  come. 
To  bring  tbe  wcaldb  of  forrign  regions  home  | 
Content  the  fricwDy  harbcors  10  txplort. 
They  only  toncii  Mfon  the  wiculjAtg  Aore| 
Nor  witii  vani  bbniy  wsundef  9f>  ssul  dows 
To  view  the  lamd,  aad  %iQi  timj  tsmn  $ 
That  wvnki  Imt  call  diem  fewai  their  f&nmar  nod. 
To  ^e»d  SB  ag^  i»  baoid&iHeise  sibrtitfd  j 
'  Too  hnfie  vaania^  £ri«  c&e  daof^Bf&m^  maiMf 
To  ice  tibcnr  Qsimms^  aa<^  rfteir  fnsti^  ^sffo^ 

Still  he  i&e  6ois^  piiem  ywir  4Bt%&:^ 
Kcad  fheac  %^  ^,  m«&ix.  rhem.  m.  Hfte  «i^$ 
FrcoB  dko6:  dear  iixoxtcaxoi  alT  y<»ir  k^Cbvcs  firai^ 

But  letr  yomrfbbjisd^  in  fcmr  btti<viii.  i:<»fly 
Claaa  ewery  tlitmgjir,  ancT  dtsxm  ia^^  Ce^^cJL 
Tfcffi  ctuiiianr  (d^B^t^  ra  y<wr  rniud  d1(^fh>^ 
Y«nr  fioil  ail  m'^fy  ^ir  fabottv  sdT  tiU  (&yv 

Ty  f  treed 
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I  need  not  all  the  rules  of  verfe  difclofe, 
Nor  how  their  various  meafures  to  difpofe; 
The  tutor  here  with  eafe  his  charge  may  guide 
To  join  the  parts  and  numbers,  or  divide. 
Now  let  him  words  to  ftated  laws  fubmit. 
Or  yoke  to  meafures,  or  reduce  to  feet  $ 
Now  let  him  foftly  to  himfelf  rehearfc 
His  firft  attempts  and  rudiments  of  verfe  j 
Fix  on  thofe  rich  expreffions  his  regard 
To  ufe  made  facred  by  fome  ancient  bardj 
Toft  by  a  different  guft  of  hopes  and  fears. 
He  begs  of  heaven  an  hundred  eyes  and  ears. 
Now  here,  now  there,  coy  nature  he  purfues. 
And  takes  one  image  in  a  thoufand  views. 
He  waits  the  happy  moment  that  affords 
The  nobleft  thoughts,  and  moft  expreflive  words. 
He  brooks  no  dull  delay  ;  admits  no  reft  5 
A  tide  of  paflion  ftruggles  in  his  brcafti 
Round  his  dark  foul  no  clear  ideas  play. 
The  moft  familiar  objeas  glide  away. 
All  fixt  in  thoitght,  aftoniOi'd  he  appears. 
His  foul  examines,  and  confults  his  ears  5 
And  racks  his  faithlefs  memory,  to  find 
Some  traces  faintly  (ketcVd  upon  his  mind. 
There  he  unlocks  the  glorious  magazine. 
And  opens  every  faculty  within } 
Brings  out  with  pride  their  intelUaual  fpoils. 
And  with  the  noble  treafurc  crowns  his  toils } 
And  off  mcer  chance  ftiall  images  difplay, 
That  ftrikc  his  mind  engaged  a  different  way. 

StQl 
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Still  he  perfills  ;  regrets  no  toil  nor  pain, 

^nd  ftil]  the  taik»  he  tried  before  in  vain. 

Plies  with  unweai^M  diligence  again. 

For  oft'  unmanageable  thoughts  appear, 

That  mock  his  labour,  and  delude  his  care  5 

Th*  impatient  bard,  with  all  his  nerves  apply'd, 

IVies  all  the  avenues  on  every  fide  5 

RefolvM  and  bent  the  precipice  to  gain  ; 

Though  yet  he  labours  at  the  rock  in  vain  ; 

By  his  own  ftrength  and  heaven,  with  conqueft  grac'd. 

He  wins  th*  important  vi6lory  at  lall  $ 

Stretched  by  his  hands  the  vanquifh'd  monfter  lies, 

And  the  proud  triumph  lifts  hiro^  to  the  (kies. 

But  when  ev*n  chance  and  9II  his  efforts  fail, 

Nor  toils,  nor  vigilance,  nor  cares  prevail  | 

His  paft  attempts  in  vain  the  boy  renews. 

And  waits  the  fofter  feafons  of  the  Mufe; 

He  quits  his  work  ;  throws  by  his  fond  defiret } 

And  from  his  talk  reluctantly  retires. 

Thus  o'er  the  fields  the  fwain  purfues  hjs  road* 
Till  ftopt  at  length  by  fome  iippervious  flood. 
That  from  a  mountain's  brow,  oVrchargM  with  rains, 
Eurils  in  a  thundering  tide,  and  foams  along  the  plains  s 
With  horror  chilPd,  he  traverfcs  the  fhore. 
Sees  the  waves  rife,  and  hears  the  torrent  roar  $ 
Then  griev'd  returns  ;  or  waits  with  vain  delay. 
Till  the  tumultuous  deluge  rolls  away. 

But  in  no  Iliad  let  the  youth  engage 
His  tender  years,  and  unexperienc'd  age  j 

Y  3  Let 
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Let  him  by  ju ft  degrees  and  fteps  proceed. 
Sing  with  the  fwatns,  and  tune  the  tender  reed  s 
He  with  fuccefs  an  humbler  theme  may  ply. 
And,  Virgil-like,  in^mortalize  a  fly: 
Or  fing  the  mice,  their  battles  and  attacks^ 
Againft  the  croaking  natives  of  the  lakes  : 
Or  with  what  art  her  toils  the  fpider  fet«. 
And  fpins  her  filmy  entrails  into  nets. 

And  here  embrace,  ye  teachers,  this  advice  { 
N6t  to  be  too  inquifitivcly  nice, 
Sut,  till  the  foul  enlarged  rn  ibength  appears^ 
Indulge  the  boy,  and  fpare  his  tender  years  ; 
Till,  to  ripe  judgment  and  experience  brought^ 
Himfelf  difbems  and  blufhes  at  a  fault |  , 

For  if  the  critics  eyes  too  ftriftly  pierce. 

To  point  each  blemifh  out  in  ttvery  verfe,  j 

Void  of  all  hope  the  (Hpling  n^ay  depart^ 

And  turn  his  ftudies  to  another  art. 

But  if  refolvM  his  darling  faults  to  fcc^ 

A  youtii  of  genius  (hould  apply  to  me. 

And  court  ray  elder  Judgment  to  penife 

Th*  imperfeft  labours  of  his  infant  Mufef 

i  Should  not  fcrople,  witli  a  candid  eye, 

To  read  and  praife  his  poem  to  the  fky ; 

With  feeming  rapture  6n  each  line  to  pauAs 

And  dweH  on  each  expreflion  with  applaufe. 

But  when  my  praifes  bad  inflamM  his  mind. 

If  fome  lame  verfe  limp'd  flowly  up  behind  ;  ' 

One,  that  himfelf,  unconfcious,  had  not  found. 

By  numbers  charmM,  and  led  away  by  found} 

lihoQld      i 


.Ajtd  grnre  hraf  fliuiigii  feet  to  )cmj  i"  nvf 
Teaeh  it  to  ran  aioo^  moie  Itrm  skod  fmrx 
fiar  wMud  I  inovr  tli^  Muuiid  bcfere  the  miB*. 

Wctr  wfaut  icuuins^  tfTe"noetl  ntfoin 
7o  ravni  no  gtoricnis  fcscwCr  no  trt^su'AtKffff^ 
fill  free-  froni  tMfiiitIs  he  lefiie^  aUmev 
And  flics  the  ^My  tsmott  of  the  tamft  f 
Seeks  mrai  pkifew-v  and  enfov^  the  f^fnd^fff 
And  cottfTt  the  thwi^hrfai  tUenee  rut  *nc  fna4r% 
V/^berc  the  fair  Dryade  haunt  rhexr  nafprr  wcimM* 
With  nil  the  orrierx  of  the  fyifrwr'TP^tM. 
Here  in  their  foft  letieim  rke  'jokm.   /r. 
Serene^  aaid  bheft  with  cheafftjt  "tbtct^ 
Na  guilty  fchcmei!  of  "^^slfh  fcer/   v.^  iwvijr. 
No  caresy  no  profpeifFry  'rfftfc/*"^*!.--*  i*'  i    tt9 
No  fcenes  of  gnUKlcsrr  -^ttor  r.  Vact  •  i^i/if 
lierz  they  the  joyi  tf  .uiuifss^rt  i%.j    -i , 
And  taffe  the  jjjeadifrp-  'ti  t.v.  i^4it/y    -.^. 
From  a  raek'T  'TfTr»!i  tie  itxhur-^r.  *'.7\  *•  ^^ 
VTho  dares  tn  'rt^LXf.  fst  'j^ir^c  >i»/,ij^ 
By  deed*  or 'jwjrf t — TV  w»•«*?(^J^  S  ' ..  .  C    \mu^ 
Aflauiru'hc'fcirfrnx  T-j'.rv  ^>r  ^j;*-,-*" 

On  rfe  hn^fe  Mdic  vj&c'  ri;*^^:  ^^-w  K,**'  w  .  ■->% 
Assd  ^saLg  wh-r  r»"s*i  »  j^aihW.*,  »v  4v^^^ 
FtoB  das  tiigh  ft^tk^  to  the  r»,c;tNl  \>^\\\* 
CASfcrd,  flBortaby  Set  the  porti?  Ivr, 
Or  dread  A*  impatdttig  renge^net  vt  tht  <hy  | 

Y4  Th» 
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The  gods  ftill  liftenM  to  their  conftant  prayer. 

And  made  the  poets  their  peculiar  care. 

They,  with  contempt*  on  fortune^s  gift  look  down. 

And  latigh  at  Icings  who  wear  an  envyM  crown. 

RaisM  and  tranfported  by  their  foaring  mind. 

From  their  proud  eminence  they  view  mankind 

Loft  in  a  cloud  $  they  fee  thcra  toil  below. 

All  bufy  to  proipote  their  common  woe. 

Of  guilt  unconfcious^  with  a  Heady  foul. 

They  fee  the  lightnings  flalh,  and  hear  the  thunders  roS. 

When,  girt  with  terrors,  Heaven's  Almighty  Siie 

Launches  his  triple  bolts,  and  forky  fire. 

When  o'er  high  towers  the  red  dcftroyer  plays,    . 

And  fti-ikes  the  mountains  with  the  pointed  blaze  j 

Safe  in  their  innocence,  like  Gods,  they  rife. 

And  lift  their  fouls  ferenely  to  the  ikies. 

Fly,  ye  profane  j— the  facred  Nine  were  given 
To  blefs  thefe  lower  worlds  by  bounteous  heaven  t 
Of  old,  Prometheus,  from  the  realms  above. 
Brought  down  thefe  daughters  of  all-mighty  Jove, 
When  to  his  native  earth  the  robber  came. 
Charged  with  the  plunder  of  ethereal  flame. 
As  due  Gompa/Tion  touchM  his  generous  mind. 
To  fe<(  the  favage  ftatej^uman  kind  ^ 
When^  Jed  to  range  at  large  the  bright  abodes. 
And  fhare  th'  ^mbrofial  banquets  of  the  Gods  } 
In  many  a  whirl  he  faw  Olympus  driven. 
And  heard  th^  eternal  harmony  of  heaven. 
Turn'd  round  and  round  the  concert  charmM  his  cart 
^ith  all  the  mufic  of  the  dancing  fpheres} 

The 
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The  fycxtd  Nine  his  wondering  eyes  behold. 

As  each  her  orb  in  juft  diviiions  rolled  i 

The  thief  beholds  them  with  ambitious  eyes. 

And,  bent  on  fraud,  he  meditates  the  prize  i 

A  prize !  the  noblelt  gift  he  could  bcftow 

(Next  to  the  fire)  on  human  race  below  ; 

At  length  th*  immortals  reconcird  relign'd 

The  fair  celeftial  fifters  to  mankind ; 

Though  bound  to  CaucaAis  with  folid  chains, 

Th*  afpiring  robber  groanM  in  endlefs  pains  $ 

By  which  deterr'd,  for  ages  lay  fupine 

The  race  of  mortals,  nor  invokM  the  Nine  : 

Till  heaven  in  verfe  fliew'd  man  his  future  ftate. 

And  opcn'd  every  diftant  fcene  of  fate. 

Firft,  the  great  father  of  the  Gods  above 
Sung  in  Dodona  and  the  Libyan  grove  $ 

Next,  to  th*  enquiring  nations  Themis  gave. 
Her  facred  anfwers  from  the  Phocian  cave  $ 

Then  Phoebus  warned  them  from  the  Delphic  dome, 
Of  future  time,  and  ages  yet  to  come  $ 
And  reverend  Faun  us  utterM  truths  divine 
To  the  iirft  founders  of  the  Latian  line. 
Next  the  great  race  of  hallow *d  prophets  came. 
With  them  the  Sibyls  of  immortal  fame, 
InfpirVl  with  all  the  God  ;  who  rapt  on  high 
With  more  than  mortal  rage  unbounded  Hy, 
And  range  the  daik  recefles  of  the  Iky* 
Next,  at  their  feafl^,  the  peofJe  ftsRf  their  lays 
(The  fame  their  prophets  Tung  in  fotmtr  days)  | 
Their  theme  an  hero,  and  his  diratbUrs  pfa>li# 

5  WUm 
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What  has  to  man  of  nobler  worth  been  givcat% 
Than  this  the  beft  and  greftteil  boon  of  fataveii  t 
Whatever  power  i^ie  gioriocis  gift  beftew*4. 
We  trace  dhe  certain  footfteps  of  a  god^ 
By  thee  infpir^d,  the  daring  poet  flies. 
His  foul  mounts  up,  and  towers  above  the  ikieft  { 
Thou  art  the  iburce  of  pleaftre,  and  wse  fee 
No  joy,  no  tranfport>  when  debarrM  of  thee  j 
Thy  tuneful  ddty  the  feather'd  throng     ^ 
Confefs  in  all  the  meafures  of  their  fong. 
Thy  great  commands  the  favages  obey, 
And  ever}'  filent  native  of  the  fea : 
Led  by  thy  voice,  the  ftarting  rocks  advance^ 
And  liftening  forefts  mingle  in  the  dance. 
On  thy  fweet  notes  the  damnM  rejoice  to  dwell> 
Thy  ftrains  fufpended  all  the  din  of  hell ; 
Luird  by  the  found,  the  Furies  rag'd  no  more. 
And  Hell's  infernal  porter  ceasM  to  roar. 
Thy  powers  exalt  us  to  the  realms  above. 
To  feaft  with  Gods,  and  Ht  the  guells  of  Jove  t 
Thy  prefence  foftens  anguifh,  woe,  and  ftrife. 
And  reconciles  us  to  the  load  of  life; 
Hail,  thou  bright  comfort  of  thefe  low  abodes^ 
Thou  joy  of  men  and  darling  of  "the  Gods. 
As  prieft  and  poet>  in  thefe  humble  lays, 
I  boldly  labour  to  refound  thy  praife  $ 
To  hang  thy  fhrines,  this  gift  I  bring  a}ong. 
And  to  thy  altars  guide  the  tender. throng% 
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BOOK   II. 

PROCEED,  ye  Kine,  d*rccndcd  from  above, 
Ye  tntitful  daughters  of  almighty  Jove  j 
To  teach  the  future  age,  I  haften  on. 
And  open  every  foorce  of  Heiicon. 
Your  prieft  and  hard  with  rage  divtfie  fnfpirt, 
WTiilc  to  your  ftirine  I  lead  ihe  blooming  choir. 
Hard  was  the  way,  and  ri-ubious,  which  we  trod. 
Now  (how,  ye  goddeffes,  a  furer  road  5 
Point  out  tbofe  paths,  which  you  can  find  alone, 
To  all'the  world  hfut  to  yoiirftlves  unknown  ; 
Lo  !  all  th'  Hcfperian  youths  with  mt  implore 
Your  fofter  influence,  and  propitious  power. 
Who,  rang'd  beneath  my  banners,  boldly  tread 
Thofe  arducnis  tracks  to  reach  your  mountain's  head» 
New  rules  "tisjnowmy  province  to  tmpartj 
Firft  to  invent,  and  then  difpole  with  art  \ 
Each  a  laborious  taik :  but  they  who  (hare 
Heaven's  kind^  bounty,  and  peculiar  care, 
A  glorious  train  of  images  may  find. 
Preventing  h<fpe,^  and  crowding  on  the  mind; 
The  other  taflc,  to  fettle  every  part. 
Depends  On  judgment,  and  the  powers  of  art  j 
From  whence  in  chief  the  poet  hopes  to  raife 
His  future  glory,  and  immortal  pl-aife. 

Thit 
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This  as  a  rule  the  nobleft  bards  efteem, 
To  touch  at  firft  in  general  on  the  theme ; 
To  hint  at  all  the  fubjecl  in  aiirie ; 
And  draw  in  miniature  the  whole  defign. 
Nor  in  themfelves  confide  ;  but  next  implore 
The  timely  aid  of  fome  ctleftial  power  5 
To  guide  your  labours,  and  point  cut  your  ix>ad» 
Choofe,  as  you  pleafe,  your  tutelary  Godj 
But  ftill  invoke  fome  guardian  deity. 
Some  power,  to  look  aufpicious  from  the  flcy : 
To  nothing  great  (hould  mortals  bend  their  care. 
Till  Jove  be  folemnly  addreil  in  prayer. 
*Tis  not  enough  to  call  for  aid  divine, 
And  court  but  once  the  favour  of  the  Nine  j 
When  obje6l8  rife,  that  mock  your  toil  and  pain. 
Above  the  labour  and  the  reach  of  man  j 
Then  you  may  fupplicate  the  bleft  abodes. 
And  aflc  the  friendly  fuccour  of  the  Gods. 
Shock  not  your  reader,  nor  begin  too  fierce. 
Nor  fwell  and  blufter  in  a  pomp  of  verfe  5 
At  firft  all  needlefs  ornament  remove. 
To  fhun  his  prejudice'  and  win  his  love. 
At  firft,  you  find  moft  favour  and  fuccefs 
In  plain  exprefiion,  and  a  modeft  drefs. 
For  if  too  arrogant  you  vaunt  your  might. 
You  fall  with  greater  fcandal  in  the  fight. 
When  on  the  niceft  point  your  fortune  ftands, 
And  all  your  courage,  all  your  ftrcngth  demands. 
With  gradual  flights  furprize  us  as  we  read  j 
Ai)d  let  more  glorious  images  fucceed, 

To 
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To  wake  our  fouls  3  to  kindle  our  6tfirc 

Still  to  read  on,  and  fan  the  rlfing  fire. 
Sut  ne^er  the  fub)c6(  of  your  work  proclaim 

In  its  own  coloi^rs,  smd  its  genuine  name } 

Xet  it  by  diftant  tokens  be  conveyM, 

And  wrapt  in  other  words,  and  covered  in  their  (hade. 

At  laft  the  fubjefl  from  the  friendly  ihrowd  ^ 

Burfts  out,  and  ihines  the  brighter  from  the  cloud ; 

Then  the  diflblving  darknefs  breaks  aWay, 

And  every  objeft  glares  in  open  day. 

Thus  great  •  Ulyflcs'  toils  were  I  to  choofe, 

For  the  main  theme  that  (honld  employ  my  Mufe  | 

By  his  long  labours  of  immortal  fame, 

Should  fhine  my  hero,  but  conceal  his  name ; 

As  one,  who  loft  at  fea,  had  nations  feen. 

And  marked  their  towns,  their  manners,  and  their  men, 

Since  Troy  was  Icvel'd  to  the  duft  by  Grtecej 

Till  a  few  lines  epitomizM  the  piece. 

But  ftiidy  now  what  order  to  maintain. 
To  link  the  work  in  one  continued  chain, 
That,  when  the  Mufe  difplays  her  artful  fcheme. 
And  at  the  proper  time  unfolds  the  theme } 
Each  part  may  find  its  own  determined  place. 
Laid  out  with  method,  and  difposM  with  grace  j 
That  to  the  deftin'd  fcope  the  piece  may  tend. 
And  keep  one  conftant  tenor  to  the  end. 
Firft  to  furprizing  novelties  inclinM, 
The  bards  fome  unexpe^lcd  objefls  find. 
To  wake  attention,  and  fufpend  the  mind. 

«  Vid.  HoiD.  OdyiT.  Lib.  I. 
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A  cold  dull  owJerfcrtvcty  they  forfake ; 

Fixt  and  refoly'd-  tRe  Wfnd'mg  w»y  to  takt,  j 

They  nobly  devkni  from  the  beotm  track*  J 

The  poet  inarhe  tft^  ocesvfion,  as  he  fmgs. 

To  launch  oot  bokHy  iVomtlie  msdft  of  things, 

Whene  feme  diiilngviOiM  incident  be  views. 

Some  (hining  a^ion  that  deferves  a  Mu(e. 

Thence  b3rl^e;^e€S  the  wondering  reidtt  bsingr 

To  trace  the  n»bje£^backward  te  its  fpriogs. 

Left  at  his  entrance  he  fliould  idly  (bsy. 

Shocked  at  hie  toil^  and  dubious  o€  his  way  i 

For  when  fet  down  fb^  near  the  premised  goal^ 

The  flattering  pPO<^£V  tempte  and  fifes  hit  iinil  i 

Already  paft  the  treacherous  bounds  appear. 

Then  mod  at  diftance,  when  they  ftem  ib  near; 

Far  from  his  grafp  the  ffceting  harbour  ties. 

Courts  his  purfuit,  but  mocks  his  darled  eyes  i 

The  promisM  region  he  with  joy  had  fpy*d, 

Vaft  trails  of  oceans  from  his  reach  divide  | 

Still  muft  he  backward*  fteer  his  lengthenM  way. 

And  plough  a  wide  interminable  fea. 

No  ikilful  poet  wo'iifd  his  Mufe  emptey. 

From  Paris'  vote  to  trace  the  fell  of  Troy, 

Nor  every  deed  of  Hector  to  relate, 

While  his  ftrong  arm  fafpcnded  I  lion's  fate  | 

Work  !  for  fome  annaliff  !  fome  heavy  feol, 

Correftly  dry,  and  regularly  ditll. 

Be^  near  the  *  end  thofe  dreadful  frenes  appear  | 

Wake  then,  and  rouze  the  furies  of  the  war. 

•ieeHomcv'a^  Iliad.    " 

But 
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Sat  for  his  raviihM  fair  atfirft  engage 
Peleides^  foui  in  unrelenting  rage. 
Se  this  the  caule  that  every  Phrygian  flood 
Swells  with  red  waves,  and  co)ls  a  tide  of  blood  ;, 
rrhat  Xapthus*  urns  a  purple  deluge  pour, 
And  the  deep  trenches  float  with  human  gore* 
Nor  former  deeds  in  filence  muft  we  lofe. 
The  league  at  Aulis,  and  the  mutual  vows. 
The  Spartan  raging  for  his  raVi(h*d  fpoufe; 
The  thoufand  fliips  ;  the  woes  which  lliou  bore 
From  G^ece,  for  nine  revolving  years  before. 
This  *  rule  with  judgment  ihould  the  bard  maintaloi 
"Who  brings  Laertes'  wandering  fon  again, 
From  burning  Dion  to  his  native  reign. 
Let  him  not  launch  fron)  Ida's  ftrand  his  ^ips. 
With  his  attendant  friends  into  the  deeps  ^ 
Nor  .ftay  to  vanquifh  the  Ciconian  hoft  j  «^ 

But  let  him  flrft  appear  (his  comrades  lofl)  C 

"With  fair  Calypfo  on  th'  Ogygian  coaft.  ^ 

From  thence,  a  world  of  toils  and  dangers  paft^ 
Waft  him  to  rich  Phaeacia's  realms  at  laft, 
There  at  the  feaft  his  wanderings  to  relate. 
His  friends  dire  change ;  bis  own  relentlefs  fate. 
But  if  the  bard  of  former  a6lions  fmgs, 
He  wifely  draws  from  thofe  remoter  fprings 
The  prefent  oi'der,  and  the  courfe  of  things. 

As  yet  unfold  th'  event  on  no  pretence, 
'Tis  your  chief  taflc  to  keep  us  in  fufpcnfe* 

•  See  the  Odyffey. 
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Nor  tell. what  •prefcms  Aticiis'  /on  prepares. 

To  reconcile  Achilles  to  the  wars  j 

Or  f  by  what  God^s  au/picious  condii6l  led. 

From  Polyphemus'  den  Ulyfles  fled. 

PleasM  with  the  toil,  and  on  the  profpeft  bent. 

Our  fouls  feap  forward  to  the  wiihM  event. 

Ko  call  of  nature  can  our  fearch  reftrain, 

And  fleep,  and  thirft,  and  hunger,  plead  in  vain. 

Glad  we  purfue  the  labour  we  erabrac'd. 

And  leave  relu£lant,  when  we  leave  at  laft. 

See !  how  the  bard,  triumphant  in  his  art. 

Sports  with  our  paflions,  and  commands  the  heart} 

Now  here,  now  there,  he  turns  the  varying  fong^  | 

And  draws  at  will  the  captive  foul  along } 

RackM  with  uncertain  hints,  in  every  fenfc 

We  feel  the  Icngthen'd  anguifti  of  fufpenfe. 

When  X  Homer  once  has  promisM  to  rehearfe 

Bold  Paris*  /ight,  in  many  a  founding  verfe. 

He  foon  perceives  his  reader's  warm  deiire 

Wrapt  in  the  event,  and  all  his  foul  on  fire ; 

The  poet  then  contrives  feme  fpecious  ftay, 

before  he  tells  the  fortune  of  the  day. 

Till  Helen  to  the  king  and  elders  (how. 

From  fome  tall  tower,  the  leaders  of  the  foe. 

And  name  the  heroes  in  the  fields  below. 

§  When  chaAe  Penelope,  to  gain  her  end, 

Tnvites  her  fuitors  the  tough  bow  to  bend ; 

•  See  Iliad.  Lib.  XIX.      f  Odyif.  9.     %  ^^  ^^^  3* 
§Odyfleyii. 
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(Her  nuptial  bed  the  vigor's  promisM  prize) 
With  what  addrefs  her  various  arts-  (he  plies  t 
Skiird  in  delays,  and  politickly  flow 
T©  fearch  her  treafures  for  her  liero^  bow» 
None  lead  the  reader  in  the  dark  along. 
To  the  iaft  goal  that  terminates  the  fong ; 
Sometimes  th'  event  muft  glance  upon  the  ixgbt^ 
Not  glare  in  day,  nor  wholly  fmk  in  night* 
''Tis  thus  Anchifes  to  his  fon  relates 
The  various  feries  of  his  future  fates  ; 
For  this  the  *  prophets  fee,  on  Tyber's  {hore^ 
AVars,. horrid  wars,  and  Latium. red  withgore>. 
A  new  Achilles  rifing  to  deft-roy 
With  boundlefs  rage  the  poor  remains  of  Troy  f. 
But  raife  his  mind  with  profpe6ls  of  fuccefs. 
And  give  the  promife  of  a  lafting  peace.. 
This  knew  the  hero  when  he  fought  the  plains. 
Sprung  t  from  his  (hips,  and  charged  th'  embattled  fwaini> 
Hew'd  down  the  Latian  troops  with  raatchlefs  mighty. 
(The  firft,  aufpicious  omen  of  the  fight,) 
And  at  one  blow  gigantic  Theron  kilJ'd, 
Bold,  but  in  vain,  and  foremoft  of  the  field  j 
Thus  too  §  Patroclus  with  his  lateft  breath* 
Foretold  his^  unregarding  viftor's  death  t 
His  parting  foul  anticipates  the  blow^ 
That  waifs  brave  Hedlor  from  a  |;reater  fbev 
Thou  too,  poor  Turniis,.  juft  before  thy  doomi        \ 
Could'ft  read  thy  end,  and-  antedate  2,  tomb,. 

•  See  Virg.  ^neid.  Lib.         f  Hiic^-  I^ib.  IFF.  v.  4:58;. 
YL  V.  gjo,  {  Ibid.  Lib.  V.  v.  531- 
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When  o*er  %  head  the  hakfut  fury  flew» 

And  in  dire  omen*  fet  thy  fate  to  view  s 

A  bird  obicene,  ihe  fluttecM  o'er  Uke  field. 

And  fcreamM  thy  JS»th,  and  beat  thy  founding  ihield. 

For  lo  \  the  tinne,  the  fatal  time  is  come> 

Charged  v/ith  thy  death,  and  heavy  with  thy  dooiau 

When  Tuinu&y  though  in  vain,  ftiall  rue  the  day  j 

Shall  curfe  tlie  golden  belt  he  btMre  away  $ 

Shall  wifh  too  late  young  Pallas*  fpoils  unioaght. 

And  mourn  the  conqucft  he  fo  dearly  bought. 

Th'  event  ihould  glimmer  through  its  gloomy  /hrowd. 

Though  yet  confusM,  and  ftruggling  in  the  cloud. 

So,  to  the  traveller,  as  he  journies  on 

To  reach  the  walls  of  fome  far  diftant  town. 

If,  high  in  air,  the  dubious  turrets  rife. 

Peep  o*er  the  hills,  and  dance  before  his  eyes  ; 

Pleas'd  the  refreshing  profpe^  to  furvcy, 

Each  Aride  he  lengthens,  and  beguiles  the  way. 

More  pleasM  (the  tempting  fcene  in  view)  to  go. 

Than  penfively  to  walk  the  gloomy  vales  below. 

Unlefs  the  theme  within  your  bofom  roll, 
Work  in  each  thought,  and  run  through  ail  the  (bul; 
Unlefs  you  alter  with  inceflant  pain, 
Pull  down,  and  build  the  fabrick  o*er  again ; 
In  vain,  when  rival-wits  your  wonder  raife. 
You  Ml  drive  to  matclf  thofe  beauties  which  you  praifc.       i 

To  one  juft  fcope  with  fixt  de(ign  go  on ;  i 

Let  fovereign  reafon  di£late  from  her  throne,     .  < 

By  what  determinM  methods  to  advance. 

But  never  truft  to  arbitrary  chance.  ' 

3  Where     il 
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Where  chance  prefides^  all  ob^ofts  wildly  join^dt 
Orowd  on  the  reader*  suod  dtftra^  his  niifid  i 
From  theme  to  theme  unwilling  h  he  toft» 
And  in  the  dirk  variety  is  Wlb. 
You  fee  fbipe  Bftrds^  who  h<>14  es^cgrfions  make 
Jn  long  digreifions  from  the  beaten  track  i 
And  paint  a  wild  uBneceflary  throng 
Of  things  and  object  foreigfi  to  the  ibng  j 
For  new  defcriptlons  from  the  road  depart* 
IDevoid  of  order,  difcipliaey  and  art. 
So,  many  aa  anxious  toil  and  danger  paft» 
Some  wretch  returns  from  bantfliment  at  laft  $ 
"With  fond  delay  to  range  the  (hady  wood* 
Now  here*  now  there,  he  wanders  from  the  road  ^ 
From  field  to  field,  from  fti-eam  to  ftream  he  roves* 
And  courts  the  cooling  ihclterof  the  groves. 
For  why  ihould  Homer  *  deck  the  gorgeous  car* 
'When  our  rais'd  foule  are  eager  for  the  war  ? 
Or  dwell  on  every  wheel,  when  loud  alarms, 
And  Mars  in  thunder  calls  the  hofts  to  arms  ? 
AVhen  with  his  heroes  v?e  feme  daftard  f  find* 
Of  a  vile  arpe6l,  aod  malignant  mind  $ 
His  awkward  figure  is  not  worth  our  care  s 
His  monftroua  length  of  head,  or  want  of  hair* 
Not,  though  he  goes  widi  mountain  ibouldera  by» 
Short  of  a  foot,  or  blinking  in  an  eye. 
Such  trivial  obje6ks  call  us  off  too  long 
From  the  main  drift  and  tenor  of  the  fongk 

•  Vid.  Hom.  Iliad,  Lib.  V.  v.  712. 
f  Ibid.  Lib,  II.  v,  an. 

Z  a  l)raince$ 
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Dranccg  *  appears  a  jufter  chara£ler. 
In  council  bold,  but  cautious  m  the  war  f 
Fa£lious  and  loud  the  liftening  throng  he  draws^ 
And  fwells  with  wealthy  and  popular  applaule  ; 
But,  what  in  our's  would  never  find  a  place. 
The  bold  Greek  language  may  admit  with  graces 

Why  (hould  I  here  the  ftratagems  recite. 
And  the  low  tricks  of  every  little  wit  ? 
Some  out  of  time  their  ftock  of  knowledge  boail'^ 
Till  in  the  pedant  all  the  Bard  is  loft. 
Such  without  care  their  ufelefs  lumber  place  { 
One  black,  confus'd,  and  undigefted  mafs. 
With  a  wild  heap  encumbers  every  part. 
Nor  rangM  with  grace,  nor  methodizM  with  art. 
But  then  in  chief,  when  things  abftrufe  they  teacfa^ 
Themes  too  abftrafted  for  the  vulgar  reach  j 
The  hidden  nature  of  the  deities  5 
The  fecret  laws  and  motions  of  the  ikies  j; 
Or  from  what  dark  original  began 
The  fiery  foul,  and  kindled  up  the  man  :: 
Oft  they  is  odious  inftances  engage, 
And  for  examples  ranfack  every  age^ 
With  every  realm  j  no  hero  will  they  pafs,. 
But  zSk.  againft  the  rules  of  time  and  place. 
Avoid,  ye- youths,  thefe  praftices  ;  nor  raife 
Your  fwdling  fouls  ta  fuch  a  thirft  of  praife» 
Some  Bards  of  eminence  there  are^  we  own,. 
Who  fing  fometiroes  the  journies  of  the  fun,. 
The  nfing  (lars,  and  labours  of  the  moon  ; 

«  iEneid.  Lib.  XI.  v.  336, 
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"^Vhat  impulfe  bids  the  ocean  rife  and  fall  j 

"What  motions  fliake  and  rock  the  trembling  ball. 

Though  foreign  fubjefts  had  engag'd  their  care, 

T^he  rag^  the  din  and  thunder  of  the  war» 

rPhrough  the  loud  fiekl  j  the  genius  of  the  earth  | 

Or  rules  to  raife  the  vegetable  birth  : 

Yet  'tis  but  feldom,  and  when  time  and  place 

K^equire  the  thing,  and  reconcile  to  grace. 

Thofe  foreign  obje^ls  neceiTary  feera, 

yV<nd  flow,  to  all  appearance,  from  the  theme ; 

"VTith  fo  much  art  fo  well  conceaPti  they  pleafc, 

'When  wrought  with  ikill,  and  introduced  with  eaft* 

Should  not  *  Anchi£es,  fuch  occafion  fhown, 

Hefolve  the  queftions  of  his  god-like  Ton  ? 

If  fouls  deprived  of  heaven^s  fair  light  repair 

Onqs  more  to  day,  and  breathe  the  vital  air  ? 

Or  if  from  high  Olympus  firft  they  came, 

Infpir^d.with  portions  of  ethereal  flame. 

Though  here  encumbered  with  the  mortal  frame  } 

Tire  not  too  long  one  fubjedt  when  you  write. 

For  'tis  variety  that  gives  delight  ; 

But  when  to  that  variety  inclined. 

You  feek  new  objefts  to  relieve  the  mind. 

Be  fure  let  nothing  forc'd  or  labourM  Teem, 

But  watck  your  time,  and  fteal  from  off  your  theme* 

Conceal  with  care  your  longing  to  depart, 

For  art's  chief  pride  is  dill  to  cover  art. 

•  Vkl.  iBnejd.  Lib.  VI. 

23  So 
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So  *  Mulciber,  irt  future  ages  ikillM, 
£ngrav*d  Rome's  glories  on  i£fiea«'  (hield^ 
On  the  bright  orb  her  future  fame  enrol Pd^ 
And  with  her  triumphs  charged  the  riiing  gold  ^ 
Here  Rgufd  fights  the  blazing  round  adorti. 
There  his  long  line  of  heroes  yet  unboili. 
But  if  a  t  Poet  6f  Aufonian  birth 
Defcribes  the  vanous  kingdoms  of  the  earth. 
Wide  interfperft ;  the  Medes,  or  fwarthy  Moors  j      ^ 
The  different  natures  of  their  foUs  explores,  > 

And  paints  the  trees  that  bloom  on  India's  (hores  s        ^ 
On  his  own  hnd  he  looks  widi  partial  eyes. 
And  lifts  the  fnir  Ht(peria  to  the  i^ies; 
To  all  the  fair  Hefperia  he  prefers, 
And  makes  the  woods  of  Ba^lria  yield  to  hcr's. 
With  proud  Panchata)  though  her  groves  fht  bo«(b> 
And  breathes  a  cloud  of  incenfe  from  her  coa^. 
Hear  then,  ye  generous  youths^  on  this  regard 
I  Aiould  not  blame  the  eondnft  of  the  Bard, 
Who  in  foft  numbers,  and  a  flo^wlng  ftrain^ 
Relieves  and  reconciles  our  ears  again. 
When  I  the  various  implements  had  fung 
That  to  the  fields,  and  rural  trade  belong. 
In  fweet  harmonious  meafures  would  I  tell 
How  ^  nature  mournM  when  the  great  Caefar  fdL 
When  Bacchus^  curling  vines  had  gracM  my  lliys> 
The  rural  pleafures  J  next  fitouid  ihare  my  praife» 

•  Virg.  ^neid.  Lib.  VllL  t.  H^. 

f  Virg.  Georgic.  Lib.   II,  v.  136. 

\  Georg.  Lib.  X.  v.  466^        ]|  Ibid*.  Lib*  II.  y.  45^. 
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The  labour  ended,  and  compk&t  the  whole,  • 
Some  Bards  with  phafa>e  wander  rouad  the  ff^alt, 
The  flights  and  ftdlies  of  the  Mnfe  proieng. 
And  add  new  beauties  to  the  fini(h'd  Cong ; 
PleasM  with  tVexcuiGon  of  the  charming  ftrain«, 
We  ftrive  to  quit  the  work,  but  firive  in  tain. 
Thus,  were  the  bees  the  fuhje^l  of  my  Mufe, 
Their  laws,  their  natures,  and  celeftial  dews  ; 
Poor  *  Ariftaras  ifaould  his  fate  difclole. 
His  mother^s  counfel  ihould  affwage  his  woes  ; 
Old  Proteus  here  fliould  ftruggle  in  his  chain. 
There  in  foft  verfe  the  Thraci^ui  Bard  compUift 
(As  Philomela  on  a  poplar^s  bough 
Bewails  her  young,  melodious  in  her  woe).. 
Pangaean  fteeps  bis  forrows  fhould  return. 
And  vocal  Thrace  with  Rhodope  fhould  mourn  f 
Hebrus  (hould  roil  low-murmuring  to  the  deep^ 
And  barbarous  nations  wonder  why  they  weep. 
Thus  too  the  Poets,  who  the  names  declare 
Of  kings  and  nations  gathering  to  the  war. 
Sometimes  diverfify  the  ftrain,  and  iing 
The  wondrous  change  of  the  f  Ligujrian  kingi^ 
While  for  his  Phaeton  hi^  ibrrows  flow. 
And  his  harmonious  ftrains  beguile  his  woe, 
O^er  all  the  man  the  fnowy  feathers  rife, 
And  in  a  tuneful  fwan  he  mounts  the  ikies^ 
Thus  too  §  Hippolitus,  by  Dianas  cave 
And  Paean's  art,  returns  to  upper  air. 

•  Georg.  Lib.  XI.  v.  31^.-   f  JErteid.  Lib.  X.  v.  i?^: 
^  jSneld.  Lib.  VII.  v.  756. 
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The  Bards  now  paint  the  arras  their  heroes  wid^ 

And  each  bold  figure  on  the  glittering  Ihield. 

Great  *  Aventinus,  great  Alcides^  Ton, 

Wore  the  proud' trophy  which  his  father  won  \ 

An  hundred  ferpents  o'er  the  buckler  roHM, 

And  Hydra  hifsM  from  ail  her  heads  in  gold. 

Now  blooming  Tempe's  cool  retreats  they  fing. 

And  now  with  flowery  beauties  paint  the  Ipring. 

Now  with  a  fylvan  fcene  the  floods  they  hide) 

Or  teach  the  fam*d  Eridanus  to  glide. 

Or  fport  on  fabled  Achelous'  fide. 

Or  hoary  Nereus'  numerous  race  difplay. 

The  hundred  azure  fitters  of  the  fea. 

With  them  the  nymphs  that  haunt  their  native  ^roodsy 

And  the  long  orders  of  the  Sylvan  Gods. 

With  gay  defcriptions  ipriivkle  here  and  there 
Some  grave  inftru6tive  featences  with  care. 
That  touch  on  Iffe,  fome  moral  good  purfue. 
And  give  us  virtue  in  a  tranfient  view ; 
Kules,  which  the  future  fire  may  make  his  own. 
And  point  the  golden  precepts  to  his  fon. 

Sometimes  on  little  images  to  fall. 
And  thus  illuftrate  mighty  things  by  fmall; 
With  due  fuccefs  the  licensed  Poet  dares, 
When  to  the  f  ants  the  Phrygians  he  compares^ 
Who,  leaving  Carthage,  gather  to  the  feas  % 
Or  the  iaborious  Tyrians  to  the  §  bees. 

•  Virg.  JEneid.  Lib.  VII.  v.  656.      f  Ibid.  Lib.  IX. 
V.  402,    .        §  Ibid.  Lib,  I.  v.  4-34.. 
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ut  rwanning  *  flies,  offenfive  animals, 
"hat  buz  incelTant  oV  the  fmoaking  pails, 
Lre  images  too  low,  to  paint  the  hofts 
!^hat  roll  and  blacken  o>r  Aufonia^s  coafts. 
.^he  lofty  Muie  who  fung  the  Latian  war, 
Vould  think  fuch  trivial  things  beneath  her  care* 
low  from  his  majefty  would  Virgil  fall, 
f  TTurnus,  (carce  repell'd  from  Ilion's  wall,  • 
Retiring  grimly  with  a  tardy  pace, 
.^ad  e*er  been  figur'd  by  the  patient  f  afs ! 
^hom  unregarded  troops  of  boys  furround. 
While  o'-er  his  fides  their  rattling  ilrokcs  refound; 
Slow  he  gives  way,  and  crops  the  fpringing  grain. 
Turns  on  each  iide,  and  flops  to  graze  again. 
In  every  point  the  thing  is  jufl,  we  know, 
But  then  the  image  is  itfelf  too  low : 
For  Turnus,  (prung  from  fuch  a  glorious  flrain. 
The  vile  j*eiemblance  would  with  fcorn  difdain* 
^Vith  better  grace  the  §  lion  may  appear, 
"Who,  fmgly  impotent  the  crowd  to  dare, 
I^epel,  or  (land  their  whole  embodyM  war, 
Looks  grimly  back,  and  rolls  his  glaring  eye, 
Defpairs  to  conquer,  and  difdains  to  fly. 

Since  fiftions  are  allow'd,  be  fure,  ye  youths, 
Your  fiftions  wear  at  leaft  the  air  of  truths. 
"When  J  Glaucus  meets  Tydides  on  the  plain, 
Infiam'd  with  rage,  and  reeking  from  the  (lain  $ 

•  Iliad.  Lib.  IL  v.  469.  f  Ibid.  Lib.  XI.  v.  557. 
§  ^neid.  Lib.  IX,  v,  792.  %  Homer*s  Iliad.  Lib* 
VI.  V.  1 15. 
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Some  think  they  could  not  pafs  the  time  away^  j 

In  fuch  long  harratjvcs,  and  cool  delay,  j 

Amidft  the  raging  tumult  of  the  day.  J 

But  yet  we  hear  fierce  Diomed  relate 

The  crime  of  bold  Lycurgus,  and  his  fate  j 

And  Claucus  talks  of  brave  Be]lerophoii» 

Doom'd  for  a  lawlefs  paflion  not  his  ox«i  j. 

Sets  forth  the  hero'*s  great  exploits  to  view,  ^ 

How  the  bold  chief  the  dire  Chimaera  flew,  ( 

The  Solymsean  hoft,  and  Amazonian  crevr.  j 

For  thofe  furprizing  fi^ions  are  dclign'd 

With  their  fweet  falfhoods  to  delight  the  mind  5 

The  Bards  expeft  do  credit  ftiould  be  given 

To  the  bare  lye,  though  authorized  by  heaven* 

Which  oft  with  confidence  they  vent  abroad. 

Beneath  the  needful  fan^lion  of  a  god. 

'Twas  thus  the  *  roafted  heifers  of  the  fun 

Spoke  o'er  the  fire  with  accents  not  their  own  j 

*Twas  thus  f  Achilles'  fteed  his  filence  bn>ke> 

And  §  Trojan  ^ips  in  human  voices  fpoke  ^ 

As  wrought  by  heaven  thefe  wonders  they  relate. 

All  airy  vifions  of  the  ivory  gate  I 

Speak  things  but  once,  if  order  be  your  care*        j 
For  more  the  cloy'd  attention  will  not  bear,  ( 

And  tedious  repetitions  tire  the  ear.  J 

In  this  we  differ  from  the  Gi-ectan  train. 
Who  tell  X  Atrides'  vifions  o'er  again. 

'*  Homer.  OdyflT.  Lib,  XII.  v.  395.  f  Iliad.  lib. 
XVn.  v.  426.  §  Virgil,  ^neid.  Lib.  X.  v.  ai8- 
J  Vid.  Iliad.  Lib.  IL 
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'^Tis  not  enough  with  them  wfc  know  the  caufe 
Why  great  Achilles  from  the  war  withdraws, 
Unlcfs  the  •  weeping  hero,  on  the  fhore. 
Tells  his  blue  mother  all  wc  heard  before. 
So  much  on  pun5^ual  niceties  they  Hand, 
rrhat,  when  their  kings  difpatch  Tome  high  coairaancTs 
Ail,  word  for  word,  th'  embaflfadors  f  rehcarfe 
In  the  fame  tenor  of  unvaried  verfe. 
Not  fo  did  ^  Venulus  from  Arpi  bring 
The  final  anfwer  of  th*iEtolian  king. 

Let  others  labour  on  a  vaft  deiign, 
A  lefs,  but  polifh'd  with  due  care,  be  thine. 
To  change  its  ftrufture,  be  your  laft  delight  j 
Thus  fpend  the  day,  and  e^rcife  the  night, 
IncefTant  in  your  toil.     But  if  you  choofe 
A  larger  field  and  fubje^l  for  your  Mufe ; 
If  fcanty  limits  fhould  the  theme  confine. 
Learn  with  jufl  art  to  lengthen  the  defign 
Beyond  its  native  bounds  ;  the  roving  mind 
A  thoufand  methods  to  this  end  may  find; 
UnnumberM  fiflions  may  with  truths  be  joined. 
Nature  fupplies  a  fund  of  matter  ftill  ^ 
Then  cull  th'  rich  variety  at  will. 
See !  how  the  (Bard  calls  down  th^  embattled  Gods, 
All  rangM  in  fa£tions>  from  their  bright  abodes  ; 

•  Horn.  Iliad.  Lib.  L  v.  370.  f  Ibid.  Lib.  IX.  v.  2<)4* 
ff  Virg.  ^neid.  Lib.  XL  v.  243.  J  All  thefe  par- 
ticulars, to  the  end  of  this  paragriiph,  &re  terken  from 
Homer  and  VirgiL 

•     Who, 
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Who,  (irM  with  mutual  hate,  their  arms  employ^ 
And  in  the  field  declare  for  Greece  or  Troy  j 
Till  Jove  convenes  a  council  to  aflwagc 
Their  rifing  firry,  and  fufpend  their  rage  ; 
Though  the  blcft  Gods,  remov''d  from  human  eyes. 
Litre  in  immortal  eafe  within  the  diftant  fkies. 
And  now  th^  infernal  realm  his  theme  he  makes. 
The  reign  of  Pluto,  the  Tartarean  lakes, 
The  Furies  dreadful  with  their  curling  fnakes. 
He  gathers  omens  from  each  bird  that  flies. 
And  figns  from  every  wing  that  beats  the  fkies. 
He  now  defcribes  a  banquet,  where  the  gueft 
Prolongs  with  narratives  the  royal  feaft. 
Or  at  the  glorious  heron's  tomb  we  read 
Of  games  ordain'd  in  honour  of  the  dead. 
And  oft  for  mercies  in  old  times  difplay'd, 
To  their  own  Gods  their  annual  rites  are  paid. 
For  monftrous  Python  flain,  their  praifes  rife, 
Apdiift  the  fame  of  Phoebus  to  the  (kies. 
lia  hymns  Alcides'  labours  they  refound, 
tVhile  Cacus  lies  extended  on  the  ground. 
Alternate  fing  the  ^labours  of  his  hands, 
EnjoinM  by  fierce  Euryftheus'  ftern  commands  j 
Thfe  den  of  Cacus  crowns  the  grateful  ftrain. 
Where  the  grim  monfter  breathes  his  flames  in  vain, 

Mark  how  (bmetimes  the  Bard  without  control 
Exerts  his  fire,  and  pours  forth  all  his  foul ; 
His  lines  fo  daring,  and  his  words  fo  (Irong  j 
We  fee  the  fubjeft  figur'd  in  the  fong  4 
,       ,    3  When 
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"^SThen  with  the  winds  old  •  Ocean  he  deforms^ 
Or  paints  the  rage  and  horrors  of  the  ftorms  } 
Or  drives  on  pointed  rocks  the  burfting  fhipsj 
'X^oft  on  the  Euxine,  or  Sicilian  deeps. 
Or  fings  the  f  pidgues  that  blaft  the  livid  Iky, 
'^^hea  beads  by  herds,  and  men  by  nations  die  f 
Or  the  fierce  flames  §  that  Etna's  jaws  expire, 
Xler  melted  rocks,  and  deluges  of  fire, 
AVhen  from  her  mouth  the  burftii>g  vapour  flies,. 
>\.nd,  chargM  with  ruin,  thunders  to  the  fkies  ; 
AVhile  drifts  of  fmoak  in  footy  whirlwinds  play». 
And  clouds  of  cinders  flain  tlie  golden  day. 
See  !  as  the  Poet  founds  the  dire  alarms. 
Calls  on  the  war,  and  fets  the  hods  in  arms  ; 
Squadrons  on  fquadrons  driven,  confusMly  die  ^ 
Grim  Mars  in  all  his  terrors  fbikes  the  eye  j 
More  than  defcription  riiing  to  the  fight» 
Prefents  the  real  horrors  of  the  fight ; 
A  new  creation  feems  our  praife  to  claim  ; 
(Hence  Greece  derives  the  facred  ||  Poet's  name  j) 
The  dreadful  clang  of  clafhing  arms  we  hear; 
The  agonizing  groan,  the  fruitlcfs  prayer. 
And  flirioks  of  fuppliants  thicken  on  the  ear. 
Who,  when  he  reads  a  J  city  florm'd,  forbears 
To  feel  her  woes,  and  fympathize  in  tears  ? 
When  o''er  the  palaces  the  flames  afpire 
From  wall  to  wall,  and  wrap  the  domes  in  fire  ? 

♦  iEncid.  Lib.  I.^   f  Ibid.  Lib.  III.  v.  137.      §  Ibid. 
V.  571.         U  A  T»  arotitr.         J.  Vid.  JEncid.  Lib.  II. 

The 
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The  fire,  with  y*ar»  and  hoftile  rage  oppi^ft  f 

The  darting  infant,  clinging  to  the  breaft ! 

The  trembling  mother  runs,  with  piercing  cries. 

Through  friends  and  foes,  and  fhrieking  rends  the  ikies. 

DragM  from  the  ahar,  the  diftra6^ed  fair 

Beats  her  white  breaft,  and  tears  her  golden  hair. 

Here  in  thick  crowds  the  vanquifhM  fly  away. 

There  the  proud  vigors  heap  the  wealthy  prey  | 

With  rage  relentlcfs  ravage  their  abodes. 

Nor  fpai'c  the  facred  temples  of  the  Gods. 

O'er  the  whole  town  they  run  with  wild  aflfright. 

Tumultuous  hafte,  and  violence  of  flight. 

Why  fliould  I  mention  how  our  fouls  afpire. 
Loft  in  the' raptures  of  the  facred  fire? 
For  ev'fi  the  foul  not  always  holds  the  fame, 
But  knows  at  different  times  a  different  frame. 
Whether  with  rolling  fcafons  (he  complies. 
Turns  with  the  fun,  or  changes  with  the  ikies  | 
Or  through  long  toil,  remiifive  of  her  fires. 

Droops  with  the  naortal  frame  her  force  infpires  { 

Or  that  our  minds  alternately  appear 

Now  bright  with  joy,  and  now  o'ercaft  with  care. 

No  I— but  the  Gods,  th'  immortal  Gods  fupply 

The  glorious  fires  5  they  fpeak  th«  deity. 

Then  bleft  is  he  who  waits  th'  aufpicious  nod. 

The  warmth  divine,  and  prcfence  of  the  God; 

Who  his  fufpended  labours  can  reftrain. 

Till  heaven's  ferene  indulgence  fmiies  again. 

But  ftrive,  on  no  pretence,  again  ft  your  power, 

Till  time  brings  back  the  voluntary  hour. 
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jmetimes  thar  verdant  hoBoun  leave  ^  w»d», 
Lnd  their  dry  urns  defraud  the  thkfty  fcods  j 

Tor  ftill  the  rivers  a  fiUl  channel  yield, 

Jor  Spring  vith  flowery  beauties  paints  the  field  j 

The  Baids  no  lc&  fuck  fickle  changes  find, 

)ampt  is  the  noble  ardor  of  the  mind  i 

Their  wonted  toil  bcr  wearied  powers  rcfufis ; 

Their  fouls  grow  flack  and  languid  to  the  Mufe, 

Deaf  to  their  call  ;  their  efforts  are  withftood  5 

Round  their  cold  hearts  congeals  the  frceaing  blood. 

You  'd  think  the  Mufcs  fled ;  the  God  no  more 

Would  fire  the  bofora  where  he  dwelt  before. 

No  more  return  '.—how  often,  though  in  vain. 

The  Poet  would  renew  the  wonted  ftrain  ! 

Nor  fees  the  Gods  who  thwart  his  fruitlefs  care, 

Nor  angry  Heaven  rclcntlefe  to  his  prayer. 

Some  read  the  antient  Bards,  of  deathlefs  fame. 

And  from  their  raptures  ca^ch  the  noble  flaoa« 

By  juft  degrees ;  they  feed  the  glowing  vein. 

And  all  th'  immortal  ardour  burns  again 

In  its  full  light  and  heat  5  the  fun's  bright  ray 

Thus  (when  the  clouds  difpcrfc)  reftores  t|ic  day  r 

Whence  ihot  this  fuddea  flafli  that  gilds  the  pole  f 

The  God,  the  God  comes  ruftung  on  his  foul  j 

Fires  with  «therwl  vigour  every  part,  % 

Through  every  trembling  limb  he  fecms  to  dart,        V 

Works  in  each  vein,  and  fwells  his  rifing  heart.         3 

Deep  in  liis  breaft  the  heavenly  tumult  plays. 

And  fets  his  mounting  fpirits  on  a  blaze. 

Nor 
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Nor  c&n  the  raging  flames  themfelTes  contaiiir^ 
For  the  whole  God  defcends  into  the  man. 
He  quits  mortality,  he  knows  no  bounds. 
But  fmgs  infpirM  in  more  than  human  founds. 
Nor  from  his  breaft  can  fhake  th*  immortal  load» 
But  pants  and  raves  impatient  of  the  God  j 
And,  rapt  beyond  himfelf,  admjres  the  force 
That  drives  him  on  reluctant  to  the  courfe.. 
He  calls  on  Phoebus,  by  the  God  oppreft*. 
Who  breathes  exceiiive  fpirit  in,  his  breaft  ; 
No  force  of  thirft  or  hunger  can  contr<rf 
The  fierce,  the  ruling  tranfport  of  his  ibuL 
Oft  in  their  fleep,  infpirM  with  rage  divine» 
Some  Bards  enjoy  the  vifions  of  the  Nine  : 
Vifions  {  themfelves  with  due  applaufe  may  crowo> 
Viiions  !  that  Phoebus  or  that  Jove  may  own. 
To  fuch  an  height  the  God  exalts  die  flame». 
And  fo  unbounded  is  their  thirft  of  fame. 
But  here,  ye  youths,  exert  your  timely  care,, 
Nor  truft  th'  ungovernable  rage  too  far  5 
Ufe  not  your  fortune,  nor  unfurl  your  fails. 
Though  foftly  courted  by  the  flattering  gales, 
Kefufe  them  ftill;  and  call  your  judgment  in. 
While  the  fierce  God  exults  and  reigns  within  ;. 
To  reafon*s  ftandard  be  your  thoughts  confined, 
Let  judgment  calm  the  tempeft  of  the  mind. 
Indulge  your  heat  with  conduct,  and  reftrain  ; 
Learn  when  to  draw,  and  when  to  give  the  rein.. 
But  always  wait  till  the  warm,  raptures  ceafe, 
-And  lull  the  tumults  of  the  foul  to  peace  i 
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ITlieny  nor  till  then,  examine  fiziAlj  o*er 
AVhat  your  wild  (allies  might  foggeft  before. 

£e  fun,  from  nature  never  to  depart ; 
rPo  copy  nature  is  the  ta(k  of  art. 
rPhe  nobleft  poets  own  her  foveieign  fway, 
.A.nd  ever  follow  where  fhe  leads  the  way. 
From  her  the  different  charafters  they  txace, 
That  mark  the  human  or  the  favage  race, 
l£ach  various  and  diftinft ;  in  every  ftage 
They  paint  mankind  $  their  humours,  fex,  and  age  | 
They  (hew  what  manners  the  flow  fage  become, 
'What  the  briik  youth  in  all  his  fprightly  bloom. 
In  every  word  and  fentiment  explain/ 
How  the  ppoud  monarch  differs  from  the  Twain. 
I  naufeate  all  confounded  characters. 
Where  young  Telemachns  too  grave  appears. 
Or  reverend  Neftor  a£ts  beneath  his  years. 
The  poet  fuits  his  ipeecbes,  when  he  Gngs, 
To  proper  perfons,  and  the  ftate  of  things ; 
On^each  their  Juft  diftinflions  are  beftowM, 
To  mark  a  male,  a  female,  or  a  God. 
Thus  when  in  *  heaven  feditious  tumults  rife, 
Amon'gft  the  radiant  fenate  of  the  ikies, 
The  fire  of  Gods,  and  fovereign  of  mankind. 
In  a  few  words  unfolds  his  facred  mind. 
Not  fo  fair  Venus ;  who  at  large  replies. 
And  pities  Troy,  and  couflSis  her  miferies. 
Woes  undeferv'd  :  but  with  contention  fir'd. 
And  with  the  fpirit  of  revenge  infpir*d, 

•  Vid.  -«neid.  Lib.  X.  * 

A  a  Fierce 
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iFiercc  Juno  ftorms  amid  ft  the  Bleft  abodes. 
And  iluns  vrith  loud  complaints  the  liftening^  Gods. 
When  youthfal  •  Tumus  the  ftern  combat  ciatmsy 
His  rlfing  heart  is  fiird  with  martial  flames; 
Impel rd  by  rage,  and  bent  to  prove  his  mlgfat. 
His  foul  fprings  forward,  and  prevents  the  ISghtf 
Rouz'd  to  revenge,  his  kindling  fpirits  glow. 
Confirm  his  challenge,  and  provoke  the  foe. 
The  fugitive  of  Troy.— ^But  while  his  rage 
Arid  youtWnl  courage  prompts  him  to  epgage. 
On  Latium's  king  incumbent  it  appears. 
Grown  old  in  prudence,  piety,  and  years. 
To  weigh  events,  and  youthful  Heat  aflwage. 
With  the  cold  caution  and  the  fears  of  age.  * 
'In  Dido's  various  charfifVer  is  fcen. 
The  furious  lover  and  the  gracious  queen  : 
*When  Troy's  famM  chief,  commanded  from  above, 
Prepares  to  quit  her  kingdom,  and  her  love  j 
She  raves,  (he  ftorms  with  unavailing  care. 
Grown  wild  with  grief,  and  frantic  with  defpafr. 
Through  every  ftreet  ftie  flies,  with  anguifh  ihing, 
And  broken  accents  flutter  on  her  tongue  i 
Her  words  confos'd  and  interrupted  flow. 
Speak  and  exprefs  the  hurry  of  her  woe. 
How  in  this  Dido  is  that  Dido  loft. 
Who  late  receiv'd  the  Trdan*  on  her  coaft. 
And  bade  them  banifti  griS",  and  fhare  her  throne, 
Difmifs  their  fears,  and  think  her  realms  their  ovtd  ! 

♦  Ibid.  Lib.  XIL  V.  ^ 
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r  Kext  ihrf'-^af  orttow  VottHrfc,  anftftfiehct    "'  ^* 

X)r9Wrafl  tli«  Ift^vln^  tufilf  o#  6|oquml6e  (    *^ 

IThat  •  Sii««:may  hif  %rygfeft  fij» befray^^    '  *     •  ■? 

And  lead  the  ciowi,  as  fhimt  diredlft  fb«  wayi      •  ^  > 

That  wife  t^Iyff«  i»ayth€'G»««k«:d*tai»,  '     •     ^  \ 

While  Ttvy  yet  ftood,'  iftrtiW^tfitafVirmg  ti^ck  di^tiMtiu 

Need  I  naoie  f  NtOor^  who  eould  talk  to  peace, 

With  meitrng  words,  Ae'fe^ljouai  kings  of  Gteecef-  • 

Whofe  loft  addreis  iKlif  firry  could  control,  *'" 

Mpuld  every  pafllon,  dnd  fiibdtte  the  foul  I' 

Thefe  Toothings  art*  ta  J  Vtfftils^ftire  were*  known,     -  ' 

To  beg  inunortal  lurms^to  grac6  her  Ton  $ 

Her  injured  fpoufe  each  thrilling  word  infpire^,     *      ' 

With  every  pang  of  love  to  (econd  her  dfcfires. 

With  niceft  art  the  fair  adultei'crs  draws 

Her  fond  addrcfies  fronf  a' diHant  caufe )  * 

And  all  her  guileful  accants  are  defign*d 

To  catch  his  palHons,  and  enfnare  his  mind* 

'Tis  hence  the  poet  learns  in  every  part 

To  bend  the  fou^  and  give  with  wondrous  art 

A  thoufand  different  motions  to  tfatf  heart.   / 

Hence,  as  his  fubjeft  gay  or  fad  appears. 

He  claims  our  joy,  or  triumphs  in  our  tears. 

Who,  when  he  fees  how  §  Orpheus*  forrows  flow, 

Wseps  not  hts  tears,  and  anfwers  woe  for  woe  ?  • 

When  he  his  dear  Eurydict  deplores  -     '  ♦  ^ 

To  the  deaf  rocks,  and  foUtau^  fliores  ; 

•  Vid.  -«neid.  Lib.  II.  .  f.  Horn.  Ili^d,  WVr  H. 

J  ^lieid.  Lib.  VIII.  v.  370.    jl  Iliad.  Lib.  I.  verf.  246. 
§  Virgil,  Georgic,  Lib.  IV.  v.  4^4. 
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With  the  foft  htrp  the  bar4  relieve*  hl$  patii« 

For  thee,  when  morning  dawn»»  prolongs  the  ftratOj 

For  thee,  when  PboBbos  feeks  the  Teas  again. 

Or  when  the  young  *  Edryalus  is  kiird. 

And  rolls  in  death  along  the  bloody  field  ; 

Like  fome  fair  flower  beneath  the  ihare  he  lics^ 

His  head  declinM,  and  drooping  as  he  dies ; 

The  reader^s  foul  is  touched  with  generous  woe. 

He  longs  to  ruih  with  Nifus  on  the  foe ; 

He  burns  with  friendly  pity  to  the  dead. 

To  raife  the  youth,  and  prop  his  finkiog  head^ 

And  ftrives  in  vaift  to  ftop  the  gu(hing  blood. 

That  ftains  his  bofom  with  a  purple  flood. 

But  if  the  bard  fuch  images  purfuesy 
That  raife  the  bluflies  of  tjie  Virgin-Mufe ; 
Let  them  be  flightly  touched »  and  ne^er  expreft^ 
Give  but  an  hint,  and  let  us  guefs  the  reft. 
If  Jove  commands  the  gathering  ftorms  to  ri/e, 
And  with  deep  thunders  rends  the  vaulted  ikies. 
To  the  fame  cave  together  ,may  repair 
«The  Trojan  t  hero  and  the  Tynan  fair. 
The  poet*s  modefty  muft  add  no  more ; 
Enough,  that  earth  had  given  the  fign  before  j 
'i^he  confcious  sether  was  with  flames  o'eripread, 
TJ'he  nymphs  ran  ihrieking  round  the  mountain's  head. 
Nor  let  young  Troilus,  unhappy  boy. 
Meet  fierce  Achilles  in  the  plains  of  Troy  s 

« 
^  Mtitid,  Lib.  IX.  r.  433*     t  Ibid.  Lib.  IV.  r.  165. 
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Put  fhew  th*  unequal  youth's  untimeljr  fall. 
To  great  ^neas  on  the  Tyrian  wall  $ 
Supine  and  hanging  from  his  empty  car, 
Drag'd  by  his  panting  courfers  through  the  war. 
This,  from  our  bright  examples  you  may  traoe« 
To  write  with  judgment,  decency,  and  grace  $ 
From  others  learn  invention  to  encreaie. 
And  fearch  in  chief  the  glorious  fons  of  Greece  | 
For  her  bright  treafures  Argos*  realms  explore. 
Bring  home  triumphant  all  her  gatherM  fiore. 
And  with  her  fpoils  enrich  the  Latian  ihore« 
Nor  is  the  glory  of  tranilation  lefs,  * 
To  give  the  Grecian  bards  a  Roman  drefs, 
If  Phoebus*  gracious  fmiles  the  labour  ci^own. 
Than  if  (bme  new  invention  were  your  own. 
Mincio*s  and  Manto's  glorious  fon  behold, 
Th*  immortal  Virgil,  iheath*d  in  foreign  go]d» 
Shines  out  unlham*d,  and  towers  above  the  refty 
In  the  rich  fpoils  of  godlike  Homer  dreft. 
Let  Greece  in  triumph  boaft  that  (he  imparts 
To  Latium*s  conquering  realms  her  glorious  aits } 
While  Latium*s  Tons  improve  her  heft  defigns. 
Till  by  degrees  eacb  poliihM  labour  fliines» 
While  Rome  advances  no^  in  arts,  as  £nr 
Above  all  cities,  as  of  old  in  war. 

Ye  Gods  of  Rome,  ye  guardian  .deitiety 
Who  lift  our  nation's  glory  to  the  ikies ; 
And  thou,  Apollo,  the  great  fource  of  Troy^ 
Let  Rome  at  leaft  this  £ngle  palm  eajoy« 

Aaj  Ta 
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To  (hiM  in  «ts  fopremy  ds  once  im  power,     . 

And  teach  the  natioiM  flie  fnbdved  iitfbre  ; 

Since  difcord  afl  Auftiaia's  kiflg^^hiniis. 

And  c)6u^s  the  flstient  glories  of  her  arms. 

In  our  o^n  bieafts  we  feearii  the  €vn\  fword,. 

Our  couatry  naked  to  a  foreign  lord  i  ' 

Which  lately,  proArate,  ftarted  from  defpair, 

Burn''4  with -near  hopes,  and  arniM  her  hands  for  war  3 

Kut  arn^M  in  vain  ^•*-— W  inexorable  hate 

jOf  envious  Fortune  callM  her  to  htr  fate, 

Infatiate  in  her  tage;  her  frowns  oppofe 

The  Latian  fame,  and  woes  are -heaped  on  woes* 

Our  dread  alarms  each  foreign  monarch  took. 

Through,  ali  their  tribes  the  diftant  nationiB  (hook  i 

To  eaith^s  iaft  bounds  the  fame  of  Leo  runs* 

Nile  heard,  ilnd  Indns  trembled  for  his  ions. 

Arabia  heard  the  Medieean  line. 

The  firft  of  men,  and  fpnmg  firom  race  divine. 

The  fovereign  prieft,  and  mitred  king,  appears 

With  his  k)T*d  Julios  Joined,  who  kindiy  fliofes 

The  reint  «f  empire,  and  the  public  cans. 

To  break'their  countiy^s  chains,  die  generous  pair 

Concert  their  idieoies,  and  medicate  tbe  war. 

On  Leo  Europe's  monarcbs  turn  their  eyes. 

On  him  alone  the  weilera  world  relies  \ 

And  each  bold  chief  attends  his  diead  alanns» 

While  the  proud  crefcent  fades  before  his  arms* 

High  on  his  fplendid  car,  immortal  Rome, 

Thine  eyes  had  ieen  the  holy  warrior  eoae, 

Cord  of  the  van<}tti(h*d  worMj  in  u  iumph  home. 
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Thy  ftreams,  old  Tyber,  fwellM  with  confcious  prMe, 
Had  -borne  thy  kindred  wan-ior  down  thy  tide  j 
'While,  crowded  up  in  heaps,  thy  waves  admire 
The  captive  nations,  and  iheir  ftrange  attire  j 
Behind  his  wheels  fliould  march  a  numerous  train       '% 
Of  ftepter'd  flaves,  veluftapt  to  th©  chain,  .> 

Forget  their  haughty  threalts,  and  bpaA  in  vain.  J 

Though  the  proud  foe,  of  Jury>  realm  poffeft. 
Has  fpread  his  wide  dominion  through  the  Eaili 
Sees  his  dread  ftandard  there  at  large  unfurlM, 
And  grafps  in  thought  U>e  empire  of  the  wgrid) 
And  now  (ye  gods)  increased  in  barbarous  power. 
His  armies  hover  o'er  th'  Hefperian  fliore. 
To  fee  the  pafliijg  pomp,  the  raviihM  throng 
Through  every  ftreet  fliould  flow  in  tides  along  ^ 
The  facred  father,  as  the  numbers  roU'd,  i| 

Should  his  dear  citizens  ^gain  behold,  L 

High  o'er  the  fhouting  crowds  eiuhronM  in  gold  i      3 
Should  (hew  the  trophies  of  his.  glorious  toils. 
And  hang  the  Murines  with  confecrated  fpoils. 
files  of'  bari^aric  gold  (hould  glitter  there. 
The  we^^fa  «f  kingdoms,  and  the  pomp  of  war : 
put,  by  your  cripir,  ye  gods,  our  hopes  are  croft. 
And  thofe  imaginary iriaraplU  loft  j  .  '> 

Interred  with  Leo,  in  one  fatal  hour. 
Our  profpedls  pen(h*d,  as  they  liv*d  bcibre. 
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BOOK    m. 

^Xr  HAT  ftyle,  what  language,  fuits  the  poet's  1it% 
^  ^    To  claim  Apollo's  and  the  Muiea*  prmiie, 
I  now  unfold  $  to  this  laft  bound  I  tend. 
And  fee  my  promised  labours  at  an  end. 

Fird  then,  with  care  a  juft  ezpreflion  chuie^ 
Led  by  the  kind  Indulgence  of  die  Mufe, 
To  drefs  up  every  fubjeA  when  you  writey 
And  fet  all  objects  in  a  proper  light. 
But  left  the  diftant  profpeft  of  the  goal  ^ 

Should  damp  your  vigour,  and  your  f&re&gdi  ooBtroI»  ( 
Kouze  every  power,  and  call  forth  all  the  foul.  j 

See !  how  the  Nine  the  panting  youth  invite. 
With  one  loud  voice  to  reach  Painaffus^  height | 
See !  how  they  hold  aloft  tb*  immMtal  crown. 
To  urge  the  courfe,  and  call  the  vi6^or  oa ; 
See !  from  the  clouds  each  lavifli  goddcfs  pours. 
Full  o*er  thy  head,  a  fudden  fpring  of  flowen. 
And  rofes  fall  in  odoriferous  ihowens 
Celeftial  fcents  in  balmy  breezes  fly. 
And  ihed  arabfoiial  fpirits  from  the  iky* 

la  chief  avoid  obfcurity,  aor  ihroud 
Your  thoughts  aad  dark  conceptioBs  in  a  cloud  { 
For  *  fome,  we  know,  afiefl  to  ihua  the  light, 
Lq&  in  forc*d  figures,  aad  invoh'd  in  aigbt, 

*  PcHkis  aad  Lye  ephron. 
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Studious  and  bent  to  leave  the  common  way. 

They  ikulk  fn  darknefs,  and  abhor  the  day. 

Oh  1  may  the  faci-ed  Nine  infpire  my  lays 

To  fliine  witti  pride  in  their  own  native  rays  j 

For  this  we  need  not  importune  the  ikies. 

In  our  own  power  and  will  the  bleffing  lies. 

ExpreiHon,  bolmdlefs  in  extent,  difplays 

A  thoufand  forms,  a  thoufand  feveralways ; 

In  different  garbs  from  different  quarters  brought. 

It  makes  unnumberM  dreffes  for  a  thought  j 

Such  vaft  varieties  of  hues  we  find 

To  paint  comception,  and  unfold  the  mind ! 

If  e*er  you  toil,  but  toil  without  fuccefs. 

To  give  your  images  a  fliining  drefs, 

Q^it  your  pur^fuit,  and  chufe  a  different  way,  ) 

Till,  breaking  forth,  the  voluntary  ray  > 

Cuts  the  thick  darknefs,  and  lets  down  the  day.         ^ 

Since  then  a  thoufand  forms  you  may  purfue, 
A  thoufand  figures  riling  to  the  view, 
Unlefs  confin*d  and  ftreightcn*d  in  your  fcheme» 
With  the  ihort  limits  of  a  fcanty  theme, 
From  thefe  to  thofe  with  boundlefs  freedom  pafs. 
And  to  each  image  give  a  different  face. 
The  readers  hence  »  wondrous  pleafure  find. 
That  charms  the  ear,  and  captivates  the  mind  j 
In  this  the  laws  of  nature  we  obey, 
And  aft  as  her  example  points  the  way. 
Which  has  on  every  difibrent  fpeciet  throws 
A  Ihape  diftinft  and  figure  of  its  own  1 
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Man  differs  from  the  beaft  that  hauots  the  woods^ 
The  bird  from  every  native  of  the  flood9% 

See  how  the  poet  bani&es  with  grace 
A  native  term  to  give  a  •  ftranger  place  I 
From  di^erent  images  with  juft  fiiccefs 
He  cloaths  his  nuitter  in  the  borrowed  drefs  s 
The  borrow'd  drefs  the  things  thcmfelves  admire» 
And  wonder  whence  they,  drew  the  flrange  attire  $ 
Proud  of  their  caviih'd  fppib,  tliey  now  dilclaim 
Their  foroier  colour^i  and.t^ir  genuine  naaie, 
And»  in  another  garbiyiQce  beauteous  growp. 
Prefer  the  foreign  habit  ^to  their  own. 
Oft*  as  he  paints  a  battle  on  the  phiiiiy 
The  battle  *s  imag'd  by  the  roaring  main  | 
^ow  he  the  fight  a  fiery  deluge  RaQ[ies» 
That  pours  along  the  fields  a  flood  of  flames; 
jn  airy  canfli&  now.. the  winds  appear,     ' 
Alarm  the.  deeps,  a«d -wage  the  ftormy  war  ; 
To  the  fierce  fliock  th'  efipbatterd  tonpefts  pour. 
Waves  charge  on  iyav(es,  .th*  encouotoring  biiiowt  ton, 
Thus  in  a  vary'd  drefs  the  ftthjiefl  ihtnes,     > 
By  turns- tlve^obje^s  (klft  dieir  proper  fignt  $ 
From  fhape  to  ihape  ft)len»lely:ihey  nta. 
To  borrow  others'  charme,  and  ksd  their  ewn  $ 
PleasM  with  the  borrow'd  charms,  the  readers  find 
A  crowd  of  different  images  combs nM,  .     . 

Rife  from  a  (ingk  objeA  to  the  mind.    ■ 
So  the  plea#*d  trtyeUer,  foom  a  moumainV  brow. 
Views  the  calm  fiurface  of  the  feas  lieiow  j 

f  •  •  The  Metaphor,       ^ 
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T'hough  wide  beneath  tjie  &>atliig  ocean  lies 
The  Hrft  immediate  objeA  of  his  eyes, 
He  fees  the  forefts  trembk  from  wijJiixi, 
A.nd  gliding  meadows  paint  the  deeps  with  green  i      , 
While  to  his  eyes  the  fair  deluiions  pafs 
In  gay  fucceiHon  through  the  watery  glafs. 
'*Tis  t^s  the  bitfd  diverfi£es  his  fong* 
>3o^v  here,  now  then?,  he  calls  the  foul  •al<>ng« 
The  rich  variety  he  fots  to  fight. 
Cloys  not  tbemind^  but  adds  to  our  delight* 
Now  with  a  frugal  choice  the  bard  affords 
The  ftrongeft  light,,  and  energy  of  ^ords; 
VVhile  bumble  robje6l8  he  cohtrives  to  raiie 
"With  borrowM  fplendors,  and  a  foreign  blaze. 
This,  if  on  old  tradition  we  rely, 
AVas  once  the  cuirent  langwage  of  the  flcy ; 
Which  firft  the.Mufes  brought  to  thefe  abodes, 
AVho  taught  mankind  the  fecrets  of  the  Gods. 
For  m  the  court  of  Jove  their  choirs  advance. 
And  fing  altiuroate,  as  t^ey  lead  the  dance, 
lilixt  with  the.Goda;  they  hear  Apollo's  iyce. 
And  froni  high  h^v^n  the  panting  bard  inipire. 
Nor  bards  alop^,  but  other  writers  reach 
This  bold,  this  daring  .privilege  of  fpeechj 
In  chief  the  orators,  to  raife  their  fenfe. 
In  this  ftrong  .figure  drefs  their  eloquence, 
When  with  perfuafivc  ftrokes  they  plead  a  caufe,, 
And  bridle  vi^fe,  and  vindicate  the  laws; 
Or  on  the  dreadful  v^e.  of  death  defend,. 
^Ulj3  fnatch  from  fate,  a  poor  devoted  friend. 
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£v*n  the  rough  hinds  delight  in  Aich  a  drain,  1 

When  the  glad  harveft  waves  with  golden  grain,        J 

And  thirfty  meadows  drink  the  pearly  rain  ;  J 

On  the  proud  vine  her  purple  gems  appear ; 

The  fmiling  fields  rejoice,  and  hail  the  pregnant  year. 

Firft  from  ncccflity  the  figure  fprung 

For  things,  that  would  not  fuit  our  fcanty  tongue. 

When  no  tine  names  were  offered  to  the  view, 

Thofe  they  transferred  that  borderM  on  the  true; 

Thence  by  degrees  the  noble  licence  grew. 

The  bards  thofe  daring  liberties  embraced. 

Through  want  at  firft,  through  luxury  at  laft  : 

They  now  to  alien  things*  at  will,  confirm 

The  borrowM  honours  of  a  foreign  term. 

So  man,  at  firft,  the  rattling  ftorm  to  fly. 

And  the  bleak  horrors  of  the  wintery  Iky, 

Rais'd  up  a  roof  of  ofiers  o^er  his  head. 

And  dosM  with  homely  clay  the  ilender  flied  x 

Now,  regal  palaces,  of  wondrous  fize,  '         ^ 

With  brazen  beams,  on  Parian  columns  rifi^  L 

That  heave  the  pompous  fabric  to  the  (kiet,  I 

Bat  other  writers  fprinkle  here  and  there 

Tbefe  bolder  beauties  with  a  frugal  care; 

So  vaft  a  freedom  is  allowed  to  none. 

But  fuits  the  labours  of  the  bard  alone. 

Who  in  the  laws  of  verfe  himfelf  reftrains« 

Ty*d  up  to  time  in  voluntary  chains. 

Others,  by  no  reftraint  or  ftop  with-held. 

May  range  the  coropafs  of  a  wider  field  | 

Tfce 
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The  facred  poc;t«,  who  their  labours  fiil 
^Vith  pleafing.  fi^lions,  or  with  truths  at  will. 
Their  thoughts  in  bolder  liberties  exprefs, 
AVhich  Ipok  more  beauteous  in  a  foreign  diefs. 
To  all,  unufual  colours  they  impartj 
Nor  bluih,  if  e*er  dets6lcd  in  their  art. 

*  Sometimes  beyond  the  bounds  of  truth  the^  Hy, 
And  boldly  lift  their  fubjt^^  to  the  iky ; 
'When  with  tumultuous  (houts  the  heavens  rebound. 
And  all  0>lympus  trembles  with  the  found  j 
Or  with  repeated  accents  they  relate 
The  fall  of  Troy,  and  dwell  upon  hpr  fate  | 
•\-  Oh  fire  !  oh  country,  once  with  glory  crowtt*d  ! 
Oh  wretched  race  of  Priam,  once  renownV 
Oh  Jove  !  fee  Ilion  fmoaking  on  the  ground  ! 
They  now  name  Ceres  for  the  golden  grain, 
Bacchus  for  wine,  and  Neptune  for  th^  main  i 
Or  from  tlie  father^s  name  point  out  the  fon  3 
Or  for  her  people  introduce  a  town : 
So  when  alarm'd  her  natives  dread  their  fates. 
Pale  Afric  fliakes,  and  trembles  through  her  dates  1 
And  fome,  by  Achelous'  ftrean^s  alone, 
Comprife  the  floods  of  all  the  world  in  one. 

X  Lo  t  now  they  dart  aiide,  and  change  the  ftraia 
To  fancyM  converfe  with  an  abfent  fwain ; 
To  grots  and  caverns  all  their  cares  difcloie. 
Or  tell  the  folitary  rocks  their  woes  j 

•  The  Hyperbole. 

f  Haec  verba  ex  incerti  nominis  Foeta  citat  Cicero. 

I  The  Apofirophe. 
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To  fcenes  inaninate  prodaim  their^oi^. 
Talk  with  anbii],  6^'whifper  toa'grove. 
On  you  they  call,'  ye  Imattentive  woods. 
And  wait  a»  anfwer  from  your  bordering'  floods. 

*  Sometimes  they  fpeak  one  thing,  but  leave  behiod 
Another  fecret  meaning  in  the  mind : 
A  ftiir  ex}^r^nioh  artfully  difpenie,  " 
But  ufe  a  word  that  cfaihes  with  the  fenfe. 
f  Thus  pious  Helen  ftole  the  faithful  fworrf. 
While  Troy  Vas  flaniing,  from  her  ikeping  lord. 
}  So  glorious  Drancfts  towered  amid  the  plain. 
And  pird  the  ground  with  mountains  of  the  (lain } 
Ihimoftal  trophies  rais*d  from  fquadrons  kiird. 
And  with  vaft  i^ils  ennobled  ail  the  field. 
< .  II  But  now  to  mention  farther  I  forbear. 
With  what  ftrong  charms  they  captivate  the  ear  5    ' 
When  the  fame  terms  they  happily  repeat. 
The  fame  repeated  feem  more  foft  and  fwcet. 
This,  §  were  Arcadia  judge,  if  Pan  withftood. 
Pan's  judge  Arcadia  would  condemn  her  God. 

Sut  though  our  fond  indulgence  grants  the  Mufe 
A  thoufand  liberties  in  different  views, 
When-c'er  you  chufe  an  image  to  exprefs 
In  foreign  terms,  and  icor^  the  native  drefs ; 
Yet;  be  difcreet,  nor  ftrain  the  point  too  far. 
Let  the  tranfition  dill  unforcM  appear. 
Nor  e'er  difcover  an  excefs  of  care : 
For  fome,  we  know,  with  aukward  violence 
Diftprt  the  £iibje£t>  and  disjoint  the  fcnie  } 

•  The  Irony,     f  See  Virg.  ^neid.*  Lib.  VI;     J  Ibiif. 
Lib.  XI.      I  The  Anaphora.     §  Sec  Virg.  Eclog.  IV. 
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Quite  change  tbp-genmnn  figure,  and  deface* 
The  natwpifhapewfih  every  living  grace  J  • 
And  force  unwilling .objefts  to  put  on 
An  alien  ^ce,  smd  feature*  not  their  own. 
^  low  cdnceit  in  i!bfproportion''d  term*, 
X-ooks  like  a. boy  dreft'd  upingianw  arms  j 
Blind  to  the  truth,  all  reafon  tiiey  exceed^ 
•  Who  name  a  ftaH'the  palace  of  the  Heed,    • 
Or  graft  tRe.tre(res  of  great  Rha^a*^  head. 
'Tis  beft  ibmetimes  an  image  to  expreAi 
In  its  own  coloars,  and  its  native  dreff;  '  > 

The  genuine  words  with  ^appycaie  to  ufe,   * 
If  nicely  culPd,  and  worthy  mB  the  Mnfc. 

Some  things  alternately  compar*d'arc  fhown,  y 

Both  names  ftilb  tfue,  and  matuaHy  fliclr  own  j  > 

But  here  thaieaft  redundance  you  fliuft  fliun  5  J 

Tell  vtSf  m  ibort,  from  whence  the  bint  j^ou  drew. 
And  fet  the.whofe  comparifon  to  view  J 
Left,  mindlefsof  your  firft  dftTi^;  you  feem 
To  lead  the  mind  away,  and  rove  from  theme  to  them<f; 

But  now  purfue  the  method,  that  affords 
The  fittefl  term^,  and  wifeft  choice  of  words. 
Not  all  deferve  alike  the  fame  regard. 
Nor  fuit  the  god^like  labours  of  the  bard; 
For  words  as  much  may  differ  in  degree, , 
As  the  moft  various  kinds  of  poetry. 
Though  many  a  common  term  and  word  we  find 
Difpers'd  prbmifcuoufly  through  every  kind. 

•  The  Catacbieiis* 
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Thofe  that  ^'H  nti^Aiit  tk*  kcit>ic  rage. 
Might  gr^eM'th^hmikmf  tmd  become  tbe  fttge. 
Their  large,  their  ^va^  variety  exflore 
With  pierctQg«yea,  -and  MBge  the  mighty  Aorc 
From  their  deep  ftmd.iln  ticheft  wonU  nnMdf., 
With  niceftcai*  bevach'ea^feffion  ctiU^d, 
To  deck  your  xi«nifccrt.an.<iie  poRft.goId, 
The  vile,  thie  diBrk.degtAecate  crowd  nfnk, 
^nd  fcom  a  dv^s  tkaft'svonld  difgnce  the  MmOtt 
Then,  to  (ucceed  yeinr  (caaeh,  purfue  the  foad» 
And  beat  the  tnek  tha;glonoii8  Antienta  trod. 
To  thoTe  etcfnal  moimnicnii  repair. 
There  mdj  a»d  mediuita  for  ever  there. 
If  o'er  the  «eA  foaMi  Aiighty  genius  ihinet, 
Mark  tlie  fyttet  chariai  and  vigour  of  his  lines. 
^s  far  M  Phoabtti  and  the  heavenly  powera 
Smile  on  your  laboiifa» -make  hia  diftion  your*ss 
Your  ftyle  by  hi^  awthestic  ftandard  frame. 
Your  voice*  your  habit,  and  addre6,  die  fame. 
With  him  proceed  lo  cuU  the  reft;  for  there 
A  full  reward  will  jiuftify  your  care. 
Examine  all ;  and  bring  from  nil  away   / 
l^heir  various  treafures  as  a  lawful  prey. 
Nor  would  I  fcruple,  with  a  due  regard. 
To  read  fometimes  a  rude  unpolifliM  bardj 
Among  whofe  labours  I  may  find  a  line. 
Which  from  unfightly  ruft  I  may  refine, 
And,  with  a  better  grace,  adopt  it  into  mine. 
How  often  may  we  fee  a  troubled  flood 
Staia'd  with  unfettled  ouze  and  rifing  mud! 
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'^AThich  (if  a  wcH'tTie  borderwg  natives  fiiifc) 
Supplies  the  thirfty  multi^tude  with  drink. 
The  trick Ifng  ftrcam  by  j«ft  degrees  reiines^ 
Till  in-  its  courfe  the  limpid  jcurrcnt  (U»ne9 ; 
And  taught  thrcrugh  fecfet  labyrinths  to  flow, 
'^Vorks  itfelf  clear  among  the  fand^  below. 
For  nothing  locks  fo  gloomy,  but  will  ihine 
From  proper  care,  and  rimely  difcipline; 
If,  with  due  vigilance  and  conda^,  wrought 
Deep  in  the  foul,  it  labours  in  the  thought* 
"Hence  on  the  Antients  we  miift  reft  alone. 
And  make  their  golden  fentences  otir  own. 
To  cull  their  be(^  expreffions  claims  otir  caresj 
To  fohn  our  notions,  and  6ur  ftylcs  on  their's. 
See  1  how  we  bear  away  their  precious  fpoils. 
And  with  the  glorious  drefs  enrich  our  ftyles  j 
Their  bright  inventions  for  our  ufe  convey. 
Bring  all  the  fpirit  of  their  words  away, 
And  make  their  words  themfelves  our  lawful  prey ! 
Unfliam'd  in  other  colours  to  be  (hown. 
We  fpeak  our  thoughfs'ln  accents  not  our  own. 
But  your  defign  with  modeft  tautron  weigh, 
Steal  with  due  care,  and  meditate  the  pi*ey. 
Invert  the  order  of  the  words  with  art. 
And  change  their  former  fitc  in  evciy  part. 
Thus  win  your  readers,  thus  deceive  with  grace. 
And  let  th'  expreflfion  wear  a  different  face ;, 
Yoiirfelf  at  lafl-,  the  glorious  labour  done. 
Will  fcarce  difccrn  his  di^lion  from  your  own. 

B  b  Some, 
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Some,  to  appear  of  diffidence  bereft^ 

Steai  in  broad  day,  and  glory  in  the  theft ; 

When  with  )uft  art>  defign^  and  confidence^ 

On  the  fame  words  they  graft  a  different  fenfe  | 

Preferve  th'  unvary'd  terms  and  order  too. 

But  change  their  former  fpirit  for  a  new. 

Or,  with  the  fenie  of  emulation  bold. 

With  antient  bards  a  glorious  conteft  hold  i 

Their  richeO;  fpoils  triumphant  they  explore. 

Which,  rang'd  with  better  grace,  they  varnidi  o'er,    L 

And  give  them  charms  they  never  knew  before.  j 

So  trees,  that  change  their  foils,  more  proudly  rile. 

And  lift  th,eir  fpreading  honours  to  the  ikies  ; 

And,  when  tranfplanted,  nobler  fruits  pnxiucey 

Exalt  their  nature,  and  ferment  their  juice. 

So  Troy^s  fam^d  chief  «the  Afian  empire  bore^ 

With  better  omens^  to  the  Latian  thore ; 

Though  from  thy  realm,  O  Dido,  to  the  fea 

Caird  by  the  Gods  reluflantly  away  | 

Nor  the  firft  nuptial  pleafures  could  control 

The  fixt,  the  flubborn  purpole  of  his  foul. 

Unhappy  queen !  thy  woes  fuppreft  thy  breath  j 

Thy  cares  pnrfued  thee,  and  furviv'd  in  death. 

Had  not  the  Dardan  fleet  thy  kingdom  fought. 

Thy  life  had  fhone  unfullyM  with  a  fault. 

Come  then,  ye  youths,  and  lu-ge  your  generous  toils; 
Come  flrip  the  Antients,  and  divide  the  fpoils 
Your  hands  have  won— but  (hun  the  fault  of  Aich, 
Who  with  fond  rafhoefs  tnift  tbemiclves  too  much. 

For 
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For  fgme  we  know,  who,  by  their  pride  bctray'd, 
'With  vain  contempt  rejeft  a  foreign  aid  5 
"Who  fcorn  thofe  great  examples  to  obey, 
Nor  follow  where  the  Antients  point  the  way. 
"While  from  the  theft  their  cautious  hands  refrain. 
Vain  are  their  fears,  their  fuperftition  vain. 
Nor  Phoebus'  froiles  th'  unhappy  poet  crown  5 
The  fate  of  all  his  works  prevents  his  own. 
Himfelf  his  mouldering  monument  furvives. 
And  fees  his  labours  periih  while  he  lives  : 
His  fame  is  more  contrafted  than  his  fpan. 
And  the  frail  author  dies  before  the  man. 
How  would  he  wilh  the  labour  to  forbear, 

And  follow  other  arts  with  more  fuccefsful  care  ? 
(I  like  a  fair  allufion  nicely  wrought ; 

When  theiame  words  exprefs  a  different  thought. 

*And  fuch  a  theft  true  critics  dare  not  blame. 

Which  late  poftcrity  ftiall  crown  with  fame. 

Void  of  all  fear,  of  every,  doubt  bereft, 

I  would  not  bluih,  but  triumph  in  the  theft. 

Nor  on  the  Antients  for  the  -whole  rely, 

The  whole  is  more  than  all  their  works  fupply ; 

Some  things  your  own  invention  mud  explore. 

Some  virgin  images  untouchM  before. 
New  terms  no  laws  forbid  us  to  induce. 

To  coin  a  word,  and  fan6lify  to  ufe ; 

But  yet  admit  no  words  into  the  fong, 

Unlefs  they  prove  the  ftock  from  whence  they  /prung  5 

Point  out  their  family,  their  kindred  trace, 

And  fct  to  view  the  ferics  of  their  race. 

B  b  2  But 
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But  where  you  find  your  native  tongue  too  poor« 

Tranfport  the  riches  of  the  Grecian  ftorej 

Inform  the  lump,  and  work  it  into  grace, 

And  with  new  life  infpire  th'  unwieldy  mafs  ; 

Till,  changed  by  difcipline,  the  word  puts  on 

A^ foreign  nature,  and  forgets  its  own. 

So  Latium's  language  found  a  rich  increafe. 

And  grew  and  flourifh'd  from  the  wealth  of  Greece  j 

Till  ufe,  in  time,  had  rifled  Argos'  ftorcs, 

And  brought  all  Athens  to  th'  Hefperian  fhores* 

How  many  words  from  rich  Mycenx  come. 

Of  Greek  extraf^ion,  in  the  drefs  of  Rome  ? 

That  live  with  ours,  our  rights  and  freedom  claim, 

Their  nature  drfferent,  but  their  looks  the  fame  5 

Through  Latiuni'^s  realms,  in  Latium's  garb  they  go, 

At  once  her  ftrangers,  and  her  natives  too* 

Long  has  lier  poverty  been  fled,  and  long 

With  native  riches  has  (he  grac'd  heV  tongue* 

Nor  fearch  the  poets  only,  Jbut  explore 

Immortal  Tully's  inexhaufted  ftore  ; 

And  other  authors,  born  in  happier  daysj 

Shall  anfwer  all  your  wants,  and  beautify  your  lays. 

Oft,  in  old  Bards,  a  verfe  above  the  reft 
Shines,  in  barbaric  fpoils  and  trophies  dreft: 
Thus  Gaul,  her  vi<5lor's  triumph  to  compleat. 
Supplies  thofe  words  that  paint  her  own  defeat; 
And  vanquilh'd  Macedon,  to  tell  her  doom. 
Gives  up  her  language  with  her  arms  to  Rome. 
Then  can  we  fear  with  groundlefs  diffidence 
A  want  of  words  that  fhall  exprefs  our  fcnlc  ? 

But, 
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But,  if  corapeird  by  want,  you  may  produce 
-And  bring,  an  antiquated  word  in  ufej 
A.  word  erft  well-receiv'd  in  days  of  yore, 
-A.  word  our  old  forefathers  us'd  before  : 
"NATell-pleasM  the  reader's  wonder  to  engage,  ^ 

He  brings  our  grandfires  habit  on  the  ftage,  > 

And  garbs  that  whilom  gracM  an  uncouth  age,         -^ 
Yet  muft  not  fuch  appear  in  every  place  ; 
When  rang'd  too  thick,  the  poem  they  difgrace. 
Since  of  new  words  fuch  numbers  you  command. 
Deal  out  the  old  ones  with  a  fparing  hand. 
*  When-e'er  your  images  can  lay  no  claim 
To  a  fixt  term,  and  want  a  certain  name  ; 
To  paint  one  thing,  the  licensM  Bard  affords 
A  pompous  circle,  and  a  crowd  of  words. 

Two  plighted  words  in  one  with  grace  appear^ 
When  they  with  eafe  glide  fmoothly  o'er  the  ear. 
Two  may  embrace  at  once,  but  feldom  more. 
Nor  verfe  can  bear  the  mingled  (hape  of  four  5 
No  triple  monfters  dwell  on  Latium's  (here. 
When  mixt  with  fmooth,  thefe  harlher  drains  are  found. 
We  ftart  with  horror  at  the  frightful  found  ; 
The  Grecian  Bards,  in  whom  fuch  freedoms  pleafe. 
May  match  with  more  fucccfs  fuch  words  as  thefe  ; 
Heap  hills  on  hills,  and  bid  the  ftruflure  rife. 
Till  the  vaft  pile  of  mountains  prop  the  (kies. 

What  words  foever  of  vaft  bulk  we  view. 
One  of  lefs  fizc  may  fometimcs  fplit  in  two  5. 

♦  The  Periphrafis. 

B  b  3  Some- 
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Sometimes  we  ftparate  from  the  whole  a  part. 
And  prune  the  more  luxuriant  limbs  with  art. 
Thus  when  the  names  of  heroes  we  declare. 
Names  whofe  unpoliflrd  founds  offend  the  ear  5 
We  add,  or  lop  fome  branches  which  abound. 
Till  the  harfti  accents  are  with  fmoothnefs  crown'd, 
That  mellov^s  every  word,  and  fbftens  every  found. 
By  fuch  an  happy  change,  Sicharbas  came. 
To  fink  his  rough nefs  in  Sichaeus*  name. 
Hence  \vould  I  rather  choofe  thofe  diie  alarms 
Of  vaft  Enceladus,  and  heaven  in  arms. 
And  the  bold  Titan's  battles  to  rehearfe. 
Harmonious  names,  that  glide  into  the  verfe  ; 
Than  count  the  rough,  the  barbarous  nations  o*cr. 
Which  Rome  fubdued  of  old  from  (hore  to  (hore. 

Let  things  fubmit  to  words  on  no  pretence. 
But  make  your  words  fubfervient  to  your  fcnfe  j 
Nor  for  their  fake  admit  a  fingle  line, 
But  what  contributes  to  the  main  deiign. 
Through  every  part  moft  diligently  pierce. 
And  weigh  the  found  and  fenfe  of  every  verfe, 
Unlefs  your  ftridleft  caution  you  difplay, 
Some  words  may  lead  the  heedlefs  Bard  awayi 
Steal  from  their  duty,  s^nd  deiert  their  poft. 
And  (kulk  in  darknefs,  indolently  loft  $ 
Or,  while  their  proper  parts  their  fcHows  ply. 
Contribute  nought  but  found  and  haimony. 
This  to  prevent,  confult  your  words  5  and  know 
How  far  their  ftrengtb,  extent,  and  nature  go. 

To 
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To  all  their  charges,  and  their  laboursUit  j 

To  all,  thpir  feveral  provinces  of  wit. 

Without  this  care,  the  poem  will  abound 

With  empty  noife,  and  impotence  of  found  j 

Unmeaning  tenns  will  crowd  in  every  part. 

Play  round  the  ear,  but  never  reach  tlie  heart. 

Yet  would  I  fometimes  venture  to  difperfe 

Some  words,  whofe  fplendor  (hould  adorn  my  verfe  $ 

(Words,  that  to  wit  and  thought  havte  no  pret.ence. 

And  hither  vehicles  of  lound  than  fenfe ;) 

Till  in  the  gorgeous  dreft  the  lines  appear. 

And  court  with  gentle  harmony  the  ear. 

Nor  with  too  fond  a  care  fuch  words  purfue. 

They  nwet  your  fight*  and  rife  in  every  view. 

Oft,  from  its  chains  the  ihackled  verfe  unloofe. 

And  give  it  liberty  to  walk  in  profe ; 

Then  be  the  work  renewM  with  endlefs  pain. 

And  join  with  care  the  ihatter'd  parts  again  j 

The  lurking  faults  and  errors  you  may  fee. 

When  the  words  run  unmanacled  and  free. 

Attend,  young  Bard,  and  liften  while  I  fing  $ 
Lo !  I  unlock  the  Mufes^  facred  fpring ; 
Lo  I  Phoebus  calls  thee  to  his  inmoft  (hrine ; 
Hai'k !  in  one  common  voice,  the  tuneful  Nine 
Invite  and  court  thee  to  the  rites  divine. 
When  firft  to  man  the  privilege  was  given, 
,^0  hold  by  verfe  an  intercourfe  with  heaven. 
Unwilling  that  th'  immortal  art  ihould  lie 
Cheap,  and  exposM  to  tvery  vulgar  eye, 

B  b  4.  Great 
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Great  Jove,  to  drive  away  the  grovel ing  crowds 

To  narrow  bounds  confined  the  glorious  road,, 

Which  more  exalted  fpirits  may  purfue,. 

And  left  it  open  to  the  faered  few. 

For  many  a  painful  taflc,  in  every  party 

Claims  all  the  Poet's  vigilance  and  art. 

'Tis  not  enough  his  verfes  to  compleat. 

In  meafure,  numbers,  or  determinM  feet  f 

Or  render  things,  by  clear  expreffion  bright^ 

And  fet  each  objeft  in  a  proper  light  s 

To  all,  proportioned  terms  he  muft  difpenfe/ 

And  make  the  found  a  pi6lure  of  the  fenfe  y 

The  correfpondent  words  exaftly  frame. 

The  look,  the  features,  and  the  mien  the  fame* 

His  thoughts  the  Bard  muft  fuitably  exprefs. 

Each  in  a  different  face,  and  different  drefs  j 

Left  in  unvary'd  looks  the  crowd' be  fhown. 

And  the  whole  multitude  appear  as  one. 

With  rapid  feet  and  wings,  without  delay. 

This  fwiftly  flies,  and  fmoothly  fkims  away  r 

That,  vaft  of  fize,  his  limbs  huge,  broad,,  and  ftrong,. 

Moves  ponderous,  and  fcarcc  drags  his  bulk  along. 

This,  blooms  with  youth  and  beauty  in  his  face. 

And  Venus  breathes  on  every  limb  a  grace  : 

That,  of  rude  form,  his  uncouth  numbers  (hows. 

Looks  horrible,  and  frowns  with  his  rough  brows». 

His  monftrous  tail  in  many  a  fold  and  wind^ 

Voluminous  and  vaft,  curls  up  behind  : 

At  once  the  image  and  the  lines  appear 

T>...t^  *-  the  eye,  anil  frightful  to  the  ear. 

Nor 
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Nor  are  thofe  figarecignen  wi^boutA  Qm(Po 

But  fixtand  fettled  by  deterniioM  la«ws I 

AH  claim  and  wear,  as  their  defexts  ere  kDowiin  •>     . 

A  voice,  a  face,  and  habit  of  their  <xv«fn»    . 

•f  Lo  \  when  the  failors  fteer  the  poi^derofts.flups. 

And  plough,  with  brazen  beaks,  the  foamy  deepis. 

Incumbent  on  the  main  that  roars  around  } 

Beneath  their  labouring  oars  the  waves  refoucd. 

The  prow&  wide-echoing  through  thedarj^  prpfound 

To  the  loud  call  each  diftant  rock  replies, 

Toft  by  the  ftorm  the  frotby  furges  rife  j.  .    .^  . 

While  the  hoarfe  ocean  beats  the.fouijdjng  flijOre,,,     . 

l>afliM  from  the  ftrand,  the  flying  wAter^  ^c^i;, 

Flafti  at  the  fliock,  and  gatheri».g  in  an  heap,  ^    . 

The  liquid  mountains  rife,  and  oy^jjrhang.^h^  deep* 

See  through  her  fhores  Trinacria's  realms  rebound. 

Starting  and  trembling  at  the  bellowing  found  j, 

High-towering  o*er  the  waves  the  mountains  ,ride» 

Alid  claHi  with  floating  mountains  on  the  tide.. 

But  when  blue  Neptone  from  his  car  furveys. 

And  calms  at  one  regard  the  raging  feas  j 

StretcbM  like  a  peaceful  lake  the  deep  fubiideSy 

And  o*er  the  level  light  the  galley  glide$» 

The  Poet>5  art  and  condju6l  we  admire. 

When  angry  Vulcan  rolls  a  flood  of  fire  j 

When  on  the  groves  and  fields  the  deluge  preys,,,. 

And  wraps  the  crackling  ftubble  ia  the  blaze.  ,    , 

t  Moft  of  tliefe  examples  are.  drawn  word  for  word' 
from  Virgil. 
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Nor  lefs  our  pleaAive,  when  tkt  flame  dividei^ 

And  climbs  afpiring  round  the  cauldron*s  fides  j 

From  the  dark  bottoilii  work  the  waters  up. 

Swell,  boil,  and  hiis,  and  bubble  to  the  top. 

Thus  in  fmooth  lines,  fmooth  fubjefks  we  rehearfe. 

But  the  t  rough  rock  roars  in  as  rough  a  verfe. 

If  gay  the  fubjcft,  gay  muft  be  the  fong ; 

And  the  brilk  numbers  quickly  glide  along  : 

When  the  fields  ilourifh  ;  or  the  ikies  unfold 

Swift  from  the  flying  hinge  their  gates  of  gold. 

If  fad  the  theme,  then  each  grave  line  moves  (low,      "j 

The  mournful  numbers  languifliingly  flow,  > 

And  drag,  and  labour,  with  a  weight  of  woe  i  •# 

If  e^er  the  boding  bird  of  night,  who  mourns 

O^er  ruins,  defolation,  graves,  and  urns. 

With  piercing  fcreams  the  darknefs  (hould  invade. 

And  break  the  iilence  of  the  difinal  fliade« 

When  things  are  fmall,  th^  terms  ^ould  ftill  be  fo  « 

For  low  words  pleale  us,  when  the  theme  is  low. 

But  when  fome  giant,  horrible  and  grim. 

Enormous  in  his  gait,  and  vail  in  eveiy  limb. 

Stalks  t(^ering  on  ;  the  fwelling  words  muft  rife 

In  juft  proportion  to  the  monfter's  fize. 

If  Ibme  large  weight  his  huge  arras  ftrive  to  fliove, 

The  verfe  too  labours ;  the  throngM  words  fcarce  move. 

When  tach  ftifF  clod  beneath  the  ponderous  plough, 

Crumbles  and  breaks ;  th'  encumberM  lines  march  (low. 
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^  ten  pllbts  catch  the  friendly  gales^ 

^  hroudsy  and  hoi  ft  the  wide-ftretch*d  fatlf^ 

,   -/  em  AifFers  from  delay. 

fly  precipitate  away. 
'  ic  viper  iffues  from  the  brake;  %' 

'^'  yith  ftones,  and  brands,  and  fire,  attack      V 

"^^^^  reft,  and  drive  the  feipent  back.  J 

(t  defcends ;  or,  fhin'*d  by  numerous  ftrokes^ 
jng,  to  the  earth  drops  the  vail  ox  j 
'  .<K>  finks  with  correfpondent  found, 

.  the  fteer,  and  headlong  to  the  ground. 

,'  t  wild  -waves  fubfide.  and  tempers  ceafe. 

C  p,  tlieir  roarings  and  their  rage  to  peace  5 

J  «  fee  the  interrupted  ftrain 

It  the  raidft,— and  with  the  filent  main, 
or  a  ipace — at  laft  it  glides  again. 
.  Priam  ftrains  his  aged  arm,  to  throw 

lavailing  javelin  at  the  foe  \ 
^  blood  congeal'd,  and  every  nerve  unftrung,*)    , 

I  with  the  theme  complies  the  artful  fong ; 
him,  the  folitary  numbers  flow 
Ak,  trembling,  melancholy,  ftiff,  and  flow. 
.  fo  young  Pyrrhus,  who  with  rapid  force 
Us  down  embattled  armies  in  his  courfe : 
,ie  raging  youth  on  trembling  Ilion  falls, 
mt.  '^^^  ^^^  ftrong  gates,  and  ihakes  her  lofty  walls  j 

revokes  his  flying  courfer  to  bis  fpeed, 
,^  A  full  career  to  charge  the  warlike  fteed  j 

He  piles  the  field  with  mountains  of  the  flain ; 
He  pours,  he  ftorms,  he  thunders  thn)ugh  the  plaint 
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In  this  the  Poet's  jufteft  conduft  lies^ 
When  with  the  various  fubjefts  he  compiles. 
To  fink  with  judgment,  and  with  judgment  nJfe. 
We  fee  hira  now,  remiffive  of  his  force, 
Glide  with  a  low,  and  inofFenfive  courfe  5 
Stript  of  the  gawdy  drefs  of  words  he  goes. 
And  fcarcely  lifts  the  poem  up  from  profe  : 
And  now  he  brings  with  loofen'd  reins  alon^ 
All  in  a  full  career  the  boundlefs  fong  j 
In  wide  array  luxuriantly  he  pours 
A  crowd  of  words,  and  opens  all  his  ftores. 
The  lavifh  eloquence  redundant  flows, 
Thick  as  the  fleeces  of  the  winter-fnows, 
When  Jove  inverts  the  naked  Alps,  and  /beds 
The  filent  terapeft  on  their  hoary  heads. 
Sometimes  the  godlike  fury  he  refti-ains, 
Checks  his  impetuous  fpeed,  and  draws  the  reins  ; 
BalancM  and  poisM,  he  neither  finks  nor  foars. 
Plows  the  mid  fpace,  and  fteers  between  the  /hores. 
And  fhaves  the  confines  ;— till,  all  dangers  paft. 
He  (hoots  with  joy  into  the  port  at  laft. 

For  what  remains  unfung ;  I  now  declare 
What  claims  the  Poet*s  laft  and  ftri6left  care. 
When,  all  adventures  paft,  his  labours  tend- 
In  one  continued  order  to  their  end  j 
When  the  proud  vi£lor  on  his  conqueft  fmilce. 
And  fafe  enjoys  the  triumph  of  his  toils  5 
Let  him  by  timely  diffidence  be  aw'd, 
Nor  truft  too  foon  th*  unpolifh'd  piece  abroad. 
Oh !  may  his  rafh  ambition  ne'er  inflame 
His  breaft,  witli  fuch  a  dangerous  thirft  of  fame! 

X  But 
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But  let  the  terror  of  difgracc  control 

The  warm,  ihe  partial  fondnefs  of  his  fbul^  ; 

And  force  the  Bard  to  thi'ow  his  pafiion  by. 

Nor  view  his  offspring  with  a  parent's  eye« 

Till  his  affeftions  are  by  juftice  croft. 

And  all  the  father  in  the  judge  is  loft. 

He  feeks  his  friends,  nor  tnifts  himfelf  alone. 

But  afks  their  judgment,  and  refigns  his  own  $ 
Begs  them,  with  urgent  pi*ayers,  to  be  iincere^ 
Juft  and  exaft,  and  rigidly  feverej 

Due  verdift  to  pronounce  on  every  thought. 
Nor  fpare  the  flighteft  /hadow  of  a  fault  | 
But,  bent  againft  himfelf,  and  ftriflly  nice  5 
He  thanks  each  critic  that  dete^ls  a  vice  ; 
Though  chargM  with  what  bis  judgment  can  defendy 
He  joins  the  partial  fentence  of  his  friend* 
The  piece  thrown  by  j  the  careful  Bard  reviews 
The  long-forgotten  labours  of  his  Mufe : 
Lo !  on  all  fides  far  diffeiltnt  objects  rife. 
And  a  new  profpe£l  ftrikes  his  wondering  eyes, 
Warm  from  the  brain,  the  lines  his  love  engroftf 
Now  in  themfelves  their  former  felves  are  loft- 
Now  his  own  labours  he  begins  to  blame* 
And  blufbing  reads  them  with  regret  and  fhame. 
He  loaths  the  piece;  condemns  it;  nor. can  iinU 
The  genuine  ftamp,  and  image  of  his  mind. 
This  thought  and  that,  indignant  be  rejedls  ; 
When  moft  fecure,  fome  danger  he  fufpe6ls ; 
Anxious  he  adds,  and  trembling  hecorrt6ls« 
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With  kind  fcrenties,  and  liflidy  art, 
Jjopt  the  hmmst  growtll  of  cvoy  port  ^ 
PniDcs  toe  fiiperifBoas  bo^^  that  wikllj  Araj^ 
AikI  cuts  the  rank  mhiiidjaciet  awajr. 
Thus  arm^d  witk  proper  di^plioe  be  ( 
By  ilayy  by  nigbt,  applies  bis  hiaimg  \ 
From  every  line  to  wipe  out  every  blot. 
Till  die  whole  piece  is  guhleft  of  a  faoh. 
Hard  is  the  taflc,  bat  needfiil,  if  your  aim 
Tends  to  the  profpeft  of  inuBortal  fame. 
If  ibme  iinfimfli*d  noraben  limp  behind. 
When  the  warm  Poet  rages  micoofio^d, 
Theo  wbca  his  fwift  inveatioB  icoms  to  ftiy. 
By  a  full  tide  of  genius  whirlM  away ; 
Me  brings  the  ibvereign  cuiv  their  failings  claim. 
Confirms  the  iick.]y,  and  fopports  the  lame. 
Oft  as  the  feafons  roll,  renew  thy  pain. 
And  bring  the  poem  to  die  teft  again. 
In  different  lights  th*  exprefKon  muft  be  rang*d. 
The  garii  and  colours  of  the  words  be  changed. 
With  endleft  care  thy  watchfiil  eyes  mnft  pierce. 
And  mafk  the  parrs  diftind  of  every  verie. 
In  this  peftt ;  for  oft  one  day  denies 
The  kind  alfiftance  v^'ch  the  next  fapplies ; 
As  oft,  without  your  vigilance  and  care. 
Some  faulf  >-tjfcke*  appear. 

.And  now  V  explofv. 

That  lay  i  Huds  bcfottu 

Oft,  to  in  i  0MiuU  IT}', 

By  turns,  ^y-. 

For 
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For  thiis  his  genius  takes  a  different  face 
From  every  dtffiirent  genius  of  a  pi  ace. 
The  Ibul  too  chatiges,  and  the  Batxi  may  find 
A  thousand  various  motions  in  his  mind. 
New  gleams  of  light  will  every  moment  rife, 
'  AVhilc  from  each  part  the  fcattering  darkneis  fiies# 
And,  as  he  alters  what  appeal's  amifs. 
He  adds  new  flowers  to  beautify  the  piece. 
But  here,  ev'n  herc>  avoid  th'  extreme  of  fucb. 
Who  with  excefs  of  care  correal  too  much  : 
Wliofe  barbarous  hands  no  calls  of  pity  bounds 
.  While  with  th'  infected  parts  they  cut  the  found. 
And  make  the  cure  more  dangerous  than  the  wound. 
Till,  all  the  blood  and  fpirits  drained  away. 
The  body  iickens,  and  the  parts  decay  { 
The  native  beauties  die,  the  limbs  appear 
Rough  and  deformM  with  one  continued  fear* 
No  iixt  determine  number  I  enjoin, 
But  when  fome  years  fhall  perfe^  the  defign  i 
Reflet  on  life  J  and,  mindful  of  thy  fpan, 
Whofe  fcanty  limit  bounds  the  days  of  man. 
Wide  o'er  the  fpacious  world,*without  delay. 
Permit  the  finilh'd  piece  to  take  its  way  j 
Till  all  mankind  admires  the  heavenly  ibng. 
The  theme  of  every  hand  and  every  tongue. 
See !  thy  pleased  friends  thy  fpreadkig  glory  draws. 
Each  with  his  voice  to  fwell  the  vaft  applaufe ; 
The  vaft  applaufe  ihall  reach  the  ftarry  frame. 
No  years,  no  ages,  ihall  obfcure  thy  fame. 
And  earth's  laft  ends  Ihall  bear  thy  darling  name. 

Shall 
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Shall  we  then  doubt  to  fcorn  all  worldly  vlews^ 
And  not  prefer- the  raptures  of  the  Mufe? 

Thrice  happy  Bards  !  who,  taught  by  heayen,  obey 
Thefe  rules,  and  follow  where  they  lead  the  wayj 
And  hear  the  faithful  precepts  I  beftow'd, 
InfpirM  with  rage  divine,  and  labouring  -with  the  God. 
But  art  alone,  and  human  means  muft  fail. 
Nor  thefe  inftruftive  precepts  will  prevail, 
Unlefs  the  Gods  their  prefent  aid  fupply. 
And  look  with  kind  indulgence  from  the  iky. 
1  only  pointed  out  the  paths  that  lead 
The  panting  youth  to  fteep  PamafTus'  head  5 
And  fhowM  the  tuneful  Mufes  from  afar, 
Mixt  in  a  folemn  choir,  ^nd  dancing  there. 
Thither  forbidden  by  the  Fates  to  go, 
I  fink  and  grovel  in  the  world  below. 
Deterr'd  by  them,  in  vain  I  labour  tip,  , 

And  ftretch  thefe  hands  to  grafp  the  diftant  top. 
Enough  for  me,  at  diftance  if  I  view 
Some  Bard,  fome  happier  Bard,  the  path  purfue  j 
Who,  taught  by  me  to  reach  Parnaflus'*  crown. 
Mounts  tip,  and  calls  his  flow  companions  on. 
But  yet  thci'c  rules,  perhaps,  thefe  humble  lays. 
May  claim  a  title  to  a  fhare  of  praife  $ 
When,  in  a  crowd,  the  gathering  youths  ihall  hear 
My  voice  and  precepts  with  a  willing  ear;  " 
Clofe  in  a  ring  ihall  prefs  the  liftening  throng. 
And  learn  from  me  to  regulate  their  fong. 
Then,  if  the  pitying  Fates  prolong  my  breath. 
And  from  my  youth  avert  the  dart  of  death  j 

Whene'er 
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Whenever  I  fmk  in  life's  dedining  ftage. 
Trembling  and  fainting  on  the  verge  of  age. 
To  help  their  wearied  matter  fliall  they  run. 
And  lend  their  friendly  hands  to  guide  him  on  | 
Through  blooming  groves  his  tardy  progrefs  wait* 
And  fet  him  gently  down  at  Phoebus*  gate, 
The  while  he  fings,  before  the  hallowM  fhrine> 
The  facred  Poets,  and  the  tuneful  Nine. 
Here  then  in  Roman  numbers  will  we  rife^ 
And  lift  the  fame  of  Virgil  to  the  flciesj 
Aufonia's.pride  and  boaft  ;  who  brings  along 
Strength  to  my  lines,  and  fpirit  to  my  fong : 
Firft  how  the  mighty  Bard  tranfported  o'er 
The  facred  Mufes  from  th'  Aonian  ihore  5 
Led  the  fair  iifters  to  th'  Hefperian  plains. 
And  fung  in  Roman  towns  the  Grecian  ftrains  ; 
How  in  his  youth  to  woods  and  groves  he  fled* 
And  fweetly  tunM  the  Toft  Sicilian  reed  $ 
Next,  how,  in  pity  to  th'  Aofonian  fwains. 
He  rais'd  to  heaven  the  honours  of  the  plains  5 
Rapt  in  Triptolemus's  car  on  high. 
He  fcatter'd  peace  and  plenty  from  the  iky ; 
Fir*d  with  his  country's  fame,  vnth  loud  alarms* 
At  laft  he  rous'd  all  Latium  up  to  arms ; 
In-juft  array  the  Phrygian  troops  beftow'd. 
And  fpoke  the  voice  and  language  of  a  God* 
Father  of  verfe !  from  whom  our  honours  fpring ; 
See !  from  all  parts,  our  Bards  attend  their  king ) 
Beneath  thy  banners  rang'd,  thy  fame  increafe. 
And  rear  proiid  trophies  from  the  fpoih  of  Greece. 

C  c  Low* 
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Low^  in  Elyfian  vales»  ^r  tqjtteCoJ  throng- 
Bow  to  thy  laurelsi  and  a^pr^  thy  fong : 
On  thee  alone  thy  country  turns  her  eyes ; 
On  thee,  her  Poets  future  fame  relies. 
See !  Uow  in  crowds  tb^y  court  thy  aid  divine 
(For  all  their  honours  bnt  depend  on  thine)  ; 
Taught  &'om  the  womb  thy  numbers  to  rehearfir. 
And  fip  the  balmy  fweets  of  every  verfe. 
Unrivard  Bard  !  all  ages  (hall  decree 
The  firft  unenvyM  palm  of  fame  to  thee ; 
Thrice  happy  Bard !  thy  boui^dle^i  gfory  flies,. 
Where  never  mortal  muft  attempt  to  rife  j 
Such  heavenly  numbec»  m  thy  fong  we  hear. 
And  more  than  human  accents  charm  the  ear  t 
To  thee,  his  darling,  Phoriips^  hands  impart 
His  foul,  his  genius,  and  immortal  art. 
What  help  or  merit  in  thefe  rules  are  fliown. 
The  youth  muft. owe  to  thy  (upport  alone. 
The  youth,  whofe  wandering  feet  with  care  I  lecf 
\     Aloft,  o'er  ftcep  Parnafliis'  facred  head ; 
Taught  from  thy  great  example  to  explore 
Thofe  arduous  paths  which  thou  haft  trod  before* 
Hail,  pri^  of  Italy  I  thy  country's  grace  \ 
Hail,  glorious  light  of  all  the  tuneful  race  1 
For  whom,  we  weave  the  crown,  and  altars  rai(e  $ 
And  with  rich  incenfe  bid>  the  temples  blaze ; 
Our  folemn  hymns  Ihall  flail  refound  thy  praife. 
Hail,  hqly  Bard,  and  boundlefs  in  renown  ! 
Thy  fame^,  dependent  on  thyfelf.  alone. 
Requires  no  fong,  no  numbers  but  thy  own. 

Look 
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Look  flown  propitious,  and  my  tliotights  ififpire  j 
Warm  my  chafte  bofom  with  thy  facred  fire ! 
Let  all  thy  flames  with  all  their  raptures  roll. 
Deep  in  my  breaft^  and  kindle  all  my  foul ! 

HORACE,  Book  IL  Ep.  XIX.  Imitated. 

An  Epistle  to  Mr.  Robert  Lowth  *. 

5'T*  IS  faid,  dear  Sir,  no  poets  pleafe  the  town, 

**•     Who  drink  mere  water,  though  from  Helicon : 
For  in  cold  blood  they  feldom  boldly  think  ; 
Their  rhymes  are  more  infipid  than  their  drink. 
Not  great  Apollo  could  the  train  infpire, 
Till  generous  Bacchus  helped  to  fan  the  fire. 
Warm'd  by  two  gods  at  once,  they  drink  and  write. 
Rhyme  all  the  day,  and  fuddle  all  the  night. 
Homer,  fays  Horace,  nods  in  many  a  place. 
But  hints,  he  nodded  oftner  o'er  the  glafs.        ^ 
InfpirM  with  wine  old  Ennius  fung  and  thought 
With  the  fame  fpirit,  that  his  heroes  fought ; 
And  we  from  Johnfon's  tavern-laws  divine. 
That  bard  was  no  great  enemy  to  wine. 
•Twa«  from  the  bottle  King  derived  his  wit. 
Drank  till  he  could  not  talk,  and  then  he  writ. 
Let  no  coif  M  ferjeant  ^ouch  the  facred  juice. 
But  leave  it  to  the  bards  for  better  ufe  : 
Let  the  grave  judges  too  the  glafs  forbear. 
Who  never  fing  and  dance  but  once  a  year. 

•  Now  Bifliop  of  London* 

C  c  a  This 
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This  truth  once  known,  our  poets  take  the  hintii 

Get  drunk  or  mad,  and  then  get  into  print  i 

To  raife  their  flames  indulge  the  mellow  fit. 

And  lofe  their  fenfes  in  the  fearch  of  wit  s 

And  when  with  claret  fir'd  they  take  the  pen. 

Swear  they  can  write,  becaufe  they  drink,  like  Ben. 

Such  mimic  Swift  or  Prior  to  their  coft. 

For  in  the  ra(h  attempt  the  fools  are  loft. 

When  once  a  genius  breaks  through  common  nileSj 

He  leads  an  herd  of  imitaUng  fools. 

If  Pope,  the  prince  of  poets>  iick  a-bed. 

O'er  fteaming  coffee  bends  his  aching  head. 

The  fools  in  public  o'er  the  fragrant  draught 

Incline  thofe  heads,  that  never  achM  or  thought* 

This  muft  provoke -his  mirth  or  his  difdain. 

Cure  his  complaint, — or  make  him  fick  again. 

I  too,  like  them,  the  poet's  path  purfue. 

And  keep  great  Flaccus  ever  in  my  view  j 

But  in  a  diftant  view— yet  what  I  write, 

In  thefe  loofe  fheets,  muft  never  fee  the  light  | 

Epiftles,  odes,  and  twenty  trifles  more. 

Things  that  are  bom  and  die  in  half  an  hour. 

What !  you  muft  dedicate,  fays  fneering  Spenccj 

This  year  fbme  new  performance  to  the  prince  s 

Though  money  is  your  fcorn,  no  doubt  in  time 

You  hope  to  gain  fome  vacant  ftall  by  rhyme  j    . 

Like  other  poets,  were  the  truth  but  known, 

You  too  admire  whatever  is  your  own. 

Thcfc 
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Thefe  wife  remarks  my  modefty  confound> 
WhiU'the  laugh  rifes>  and  the  mirth  goes  round  $ 
Vext  at  the  jeft,  yet  glad  to  fliun  a  fray, 
I  whilk  into  my  coach,  and  drive  away. 

TO    MR.     SPENCE. 
Prefixed  to  the  Essay  on  Pope's  Odyssey. 

5'Tp  I S  done — ^Reftor'd  by  thy  immortal  pen, 
"^     The  critic's  noble  name  revives  again  j 
Once  more  that  great,  that  injurM  name  we  fee 
Shine  forth  alike  in  Addifon  and  thee. 

Like  curs,  pur  critics  haunt  the  poef  s  feaft. 
And  feed  pn  fcraps  refused  by  every  gueft ; 
From  the  old  Thracian  •  dog  they  leamM  the  way 
To  fnarl  in  want,  and  grumble  o'er  their  prey. 
As  though  they  grudg'd  themfelves  the  joys  they  feel, 
Vex'd  to  be  charmed,  and  pleasM  againft  their  will. 
Such  their  inverted  tafte,  that  we  expeft 
For  faults  their  thanks,  for  beauties  their  negleA  | 
So  the  fell  fnake  reje£ls  the  fragrant  flowers. 
But  every  poifon  of  the  field  devours. 

^rke  bold  Longinus  of  immortal  fame. 
You  read  your  poet  with  a  poet's  flame  j 
With  his,  your  generous  raptures  ftill  afpire  5 
The^critic  kindles,  when  the  bard  's  on  fire. 
But  when  fome  lame,  fome  limping  line  demands 
The  friendly  fuccour  of  your  healing  hands  5 

*  Zoilus,  fo  called  by  the  ancientSt 

C  c  3  The 
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The  feather  of  your  pea  drops  balm  aioundy 

And  playsy  and  tickles,  while  it  cures  the  woaiul* 

While  Pope's  immortal  labour  we  furvcy. 
We  (land  all  dazzled  with  excefs  of  day. 
Blind  with  the  glorious  blaze  j — to  vulgar  iight 
'Twas  one  bright  mafs  of  undiftinguilhM  light  j 
But,  like  the  towering  eagle,  you  alone 
DifcernM  the  fpots  and  fplendors  of  the  fun. 

To  point  out  faults,  yet  never  to  offend  j 
To  play  the  critic,  yet  prefcrve  the  friend  i 
A  life  well  fpent,  that  never  loft  a  day  j 
An  eafy  fpirit,  innocently  g^y  ; 
A  ftrift  integrity,  devoid  of  art ; 
The  fweeteft  manners,  and  iincereft  heart ; 
A  foul,  where  depth  of  fenfe  and  fancy  meet  5 
A  judgment  brighten'd  by  the  beams  of  wit, 
W^re  ever  yours  j — be  what  you  were  before. 
Be  dill  yourlelf  i  the  world  can  aflc  no  more. 

IMITATION  of  Spenser. 

I. 

A  Well-known  vafe  of  fovereign  ufe  I  fing-, 
■^^    Pleafing  to  young  and  old,  and  Jordan  hight* 
The  lovely  queen,  and  eke  the  haughty  king 
Snatch  up  this  veffel  in  the  murky  night : 
Ne  lives  there  poor,  ne  lives  there  wealthy  wight> 
But  ufes  it  in  mantle  brown  or  green  $ 
Sometimes  it  ftands  arrayM  in  glofly  white  $ 
And  eft  in  mighty  dortours  may  be  feen 
Of  China's  fragile  earth,  with  azure  flowrets  /been. 

n.  The 
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It. 
The  virgin,  comely  as  the  d«V«ry  rofe, 
Here  gently  flieds  thfe  fcftly-*whi(perihg  Hll  j 
The  frannion,  who  ne  fli&flife  ne  blufhing  ktih^i 
At  once  the  potter's  glofly  vafe  does  fill ; 
It  whizzes  like  the  wdters  from  a  mill. 
Here  frouzy  houfewivW  tleftr  their  loaded  rii^\ 
The  beef-fed  juftice,  who  fat  ale  doth  fwlll, 
Grafps  the  round-handled  jar,  and  tries,  atid  Atialns, 
While  flowly  dribbling  down  the  fcanty  water  drains. 

iir. 

The  dame  of  Frauncc  (haU  without  iha^e  conybjr 
This  ready  needment  to  its  proper  place  5 
Yet  (haH  the  daughters  of  the  lond  of  Fay 
Learn  better  amenaunce  and  decent  grace  ^ 
Warm  bluihes  lend  a  beauty  to  their  face> 
For  Tirtue^s  comely  tints  their  cheeks  adorn  $ 

.  Thus  o'er  the  diftant  hillocks  you  may  trace 
Tht  purple  be^ings  of  ihe  infant  morn  : 

Sweet -are  our  blooming  maids-^the  fweeteft  creatures 
l>orn. 

IV. 
None  but  their  huJbands  or  their  lovers  true 
They  truft  with  management  of  their  affairs  j 
Nor  even  thefe  their  privacy  may  view, 
When  the  foft  beavys  feek  the  bower  by  pairs  3 
Then  from  the  ilght  accoy'd,  like  timorous  hares* 
From  mate  or  bellamour  alike  they  £iy  3 
Think  not,  good  Twain,  that  thefe  ai-e  fcornful  airs* 
Think  not  for  hate  they  Ihun  thine  amorous  eye, 

Soon  ihall  the  fair  return,  nor  done  thee,  youth,  to  dye. 
C  c  4  V.  While 
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V. 

Wluk  Bdgic  €nm%  acrofr  a  charcoal  ftove 
(RcpkiiilhM  like  dK  Vdbl't  laftmg  £ic) 
BioifiH-iirfKik  jean^  and  £Mch  the  ports  of  lovtt| 
Mo  longer  pans  tktt  can  delight  inTpirCy 
£ift  cxTC  of  bbfs,  now  moniiiBeiital  pyre  5 
O  Biitiih  maid,  for  eier  clean  and  neat. 
For  vhom  I  aye  will  wake  my  fimple  lyic, 
Whk  doable  caic  ptcfare  that  don  retreat, 

F^  VcBBs"  myiic  bower,  Daa  Copid's  feadicr^d  Icat. 
VL 
So  wtaj  jaar  boon  Aift-fliding  fteal  aws^. 
Unknown  to  gnaning  ilaader  and  to  balc^ 
O^o-  feas  of  bills  peace  guide  ber  gondelay, 
Ke  iNttec  dole  impcft  tbe  paffing  gale. 
O!  fleeter  don  tbe  lilies  of  tbe  dale. 
In  ycur  ioft  bieafts  tbe  bruits  of  joyaace  gioir, 
Kc  fcil  defpair  be  bcie  with  vi^ge  pale, 
Brare  be  tbe  youth  from  whom  your  bolbais  gloivr^' 

¥e  other  joy  bot  yoa  the  faitbfnl  fli^ilings  know* 

EPISTLE  to  J.   Pitt,    Efq. 
In  Imitition  of  H01.ACE,  Epift.  IV.  Book  I, 

DEA&  Sir, 

To  all  ray  trifles  yon  attcndy 

But  drcp  the  critic  to  icdolge  die  friend. 

And  with  croft  chriilian  patience  lole  your  timey 

To  hear  me  preach,  or  pefer  yoa  with  rhyme. 

Hoc 
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Here  with  my  books  or  friend  I  fpend  the  day. 
But  how  at  Kingfton  pafs  your  hours  away  ? 
Say,  (hall  we  fee  fomc  plan  with  ravifli'd  eyes. 
Some  future  pile  in  miniature  arife  ? 
(A  model  to  excel  in  every  part 
Judicious  Jones,  or  great  Palladio's  art) 
Or  fome  new  bill,  that,  when  the  houfe  is  met. 
Shall  claim  their  thanks,  and  pay  the  nation's  debt  ? 
Or  have  you  ftudy'd  in  the  filent  wood 
The  facred  duties  of  the  wife  and  good  ?    ' 
Nature,  who  form'd  you,  nobly  crown'd  the  whole 
With  a  ftrong  body,  and  as  firm  a  foul : 
The  praife  is  yours  to  finifh  every  part 
With  all  th'  embelliftiments  of  tafte  and  art. 
Some  fee  in  canker'd  heaps  their  riches  roll'd. 
Your  bounty  gives  new  luftre  to  your  gold. 
Could  your  dead  father  hope  a  greater  blifs. 
Or  your  furviving  parent  more  than  this  ? 

Than  fuch  a  fon a  lover  of  the  laws. 

And  ever  true  to  honour's  glorious  caufe  s 
Who  fcorns  all  parties,  though  by  parties  fought : 
Who  greatly  thinks,  and  truly  fpeaks  his.  thought  s. 
With  all  the  chafte  feverity  of  fcnfe. 
Truth,  judgment,  wit,  and  manly  eloquence. 
So  in  his  youth  great  Cato  was  rcver'd. 
By  Porapey  courted,  and  by  Csefar  fear'd  : 
Both  he  difdain'd  alike  with  godlike  pride. 

For  Rome  and  Liberty  he  liv'd and  dy'd. 

In  each  perfeftion  as  you  rife  fo  faft. 

Well  may  you  think  each  day  may  be  your  laft. 

Uncom- 
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Uncommon  wotch  it  ftill  with  fate  at  ftrifc^ 

Still  inconflAeiit  with  a  length  of  iifie. 

The  future  time  is  ever  in  yoor  powor. 

Then  *tis  clear  gain  to  feizc  the  pnftMt  hour  $ 

Break  from  the  ferious  thought)  and  iangfi  OLvway 

In  Pimpern  walls  one  idle  eafy  day. 

You'll  find  your  rfaymtng  kinfftian  wdl  in  csfe. 

For  erer  fix'd  to  the  ddicions  plact. 

Tho*  not  like  L— —  with  corpulence  o'ergrown^ 

For  he  has  twenty  cures,  and  I  but  one. 

EPISTLE    to   Mr.   Spencb. 

In  Imitation  of  Horace,   Epift.  X.    Book  !• 

T  TEALTH  from  the  bard  who  loves  the  rural  fjwrt, 

-■•  •*'  To  the  more  noble  bard  that  haunts  the  court : 

In  every  other  point  of  life  we  chime. 

Like  two  foft  lines  when  coupled  into  rhyme. 

I  praife  a  fpacious  vilfa  to  the  fky. 

You  a  clofe  gsfrret  fuR  five  ftories  highj 

I  revel  here  in  nature's  varied  fweets. 

You  in  the  nobler  fcents  of  London  fbieets. 

I  left  the  court,  and  here  at  eafe  rcclin'd. 

Am  happier  than  the  king  who  ftaid  behind  s 

Twelve  ili fling  dtfhes  I  could  fcarce  live  o'er. 

At  home  I  dine  with  luxury  on  four. 

Where  would  a  man  of  judgment  chuie  a  feat. 

But  in  a  wholfbme,  rural,  foft  retreat  ? 

Where  hills  adorn  the  maufion  they  defend  ? 

Where  could  he  better  anfwer  nature^s  end  ? 

Here 
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Sere  from  the  Tea  the  melting  breezes  rife, 
Unbind  the  fnow,  and  warm  the  wintry  fkies  i 
Here  gentle  gales  the  dog-ftar's  heat  allay, 
And  foftly  breathing  cool  the  fnltry  day. 
How  free  from  cares,  from  dangers  and  affright. 
In  pleaiing  dreams  I  pafs  the  filent  night ! 
Does  not  the  variegated  marble  yield 
To  the  gay  colours  of  the  bowery  field  ? 
Can  the  New-River's  artificial  flreams, 
Or  the  thick  waters  of  the  troubled  Thames, 
In  many  a  winding  nifly  pipe  convey'd, 
Or  dafliM  and  broken  down  a  deep  calcade. 
With  our  clear  filver  ftreams  in  fweetnefs  vie. 
That  in  eternal  rills  run  bubbling  by ; 
In  dimples  o'er  the  polifli'd  pebbles  pa(s. 
Glide  oTer  the  fands,  or  glitter  through  the  grafs  ? 
And  yet  in  town  the  country  profpe6ls  pleafe. 
Where  ftately  colonades  are  flank'd  with  trees  t 
On  a  whole  country  looks  the  mafter  down 
With  pride,  where  fcarce  five  acres  are  his  own. 
Yet  nature,  though  repelPd,  maintains  her  part. 
And  in  her  turn  fiie  triumphs  over  art  f 
The  hand -maid  now  may  prejudice  our  tafte. 
But  the  fair  miftrefs  will  prevail  at  laft. 
That  man  mud  fmart  at  laft  whole  puzzled  fight 
Miftakes  in  life  falfe  colours  for  the  right ; 
As  the  poor  dupe  is  fure  his  lofs  to  rue, 
Who  takes  a  Pinchbeck  guinea  for  a  true. 
The  wretch,  whofe  frantic  pride  kind  fonune  crowns. 
Grows  twice  as  ab}e£V  when  the  goddefs  frowns } 

As 
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As  he,  who  rifcs  when  his  head  turni  round, 
Muft  tumble  twice  as  heavy  to  the  ground. 
Then  love  not  grandeur,  'tis  a  fplendid  cur/e  j 
The  more  the  love,  the  harder  the  divorce. 
We  live  far  happier  by  thefc  gurgling  fpriags. 
Than  ftatefmen,  courtiers,  counfcllors,  or  king?. 
The  flag  expclIM  the  courfcr  from  the  plain  5 

What  can  he  do  ? be  begs  the  aid  of  man  5 

He  takes  the  bit  and  proudly  bears  away 

His  new  ally  5  he  fights  and  wins  the  day  s 

But,  ruin'd  by  fuccefs,  he  ftrivcs  in  vain 

To  quit  his  mafter  and  the  curb  again. 

So  from  the  fear  of  want  moft  wretches  fly. 

But  lofe  their  nobleft  wealth,  their  liberty  j 

To  their  imperious  pafTions  they  fubmit. 

Who  mount,  ride,  fpur,  but  never  draw  the  bit. 

•Tis  with  your  fortune,  Spence,  as  with  your  flwi, 

A  large  may  wrench,  a  fmall  one  wring  your  toe/ 

Then  bear  your  fortune  in  the  golden  mean> 

Not  every  man  is  bom  to  be  a  dean. 

I'll  bear  your  jeers,  if  ever  I  am  known 

To  feek  two  cures,  when  fcarce  I  merit  one. 

Riches,  'tis  true,  fomc  fervice  may  afford. 

But  oftner  play  the  tyrant  o'er  their  lord. 

Money  I  fcorn,  but  keep  a  little  ftill. 

To  pay  my  doftor's,  or  my  lawyer's  bill. 

From  Encombe's  foft  romantic  fcenes  I  write. 

Deep  funk  in  eafe,  in  pleafure  and  delight ; 

Yet,  though  her  gen'rous  lord  himfelf  is  here, 

•Twould  be  one  pleafure  more,  could  you  appear. 

INVI- 
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INVITATION  to  a  Friend  at  Court. 

T  F  you  can  leave  for  books  the  crowded  court, 
-*•    And  generous  Bourdeaux  for  a  glafs  of  Port, 
To  thefe  fwcet  folitudes  without  delay 
Srcak  from  the  world's  impertinence  away. 

Soon  as  the  fun  the  face  of  nature  gilds. 
For  health  and  pleafure  will  we  range  the  fields  j 
O'er  her  gay  fcenes  and  opening  beauties  run. 
While  all  the  vaft  creation  is  our  own. 
But  when  his  golden  globe  with  faded  light 
Yields  to  the  folemn  empire  of  the  night  j 
And  in  her  fober  raajefty  the  moon 
With  milder  glories  mounts  her  filver  throne ; 
Amidft  ten  thoufand  orbs  with  fplendour  crown'd. 
That  pour  their  tributary  beams  around  5 
Through  the  long  levelM  tube  our  ftrengthen'd  fight 
Shall  mark  diftin£l  the  fpangles  of  the  night  s 
From  world  to  world  fhall  dart  the  boundlefs  eye. 
And  ftretch  from  ftar  to  ftar,  from  Iky  to  iky. 

The  buzzing  infeft  families  appear. 
When  funs  unbind  the  rigour  of  the  year  5 
Quick  glance  the  myriads  round  the  evening  boweri 
Hods  of  a  day,  or  nations  of  an  hour. 
Aftonifii'd  we  (hall  fee  th*  unfolding  race, 
StretchM  out  in  bulk,  within  the  poliihM  glafs  ; 
Through  whoie  fmall  convex  a  new  world  we  ipy. 
Ne'er  fcen  before,  but  by  a  Seraph's  eye  I 

5  Sq 
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So  long  in  darknefs  fliut  from  human  kind 
Lay  half  God's  wonders  to  a  point  confined  ! 
But  in  one  peopled  drop  we  now  furvey 
Ifl  pride  of  power  fome  little  monfter  play  j 
O'er  tribes  invifible  he  reigns  alone^ 
And  ({ruts  a  tyrant  of  i  world  his  own. 

Now  will  we  ftudy  Homer's  awful  page. 
Now  warm  our  fouls  with  Pindar's  noble  rage  s 
To  Englilh  lays  fhall  Flaccus'  lyre  be  ftrung. 
And  lofty  VirgU  fpeak  the  Brittih  tongue. 
Immortal  Virgil  !  at  thy  facred  nam« 
I  tremble  now,  and  now  I  pant  for  fame  ; 
With  eager  hopes  this  moment  I  afpire 
To  catch  or  emulate  thy  glorious  fire  ; 
The  next  purfue  the  rafli  attempt  no  more. 
But  drop  the  quill,  bow,  wonder,  and  adore  ; 
By  thy  ftrong  genius  overcome  and  aw'd  ! 
That  fire  from  heaven  !  that  fpirit  of  a  God  I 
Pleas'd  and  tranfported  with  thy  name  I  tend 
Beyond  my  theme,  forgetfut  of  my  friend  j 
And  fVom  my  firft  defign  by  rapture  led, 
Negleft  the  living  poet  for  the  dead. 
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EPISTLE    to    Mr.     S  p  b  n  c  e. 

When  Tutor  to  Lord  Middlesex. 

In  Imitation  of  Horace,  Book  I.  Epift.  XVIIL 

SPENCE,  with  a  friend  you  pafs  the  hours  away 
In  pointed  jokes,  yet  innocently  gay: 
You  ever  differed  from  a  flatterer  more. 
Than  a  chaftc  lady  from  a  flaunting  whore. 

*Tis  true  you  raided  every  fault  you  found. 
But  gently  tickled,  while  you  curM  the  wound  s 
Unlike  the  paultry  poets  of  the  town, 
Kogues  who.expofe  themfelves  for  half  a  crown  s 
And  ftiil  impo(e  oa  every  foul  they  meet 
Kudenefs  for  fenie,  and  ribaldry  for  wit  i 
Who,  though  half-ftarv'd,  in  fptte  of  dsne  and  plae^9. 
Kepeat  their  rhymes,  though  dinger  Aays  for  grace  : 
And  as  their  poverty  their  drefles,  fit. 
They  think  of  courfe  a  floven  is  a  wit : 
But  fenfe  (a  truth  thefe  coxcombe  ms^r  fiilpe£l) 
Lies  juft  *twixt  afle6)tation  and  negleft. 

One  ftep  ftiil  lower,  if  you  cai»,  defcend. 
To  the  mean  wretch,  the  great  man^s  bumble  friend ; 
That  moving  fliade,  that  pendant  at  his  ear. 
That  two-leggM  dog,  ftill  pawing  on  the  peer. 
Studying  his  looks,  and  watching  at  thct  board» 
He  gapes  to  catch  the  droppings  of  my  lord ;. 
And,  tickled  to  the  (bul  at  every  JQk^» 
Like  a  prefs'd  watch,  repeats  what  toother  fpoket 
Echo  to  nonfenfe!  fuch  a  icene  to  bear ! 
*Ti8  juft  like  Punch  and  his  interpreter, 

5  On 
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On  trifles  fome  are  earneftly  abfurd. 
You'll  tliink  the  world  depends  on  ev^ry  word- 
What,  is  not  every  mortal  free  to  ipeak  ? 
I'll  give  my  reafons,  tho'  I  break  my  neck. 
And  what's  the  queftion  ?— if  it  fhines  or  rains^ 
Whether  'tis  twelve  or  fifteen  miles  to  Staines, 

The  wretch  reducM  to  rags  by  every  vice. 
Pride,  projefts,  races,  miftrefles,  and  dice. 
The  rich  rogae  ihuns,  though  full  as  bad  as  he. 
And  knows  a  quarrel  is  good  hufbandry. 

'Tis  ftrange,  cries  Peter,  you  are  out  of  pelf, 
I'm  Aire  I  thought  .you  wifer  than  myfelf ; 
Yet  gives  him  nothing-— but  advice  too  late. 
Retrench,  or  rather  mortgage  your  eftate, 
I  can  advance  the  fum,— 'tis  beft  for  both  $ 
But  henceforth  cut  your  coat  to  match  your  cloth • 

A  minifter,  in  mere  revenge  and  fport. 
Shall  give  his  foe  a  paltry  place  at  court. 
[  The  dupe  for  every  royal  birth-day  buys 
New  horfes,  coaches,  cloaths,  and  liveries  i 
Plies  at  the  levee,  and  diftinguiih'd  there 
Lives  on  the  royal  whifper  for  a  year; 
His:wenches  Hiine  in  Bruflels  and  Brocade! 
And  now  the  wretch,  ridiculoufly  mad. 
Draws  on  his  banker,  mortgages  and  falls. 
Then  to  the  country  runs  away  from  jaiU  : 
There  ruin'd  by  the  court  he  fells  a  vote 
To  the  next  burgefs,  as  of  old  he  bought ; 
Rubs  down  the  fteeds  which  once  his  chariot  bore. 
Or  fweeps  the  town,  which  once  he  fcrv'd  before. 

But, 
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But,  by  this  roving  meteor  led,  I  tend 
Seyon(l  my  theme,  forgetful  of  my  friend* 
Then  take  advice  j  I  preach  not  out  of  time,  ' 

When  good  lord  Middlcfex  is  bent  on  rhyme. 

Their  humour  checked,  or  inclination  cro(s*d# 
Sometimes  the  friend  (hip  of  the  great  is  loft, 
Vnlefs  caird  out  to  wench,  be  fure  comply. 
Hunt  when  he  hunts,  and  lay  the  Fathers  by  t 
For  your  reward  you  gain  his  love,  and  dine 
On  the  beft  vtenifon  and  the  bed  French  wine. 
Nor  to  lord  •••*•♦  make  the  obfervation. 
How  the  twelve  peers  have  anfwerM  their  creation. 
Nor  in  your  wine  or  wrath  betray  your  truft. 
Be  fiknt  flill,  and  obftlnately  juft  : 
Explore  no  fecrcts,  draw  no  charaftcrs. 
For  echo  vnll  repeat,  and  walls  have  ears : 
Nor  let  a  bufy  fool  a  fecret  know, 
A  fecret  gripes  him  till  he  lets  it  go  : 
Words  are  like  bullets,  and  we  wifli  in  vain. 
When  once  difchargM,  to  call  them  back  again« 


Defend,  dear  Spence,  the  honeft  and  the  civil. 
But  to  cry  up  a  meal— — that* s  the  devil. 
Who  guards  a  good  man^s  charafler,  *tis  known^ 
At  the  fame  time  prote6ls  and  guards  his  own. 
For  as  with  houfes  *tis  with  people^s  names* 
A  flied  may  fet  a  palace  all  on  flames  $ 
The  fire  neglefted  on  the  cottage  preys. 
But  mounts  at  laft  into  a  general  blaze. 

D  d  'Til 
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*Tis  a  fine  thingy  fome  think,  a  lord  to  know; 
I  wi(h  his  ti^defmen  could  but  diink  Co  too. 
He  gives  his  word        (ben  all  your  hopes  are  gone  s 
He  ^v(^s  his  honour— ^hen  you^re  quite  undone. 
His  and  fbme  women^s  love  the  fame  are  founds 
Vou  rafhiy*  board  a  fireihip,  and  are  drowned. 

Moft  folks  fo  partial  to  tbemfelves  are  g^own^ 
They  hate  a  teojper  differing  from  their  ownv 
The  grave  abhor  the  gay,  the  gay  the  fad. 
And  formalins  pronounce  the  witty  mad  : 
The  fot,  who  drinks  fix  bottles  in  a  place. 
Swears  at  the  fljnchers  who  refufe  their  gla/s-. 
Would  yoQ  not  pafs  for  an  ill-naturM  man» 
Comply  with  every  humour  that  you  can. 

Pope  will  inftruft  you  how  to  pafs  away 
Your  time  like  him,  and  never  lofe  a  day  ; 
From  hopes  or  fears  your  quiet  to  defend. 
To  all  mankind  as  to  yourielf  a  friend. 
And,  facred  from  the  world,  retired,  unknown9 
To  lead  a  life  with  mortals  like  his  own. 

When  to  delicious  Pimpeme  1  retire. 
What  greater  blifs,  my  Spence,  can  I  defire  ? 
Contented  there  my  eafy  hours  I  fpend 
With  maps,  globes,  books,  my  bottle,  and  a  fiiendv 
There  can  I  live  upon  my  income  ftill, 
£*en  though  the  houfe  ftould  pafs  the  Quakers  bill  t 
Yet  to  my  ftiare  jftiould  fome  good  prebend  ifall» 
i  think  myfdf  oT  fize  to  fill  a  ftall. 
For  life  or  wealth  let  Heaven  my  lot  aifign, 
A  firm,  and  even  foul  &all  (Hll  be  miiiew 

€PECt. 


SPECIMEN  of  aTranllation  of  the  Qdyssey. 

THE  nurfc  all  wild  with  txaufport  feemM  to  Mm, 
Joy  wingM  her  feet  an4  lighten^  €V*ry  lip^  i 
Then  to  the  room  with  fpeed  impatient  borne 
Flew  with  the  tidings  of  her  lord's  return.       r 
There  bending  o'er  the,ileepiDg  queen,  fli«  cHecy 
Kife,  my  Penelope,  my  daughter,  rife 
To  fee  Ulyfies  thy  loag  abf^nt  (poufe. 
Thy  fool's  defire  and  lord  of  all  thy  vows  t 
Though  late,  be  comes,  and  is  his  rage  has  /lain. 
For  all  their  wrongs,  the  baisghty  fuitor  train. 

Ah,  Euryclea,  ihe  replies,  you  rave  ; 
The  gods  refume  that  reafon  which  they  gave  i 
For  Heaven  deep  wiiUom  to  the  fool  fuppHes, 
But  oft  infatuates  and  confounds  the  wife. 
And  wifdom  once  was  thine  I  bift  now  I  find 
The  gods  have  ruinM  thy  diftemperM  mind. 
How  could  you  hope  your  ii£iion  to  impofe  ? 
Was  it  to  flatter  or  deride  my  woes  ? 
How  could  you  break  a  deep  with  talk  fo  vain. 
That  held  my  forrows  in  fo  ibft  a  chain  ) 
A  deep  fo  fweet  I  ntfver  could  enjoy 
Since  my  dear  lord  left  Ithaca  for  Troy : 
Curft  Troy— oh  !  why  did  I  thy  name  difdofe  ? 
Thy  fatal  name  awakens  all  my  woes  : 
But  fly— fome  other  had  provokM  my  rage. 
And  you  but  owe  your  pardon  to  your  age. 
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No  artful  tales,  no  ftudied  lies,  I  frame^ 
Ulyfles  lives  (rejoins  the  severend  dame) 
In  that  difhonourM  ftranger*»  clofe  difguifey 
Long  has  he  pafsM  aH  unAifpe^ling  eyes. 
Ail  but  thy  fon^s— and  long  has  he  fupprefir 
The  virell-eoncerted  fecret  tn  his  breaft ; 
Till  his  brave  father  Ihould  his  foes  defisat. 
And  the  clofe  fcheme  of  his^  revenge  compleat. 

Swift  as  the  word  the  queen  tranfported  ipning^,. 
And  round  the  dame  in  ftri£b  embraces- hung ; 
Then  as  the  big  round  tears  began  to  roll, 
Spoke  the  quick  doubts  and  hurry  of  her  ibul. 

If  my  vi6):orious  hero  fafe  arrivesi 
If  my  dear  lord,  UlyflTcs,  ftill  furvives, 
Tell  me,,  oh-  teH  me,  how  he  fought  alone  ^ 
How  were.fvch  multitudes  deflroyM  by  one  ? 

Nought  I  beheld,  but  heard  their  cries,  Ihe  faid>. 
When  death  flew  raging,  and  the  fuitors  bled  s 
Immured  we  liftenM,  as  we  fat  around^ 
To  each  deep  groan  and  agonizing  found. 
Caird  by  thy  Ton  to  view  the  fcene  I  fled. 
And  faw  Ulyfles  Adding  o'er  the  dead  I 
Amidft  the  rifmg  heaps  the  hero  ftood 
All  grim,  and  terribly  adorn'd  with  blood- 
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